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MISCELLANIES. 


JEAN  PAUL  FRIEDRICH  RICHTER.* 

[1827.] 

Dk.  Johnsok,  it  is  said,  when  he  first  heard  of  Bos- 
well's  intention  to  write  a  life  of  him,  announced,  with 
decision  enough,  that,  if  he  thought  Boswell  really 
meant  to  ttnrite  his  life,  he  would  prevent  it  by  taking 
Boswell's  f  That  great  authors  should  actually  employ 
this  preventive  against  bad  biographers  is  a  thing  we 
would  by  no  means  recommend :  but  the  truth  is,  that, 
rich  as  we  are  in  Biography,  a  well-written  Life  is  almost 
as  rare  as  a  well- spent  one ;  and  there  are  certainly  many 
more  men  whose  history  deserves  to  be  recorded,  than 
persons  willing  and  able  to  record  it.  But  great  men, 
fike  the  old  Egyptian  kings,  must  all  be  tried  after 
death,  before  they  can  be  embalmed  :  and  what,  in  truth, 
are  these  'Sketches,'  'Anas,'  '  Conversations,'  'Voices,' 
and  the  like,  but  the  votes  and  pleadings  of  so  many 
ill-informed  advocates,  jurors  and  judges  ;  from  whose 
con^ct,   however,  we   shall  in  the  end   have  a  true 

♦  EDrNBURGH  Revibw,  No.  91.— yiwm  Paul  Friedrich 
Rkktef^s  Lebeuy  nebst  CharaeieritHk  §tiner  Werke;  von  Hein- 
rich  Dvring.  (Jean  I^nU  Friedridi  Richter's  Life,  with  a  Sketch 
of  bis  Works ;  by  Heinrich  Doring.)  Gotha.  HenningB,  1826. 
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verdict  ?  The  worst  of  it  is  at  the  first ;  for  weak  eyes 
are  precisely  the  fondest  of  glittering  objects.  Accord- 
ingly, no  sooner  does  a  great  man  depart,  and  leave  his 
character  as  public  property,  than  a  crowd  of  little  men 
rushes  towards  it.  There  they  are  gathered  together, 
blinking  up  to  it  with  such  vision  as  they  have,  scanning 
it  from  a£Bir,  hovering  round  it  this  way  and  that,  each 
cunningly  endeavouring,  by  all  arts,  to  catch  some 
reflex  of  it  in  the  little  mirror  of  Himself;  though, 
many  times,  this  mirror  is  so  twisted  with  convexities 
and  concavities,  and,  indeed,  so  extremely  small  in  size, 
that  to  expect  any  true  image,  or  any  image  whatever 
from  it,  is  out  of  the  question. 

Richter  was  much  better-natured  than  Johnson ; 
and  took  many  provoking  things  with  the  spirit  of  a  hu- 
morist and  philosopher ;  nor  can  we  think  that  so  good 
a  man,  even  had  he  foreseen  this  Work  of  Doring's, 
would  have  gone  the  length  of  assi^inating  him  for  it. 
Doring  is  a  person  we  have  known  for  several  years,  as 
a  compiler,  and  translator,  and  ballad-monger ;  whose 
grand  enterprise,  however,  is  his  Gallery  of  Weimar 
Authors ;  a  series  of  strange  little  Biographies,  beginning 
with  Schiller,  and  already  extending  over  Wieland  and 
Herder; — ^now  comprehending,  probably  by  conquest, 
Klopstock  also ;  and  lastly,  by  a  sort  of  droit  d'aubaine, 
Jean  Paul  Friedrich  Richter ;  neither  of  whom  belonged 
to  Weimar.     Authors,  it  must  be  admitted,  are  happier 
than  the  old  painter  with  his  cocks :  for  they  write, 
naturally  and  without  fear  of  ridicule,  the  name   of 
their  work  on  the  title-page ;  and  thenceforth  the  pur- 
port and  tendency  of  each  volume  remains  indisputable. 
Doring  is  sometimes  lucky  in  this  privilege ;  otherwise 
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hifi  maDner  of  compositicHi,  being  so  peculiar,  might 
occasion  difficulty  now  and  then.  Biogn^hies,  accord- 
ing to  Doring's  method,  are  a  simple  business.  You 
first  ascertain,  from  the  Liepsic  Converstxtionslexicon,  or 
Jordens's  Poetical  Lexicon,  or  Flogel,  or  Koch,  or  other 
such  Compendhim  or  Handbook,  the  date  and  place  of  fiie 
proposed  individual's  birth,  his  parentage,  trade,  ap- 
pdntments,  and  the  titles  of  his  works ;  the  date  of  his 
death  70a  already  know  from  the  newspapers:  this 
serves  as  a  foundation  for  the  edifice.  You  then  go 
through  his  writings,  and  all  o^er  writings  where  he 
or  his  poTBuits  are  treated  of,  and,  wherever  you  find  a 
passage  wath  his  name  in  it,  you  cut  it  out,  and  carry  it 
away.  In  this  manner  a  mass  of  materials  is  collected, 
and  the  building  now  proceeds  apace.  Stone  is  laid  on 
the  tc^  of  stone,  just  as  it  comes  to  hand ;  a  trowel  or 
two  of  biographic  mortar,  if  perfectly  convenient,  being 
spread  in  here  and  there,  by  way  of  cement ;  and  so  the 
strangest  pfle  suddenly  arises;  amorphous,  pointing 
every  way  but  to  the  zenith,  here  a  block  of  granite, 
there  a  mass  of  pipe-day  ;  till  the  whole  finishes,  when 
the  materials  are  finished  ; — and  you  leave  it  standing 
to  posterity,  like  some  miniature  Stonehenge,  a  perfect 
architectural  enigma. 

To  speak  without  figure,  this  mode  of  life- writing 
has  its  disadvantages.  For  one  thing,  the  composition 
cannot  well  be  what  the  critics  call  harmonious  :  and, 
indeed,  Herr  Doring's  transitions  are  often  abrupt 
enough.  The  hero  changes  his  object  and  occupation 
from  page  to  page,  often  from  sentence  to  sentence,  in 
the  most  unaccoimtable  way  ;  a  pleasure  journey,  and  a 
sickness  of  fifteen  years,   are   dispatched  with  equal 
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brevity ;  in  a  moment  you  find  him  married,  and  die 
father  of  three  fine  children.  He  dies  no  less  suddenly  ; 
— ^he  is  studying  as  usual,  writing  poetry,  receiving 
visits,  full  of  life  and  business,  when  instantly  some 
paragraph  opens  under  him,  like  one  of  the  trap-doors 
in  the  Vision  of  Mirza,  and  he  drops,  without  note  of 
preparation,  into  the  shades  below.  Perhaps,  indeed, 
•not  for  ever ;  we  have  instances  of  his  rising  after  the 
funeral,  and  winding  up  his  affairs.  The  time  has 
been  that,  when  the  brains  were  out,  the  man  would  die ; 
but  Doring  orders  these  things  differently. 

After  all,  however,  we  have  no  pique  against  poor 
Doring :  on  the  contrary,  we  regularly  purchase  his 
ware ;  and  it  gives  us  true  pleasure  to  see  his  spirits  so 
much  improved  since  we  first  met  him.  In  the  Life  of 
Schiller,  his  state  did  seem  rather  unprosperous :  he 
wore  a  timorous,  submissive  and  downcast  aspect,  as 
if,  like  Sterne's  Ass,  he  were  saying,  "  Don't  thrash  me ; 
— but  if  you  will,  you  may !"  Now,  however,  comforted 
by  considerable  sale,  and  praise  from  this  and  the  other 
Litteraturblatt,  which  has  commended  his  diligence, 
his  fidelity,  and,  strange  to  say,  his  method,  he  advances 
with  erect  countenance  and  firm  hoof,  and  even  recal- 
citrates contemptuously  against  such  as  do  him  offence. 
Gliick  auf  dem  Weg  !  is  the  worst  we  wish  him. 

Of  his  Life  of  Richter,  these  preliminary  observa- 
tions may  be  our  excuse  for  saying  but  little.  He  brags 
much,  in  his  PrefEU^e,  that  it  is  all  true  and  genuine ; 
for  Richter's  widow,  it  seems,  had,  by  public  advertise- 
ment, cautioned  the  world  against  it ;  another  biography, 
partly  by  the  illustrious  deceased  himself,  partly  by 
Otto,  his  oldest  friend  and  the  appointed  Editor  of  his 
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Works,  being  actually  in  preparation.  This  rouses  the 
indignant  spirit  of  Ddring,  and  he  stoutly  asseverates, 
thaty  his  documents  being  altogether  authentic,  this  bio- 
graphy is  no  pseudo-biogn4)hy.  With  still  greater  truth 
he  might  have  asseverated  that  it  was  no  biography 
at  all.  Well  are  he  and  Hennings  of  Gbtha  aware  that 
this  thing  of  shreds  and  patches  has  been  vamped  to- 
gether for  sale  only.  Except  a  few  letters  to  Kimz,  the 
Bamberg  Bookseller,  which  turn  mainly  on  the  purchase 
of  spectacles,  and  ^e  joumeyings  and  frei^tage  of 
two  boxes  that  used  to  pass  and  repass  between  BIchter 
and  Knnz's  circulating  library ;  with  three  or  four  notes 
of  similar  importance,  and  chiefly  to  other  booksellers, 
there  are  no  biographical  documents  here,  which  were 
not  opea  to  all  Europe  as  well  as  to  Heinrich  Ddring. 
Indeed,  very  nearly  one  half  of  the  Life  is  occupied  with 
a  description  of  the  funeral  and  its  i^ppendages, — how 
the  *  sixty  torches,  with  a  number  of  lanterns  and  pitch- 
pans,'  were  arranged ;  how  this  Patrician  or  Professor 
followed  that,  through  Friedrich-street,  Chancery-street, 
and  other  streets  of  Bayreuth;  and  how  at  last  the 
torches  all  went  out,  as  Dr.  Ghibler  and  Dr.  Spatzier 
were  perorating  (decidedly  in  bombast)  over  the  grave. 
Then,  it  seems,  there  were  meetings  held  in  various 
parts  of  (Germany,  to  solemnize  the  memory  of  Richter ; 
among  the  rest,  one  in  the  Museum  of  Frankfort  on  the 
Maine;  where  a  Doctor  Borne  speaks  another  long 
speech,  if  possible  in  still  more  decided  bombast.  Next 
come  threnodies  from  all  the  four  winds,  mostly  on  very 
splay-footed  metre.  The  whole  of  which  is  here  snatched 
from  the  kind  oblivion  of  t^e  newspapers,  and  '  lives  in 
Settle's  numbers  one  day  more.' 
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We  have  too  much  reverence  for  the  name  of  Rich- 
ter  to  thmk  of  laughing  over  these  unhappy  threnodists 
and  panegyrists ;  some  of  whom  far  exceed  anything 
we  English  can  exhibit  in  the  epioedial  style.  They 
rather  testify,  however  maladroitly,  that  the  (Germans 
have  felt  their  loss, — which,  indeed,  is  one  to  Europe 
at  large ;  they  even  affect  us  with  a  certain  melancholy 
feeling,  when  we  consider  how  a  heavenly  voice  must 
become  mute,  and  nothing  be  heard  in  its  stead  but  the 
whoop  of  quite  earthly  voices,  lamenting,  or  pretending 
to  lament.  Far  from  us  be  all  remembrance  of  Doring 
and  Company,  while  we  speak  of  Richter!  But  his 
own  works  give  us  some  glimpses  into  his  singular  and 
noble  nature ;  and  to  our  readers  a  few  words  on  this 
man,  certainly  one  of  the  most  remarkable  of  his  age, 
will  not  seem  thrown  away. 

Except  by  name,  Jean  Paul  Friedrich  Richter  is 
little  known  out  of  Germany.  The  only  thing  connected 
with  him,  we  think,  that  hais  reached  this  country,  is 
his  saying,  imported  by  Madame  de  Sta^,  and  thank- 
fully pocketed  by  most  newspaper  critics : — '  Providence 
'  has  given  to  the  French  the  empire  of  the  land,  to  the 
'  English  that  of  the  sea,  to  the  (Germans  that  of — the 
'  air ! '  Of  this  last  element,  indeed,  his  own  genius 
might  easily  seem  to  have  been  a  denizen ;  so  fantastic, 
many-coloured,  far-grasping,  everyway  perplexed  and 
extraordinary  is  his  mode  of  writing.  To  translate  him 
properly  is  next  to  impossible  ;  nay,  a  dictionary  of  his 
works  has  actually  been  in  part  published  for  the  use  of 
German  readers!  These  things  have  restricted  hb 
sphere  of  action,  and  may  long  restrict  it,  to  his  own 
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country  :  but  tbere,  in  return^  he  is  a  finvourite  d  the 
irst  dass;  studied  through  all  his  intricacies  with 
trustful  admiration*  and  a  lore  which  tolerates  much. 
During  the  last  forty  jeun,  he  has  been  continually 
before  the  public,  in  various  capacities,  and  growing 
generally  in  esteem  with  all  ranks  of  critics;  till,  at 
length,  his  gainsayers  have  either  been  silenced  or  con- 
vinced ;  and  Jean  P^ul,  at  first  reckoned  half-mad,  has 
long  ago  vindicated  his  singularities  to  nearly  universal 
sadafoction,  and  now  combines  popularity  with  real 
depth  of  endowment,  in  p^ haps  a  greater  degree  than 
any  other  writer ;  being  second  in  the  latter  point  to 
scarcely  more  than  one  of  his  contemporaries,  and  in 
the  former  second  to  none. 

The  biography  of  so  distinguished  a  person  could 
scarcely  £eu1  to  be  interesting,  especially  his  autobio- 
graphy ;  which,  accordingly,  we  wait  for,  and  may  in 
time  submit  to  our  readers,  if  it  seem  worthy :  mean- 
while, the  history  of  his  bfo,  so  &r  as  outward  events 
characterize  it,  may  be  stated  in  few  words.  He  was 
bom  at  Wunstedel  in  Ba3nreuth,  in  March,  1763.  His 
fiitfaer  was  asubaltem  teacher  in  the  (gymnasium  of  the 
place,  and  was  afterwards  promoted  to  be  clergyman 
at  Schwarzbach  on  the  Saale.  Richter*8  early  education 
was  of  the  scantiest  sort ;  but  his  fine  fiEunilties  and  un- 
wearied diligence  supplied  every  defect.  Unable  to 
puzdiase  books,  he  borrowed  what  he  could  come  at, 
and  transcribed  from  them,  often  great  part  of  their 
cmitents, — a  habit  of  excerpting  which  continued  with 
him  throu^  life,  and  influenced,  in  more  than  one 
vay,  his  mode  of  writing  and  study.  To  the  last,  he 
was  an  insatiable  and  universal  reader:  so  that  his 
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extracts  accumulated  on  his  hands,  '  till  they  fiUed 
whole  chests.'  In  1780,  he  went  to  the  University  of 
Leipsic ;  with  the  highest  character,  in  spite  of  the  im- 
pediments which  he  had  struggled  with,  for  talent  and 
acquirement.  Like  his  father,  he  was  destined  for  The- 
ology ;  from  which,  however,  his  vagrant  genius  soon 
diverged  into  Poetry  and  Philosophy,  to  the  neglect, 
and,  ere  long,  to  the  final  ahandonment  of  his  appointed 
profession.  Not  well  knowing  what  to  do,  he  now 
accepted  a  tutorship  in  some  family  of  rank ;  then  he 
had  pupils  in  his  own  house, — ^which,  however,  like  his 
way  of  life,  he  often  changed ;  for  by  this  time  he  had 
become  an  author,  and,  in  his  wanderings  over  Ger- 
many, was  putting  forth,  now  here,  now  there,  the 
strangest  books,  with  the  strangest  titles.  For  instance, 
— Greenland  Law-suits  ; — Biographical  Recreations  un- 
der  the  Cranium  of  a  Giantess ; — Selection  from  the 
Papers  of  the  Devil ; — and  the  like  !  In  these  indescri- 
bable performances,  the  splendid  faculties  of  the  writer, 
luxuriating  as  they  seemed  in  utter  riot,  could  not  be 
disputed ;  nor,  with  all  its  extravagance,  the  fundamental 
strength,  honesty,  and  tenderness  of  his  nature.  Genius 
will  reconcile  men  to  much.  By  degrees,  Jean  Paul 
began  to  be  considered  not  a  strange  crackbrained 
mixture  of  enthusiast  and  buffoon,  but  a  man  of  infinite 
humour,  sensibility,  force,  and  penetration.  His  writ- 
ings procured  him  friends  and  fame ;  and  at  length  a 
wife  and  a  settled  provision.  With  Caroline  Mayer, 
his  good  spouse,  and  a  pension  (in  1802)  from  the 
King  of  Bavaria,  he  settled  in  Bayreuth,  the  capital  of 
his  native  province;  where  he  lived  thenceforth,  diligent 
and  celebrated  in  many  new  departments  of  Literature ; 
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and  died  on  the  14th  of  November,  1825,  loved  as  well 
aft  admired  by  all  his  coontrjrmen,  and  most  by  those 
who  had  known  him  most  intimately. 

A  huge,  irregular  man,  both  in  mind  and  person 
(for  his  Portrait  is  quite  a  physiognomical  study),  fuU  of 
fire,  strength,  and  impetuosity,  Richter  seems,  at  the 
same  time,  to  have  been,  in  the  highest  degree,  mild, 
simple-hearted,  hiunane.  He  was  fond  of  conversation, 
and  might  well  shine  in  it :  he  talked,  as  he  wrote,  in  a 
style  of  his  own,  full  of  wild  strength  and  charms,  to 
which  his  natural  Bayreuth  accent  often  gave  additional 
effect.  Yet  he  loved  retirement,  the  country,  and  all 
natural  things :  from  his  youth  upwards,  he  himself 
tells  us,  he  may  almost  be  said  to  have  lived  in  the  open 
air ;  it  was  among  groves  and  meadows  that  he  studied, 
— ofioi  that  he  wrote.  Even  in  the  streets  of  Bayreuth, 
we  have  heard  he  was  seldom  seen  without  a  flower  in 
his  breast.  A  man  of  quiet  tastes,  and  warm  com- 
passionate affections !  His  friends  he  must  have  loved 
as  few  do.  Of  his  poor  and  humble  mother  he  often 
speaks  by  allusion,  and  never  without  reverence  and 
overflowing  tenderness.  '  Unhappy  is  the  man,'  says 
he,  '  for  whom  his  own  mother  has  not  made  all  other 
'  moliiers  venerable  !'  And  elsewhere  :  '  O  thou  who 
'  hast  stin  a  father  and  a  mother,  thank  God  for  it  in 
'  the  day  when  thy  soul  is  full  of  joyful  tears,  and  needs 
'  a  bosom  wherein  to  shed  them !' — ^We  quote  the  fol- 
lowing sentences  from  Doring,  almost  the  only  memorable 
thing  he  has  written  in  this  Volume  : 

'  Richter's  studying  or  sitting  apartment  offered, 
'about  this  time  (1793),  a  true  and  beautiful  emblem 
'  of  his  simple  and  noble  way  of  thought,  which  com- 

b2 
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'  prehended  at  once  the  high  and  the  low.  Whilst  his 
'  mother,  who  then  lived  with  him,  busily  pursued  her 
'household  work,  occupying  herself  about  stove  and 
'  dresser,  Jean  Paul  was  sitting  in  a  comer  of  the  same 
'  room,  at  a  simple  writing-desk,  with  few  or  no  books 
'  about  him,  but  merely  with  one  or  two  drawers  con- 
'  taining  excerpts  and  manuscripts.  The  jingle  of  the 
'  household  operations  seemed  not  at  all  to  disturb  him, 
*  any  more  than  did  the  cooing  of  the  pigeons,  which 
'  fluttered  to  and  fro  in  the  chamber, — a  place,  indeed, 
'  of  considerable  size.'* 

Our  venerable  Hooker,  we  remember,  also  enjoyed 
'the  jingle  of  household  operations,'  and  the  more 
questionable  jingle  of  shrewd  tongues  to  boot,  while  he 
wrote ;  but  the  good  thrifty  mother,  and  the  cooing 
pigeons,  were  wanting.  Richter  came  afterwards  to 
live  in  finer  mansions,  and  had  the  great  and  learned 
for  associates ;  but  the  gentl4  feelings  of  those  days 
abode  with  him:  through  life  he  was  the  same  sub- 
stantial,  determinate,  yet  meek  and  tolerating  mui.  It 
is  seldom  that  so  much  rugged  energy  can  be  so  blandly 
attempered;  that  so  much  vehemence  and  so  much 
softness  will  go  together. 

The  expected  Edition  of  Richter's  Works  is  to  be 
in  sixty  volumes;  and  they  are  no  less  multifeirious 
than  extensive ;  embracing  subjects  of  all  sorts,  from 
the  highest  problems  of  Transcendental  Philosophy,  and 
the  most  passionate  poetical  delineations,  to  Golden 
Rules  for  the  Weather-Prophet,  and  instructions  in  the 
Art  of  Falling  Asleep.  His  chief  productions  are  Novels  : 
the    Unsichtbare  Loge   (Invisible  Lodge) ;  Flegeljahre 

*  Page  8. 
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(Wild-Oats);  IJ/e  0/ FLtletM ;  the  Jubelsenior  (Fanon 
in  Jubilee)  ;    Sckmehle's  Journey  to  Flats ;   Katien- 
berger's  Journey  to  the  Bath ;  Life  of  Fihel ;  with  many 
lighter  pieces  ;  and  two  works  of  a  higher  order,  HeMpe- 
rus  and  TUam,  the  largest  and  the  best  of  his  Novels.  It 
was  the  former  that  first  (in  1795)  introduced  him  into 
decisive  and  universal  estimation  with  his  countrymen  : 
the  latter  he  himself,  with  the  most  jodicious  of  his 
critics,  regarded  as  his  master-piece.     But  the  name 
NoveHst,  as  we  in  England  must  understand  it,  would 
ill  describe  so  vast  and  discursive  a  genius  :  for,  with 
all  his  grotesque,  tumultuous  pleasantry,  Richter  is  a 
man  of  a  truly  earnest,  nay  high  and  solemn  character ; 
and  seldom  writes  without  a  meaning  hi  beyond  the 
sphere  of   common  romancers.     Hesperus  and  7^ tarn 
themselves,  thou^  in  form  nothing  more  than  '  novels 
of  real  life,'  as  the  Minerva  Press  would  say,  have  solid 
metal  enough  in  them  to  furnish   whole  circulating 
libraries,  were  it  beaten  into  the  usual  filigree;   and 
much  which,  attenuate  it  as  we  might,  no  quarterly 
subscriber  could  well  carry  with  him.     Amusement  is 
often,  in  part  almost  always,  a  mean  with  Richter; 
rarely  or  never  his  highest  end.     His  thoughts,   his 
feelings,  the  creations  of  his  spirit,  walk  before  us  em- 
bodied under  wondrous  shapes,  in  motley  and  ever-fluc- 
tuating groups ;  but  his  essential  character,  however  he 
disguise  it,  is  that  of  a  Philosopher  and  moral  Poet, 
whose  study  has  been  human  nature,  whose  delight  and 
best  endeavour  are  with  all  that  is  beautiful,  and  tender, 
and  mysteriously  sublime,  in  the  fate  or  history  of  man. 
This  is  the  purport  of  his  writings,  whether  their  form 
be  that  of  fiction  or  of  truth  ;  the  spirit  that  pervades 
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and  ennobles  his  delineations  of  common  life,  his  wild 
wayward  dreams,  allegories,  and  shadowy  imaginings, 
no  less  than  his  disquisitions  of  a  nature  directly  scien- 
tific. 

But  in  this  latter  province  also,  Richter  has  ac- 
complished much.  His  Vorschule  der  Aesthetik  (Intro- 
duction to  ^Esthetics'")  is  a  work  on  Poetic  Art,  based 
on  principles  of  no  ordinary  depth  and  compass,  abound- 
ing in  noble  views,  and,  notwithstanding  its  frolicsome 
exuberance,  in  sound  and  subtle  criticism ;  esteemed 
even  in  Germany,  where  criticism  has  long  been  treated 
of  as  a  science,  and  by  such  persons  as  Winkehnann, 
Kant,  Herder,  and  the  Schlegels.  Of  this  work  we 
could  speak  long,  did  our  limits  allow.  We  fear  it 
might  astonish  many  an  honest  brother  of  our  craft, 
were  he  to  read  it ;  and  altogether  perplex  and  dash  his 
maturest  counsels,  if  he  chanced  to  understand  it. — 
Richter  has  also  written  on  Education,  a  work  entitled 
Levana;  distinguished  by  keen  practical  sagacity,  as 
weU  as  generous  sentiment,  and  a  certain  sober  magni- 
ficence of  speculation;  the  whole  presented  in  that 
singular  style  which  characterizes  the  man.  Germany 
is  rich  in  works  on  Education ;  richer  at  present  than 
any  other  country:  it  is  there  only  that  some  echo 
of  the  Lockes  and  Miltons,  speaking  of  this  high  matter, 
may  still  be  hefd*d ;  and  speaking  of  it  in  the  language 
of  our  own  time,  with  insight  into  the  actual  wants, 

*  From  mr^aufimt,  to  feel,  A  word  inyented  by  Baumgarten 
(some  eighty  years  ago),  to  express  generally  the  Science  of  the 
Fine  Artt ;  and  now  in  uniTersal  use  among  the  Germans.  Per- 
haps we  also  might  as  well  adopt  it ;  at  least  if  any  sadi  icienee 
should  ever  arise  among  us. 
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advantages,  perils  and  prospects  of  this  age.  Among 
writers  on  this  subject,  Richter  holds  a  high  place ;  if 
we  look  chiefly  at  his  tendency  and  aims,  perhaps  the 
highest. — ^The  Clavis  Fichtiana  is  a  ludicrous  perfor- 
mance, known  to  us  only  by  report ;  but  Richter  is  said 
to  possess  the  merit,  while  he  laughs  at  Hchte,  of 
understanding  him;  a  merit  among  Fichte's  critics, 
which  seems  to  be  one  of  the  rarest.  Report  also,  we 
regret  to  say,  is  all  that  we  know  of  the  Campaner  Thai, 
a  Discourse  on  the  Immortality  of  the  Soul;  one  of 
Richter's  beloved  topics,  or  rather  the  life  of  his  whole 
philosophy,  glimpses  of  which  look  forth  on  us  from 
almost  every  one  of  his  writings.  He  died  while  en- 
gaged, under  recent  and  almost  total  blindness,  in 
enlarging  and  remodelling  this  Campaner  Thai:  the 
unfinished  manuscript  was  borne  upon  his  coffin  to  the 
burial  vault ;  and  Klopstock's  hymn,  '  Auferatehen  wirat 
du.  Thou  dialt  arise,  my  soul,'  can  seldom  have  been 
sung  with  more  appropriate  application  than  over  the 
grave  of  Jean  Paul. 

We  defy  the  most  careless  or  prejudiced  reader  to 
peruse  these  works  without  an  impression  of  something 
splendid,  wonderful,  and  daring.  But  they  require  to 
be  studied  as  weU  as  read,  and  this  with  no  ordinary 
patience,  if  the  reader,  especially  the  foreign  reader, 
wishes  to  comprehend  rightly  either  their  truth  or  their 
want  of  truth.  Tried  by  many  an  accepted  standard, 
lUchter  would  be  speedily  enough  disposed  of;  pronounced 
a  mystic,  a  German  dreamer,  a  rash  and  presumptuous 
innovator ;  and  so  consigned,  with  equanimity,  perhaps 
with  a  certain  jubilee,  to  the  Limbo  appointed  for  all  such 
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windbags  and  deceptions.  Originality  is  a  thing  we 
constantly  clamour  for,  and  constantly  quarrel  with; 
as  if,  observes  our  Author  himself,  any  originality  but 
our  own  could  be  expected  to  content  us !  In  fact,  all 
strange  things  are  apt,  without  fault  of  theirs,  to  es- 
trange us  at  first  view ;  unhappily  scarcely  anything  is 
perfectly  plain,  but  what  is  also  perfectly  common.  The 
current  coin  of  the  realm  passes  into  all  hands ;  and 
be  it  gold,  silver,  or  copper,  is  acceptable  and  of  known 
value  :  but  with  new  ingots,  with  foreign  bars,  and  me- 
dals of  Corinthian  brass,  the  case  is  widely  different. 

There  are  few  writers  with  whom  deUberation  and 
careful  distrust  of  first  impressions  are  more  necessary 
than  with  Richter.  He  is  a  phenomenon  from  the  veiy 
surface  ;  he  presents  himself  with  a  professed  and  de- 
termined singidarity :  his  language  itself  is  a  stone  of 
stumbling  to  the  critic ;  to  critics  of  the  grammarian 
species,  an  unpardonable,  often  an  insuperable,  rock  of 
offence.  Not  that  he  is  ignorant  of  grammar,  or  dis- 
dains the  sciences  of  spelling  and  parsing ;  but  he  exer- 
cises both  in  a  certain  latitudinarian  spirit ;  deals  with 
astonishing  liberality  in  parentheses,  dashes,  and  sub- 
sidiary clauses ;  invents  hundreds  of  new  words,  alters 
old  ones,  or,  by  hyphen,  chains  and  pairs  and  packs 
them  together  into  most  jarring  combination ;  in  short, 
produces  sentences  of  the  most  heterogeneous,  lumber- 
ing, interminable  kind.  Figures  without  limit ;  indeed 
the  whole  is  one  tissue  of  metaphors,  and  similes,  and 
allusions  to  all  the  provinces  of  Earth,  Sea,  and  Air ; 
interlaced  with  epigrammatic  breaks,  vehement  bursts, 
or  sardonic  turns,  interjections,  quips,  puns^  and  even 
oaths  !     A  perfect  Indian  jungle  it  seems ;  a  boundless. 
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impanUeled  imbroglio ;  nothing  on  all  ades  bat  dark- 
ness, dissonance,  confusion  worse  confounded!     Then 
the  style  of  the  whole  corresponds,  in  perplexity  and 
extravagazice,  'vvith  that  of  the  parts.     Every  woik,  be 
it  fiction  or  serious  treatise,  is  embaled  in  some  £Euitas- 
tic  wrappage,  some  mad  narratiye  accounting  for  its 
appearance,  and  connecting  it  with  the  author,   who 
generally  becomes  a  person  of  the  drama  himself,  before 
all  is  oyer.     He  has  a  whole  imaginary  geography  of 
Europe   in   bis  novels ;    the  cities  of  Flachsenfingen, 
Haarhaar,  Scheerau,  and  so  forth,  with  their  princes, 
and  privy-councillors,  and  serene  highnesses ;  most  of 
whom,   odd  enough   fellows  ever3rway,  are  Richter's 
private  acquaintances,  talk  with  him  of  state  matters 
(in  the  purest  Tory  dialect),  and  often  incite  him  to 
get  on  with  bis  writing.     No  story  proceeds  without 
the  most  erratic  digressions,  and  voluminous  tagrags 
ndfing  after  it  in  many  a  snaky  twine.     Ever  and  anon 
there  occurs  some  '  Extra-leaf,'  with  its  satirical  peti- 
tion,   pn^ram,   or  other  wonderful  intercalation,  no 
mortad  can  foresee  on  what.     It  is,  indeed,  a  mighty 
maze ;  and  often  the  panting  reader  toils  after  him  in 
vain ;  or,  baffled  and  spent,  indignantly  stops  short,  and 
retires,  perhaps  for  ever. 

AU  this,  we  must  admit,  is  true  of  Richter;  but 
much  more  is  true  also.  Let  us  not  turn  from  him 
after  the  first  cursory  glance,  and  imagine  we  have 
Kttled  his  account  by  the  words  Rhapsody  and  Affec- 
tation. They  are  cheap  words,  and  of  sovereign  po- 
tency; we  should  see,  therefore,  that  they  be  not 
rashly  applied.  Many  things  in  Richter  accord  ill  with 
such  a  theory.     There  are  rays  of  the  keenest  truth. 
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nay  steady  pillars  of  scientific  light  rising  through  this 
chaos  :  Is  it  in  feet  a  chaos ;  or  may  it  be  that  our  eyes 
are  of  finite,  not  of  infinite  vision,  and  have  only  missed 
the  plan  ?  Few  rhapsodists  are  men  of  science,  of  solid 
learning,  of  rigorous  study,  and  accurate,  extensive, 
nay  universal  knowledge ;  as  he  is.  With  regard  to 
affectation  also,  there  is  much  to  be  said.  The  essence 
of  affectation  is  that  it  be  assumed :  the  character  is, 
as  it  were,  forcibly  crushed  into  some  foreign  mould, 
in  the  hope  of  being  thereby  reshaped  and  beautified  ; 
the  unhappy  man  persuades  himself  that  he  has  in  truth 
become  anew  creature,  of  the  wonderfiillest  symmetry; 
and  so  he  moves  about  with  a  conscious  air,  though  every 
movement  betrays  not  Sjrmmetry  but  dislocation.  This 
it  is  to  be  affected,  to  walk  in  a  vain  show.  But  the 
strangeness  alone  is  no  proof  of  the  vanity.  Many 
men  that  move  smoothly  in  the  old-established  railways 
of  custom  wiU  be  found  to  have  their  affectation ;  and 
perhaps  here  and  there  some  divergent  genius  be  ac- 
cused of  it  unjustly.  The  show,  though  common,  may 
not  cease  to  be  vain  ;  nor  become  so  for  being  uncom- 
mon. Before  we  censure  a  man  for  seeming  what  he 
is  not,  we  should  be  sure  that  we  know  what  he  is. 
As  to  Richter  in  particular,  we  cannot  but  observe, 
that,  strange  and  tumultuous  as  he  is,  there  is  a  certain 
benign  composure  visible  in  his  writings ;  a  mercy,  a 
gladness,  a  reverence,  united  in  such  hacrmony  as  be- 
speaks not  a  false,  but  a  genuine  state  of  mind  ;  not  a 
feverish  and  morbid,  but  a  healthy  and  robust  state. 

The  secret  of  the  matter  is,  that  Richter  requires 
more  study  than  most  readers  care  to  give  him.  As 
we  approach  more  closely,  many  things  grow  clearer. 
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In  the  man's  own  sphere  there  is  consistency ;  the  far- 
ther we  advance  into  it,  we  see  confusion  more  and 
more  unfold  itoelf  into  order,  till  at  last,  viewed  from 
its  proper  centre,  his  intellectual  universe,  no  longer  a 
distorted  incoherent  series  of  air-landscapes,  coalesces 
into  compact  expansion ;  a  vast,  magnificent,  and 
variegated  scene ;  fiill  of  wondrous  products ;  rude,  it 
may  be,  and  irregular ;  but  gorgeous,  benignant,  great ; 
gay  with  the  richest  verdure  and  foliage,  glittering 
in  the  brightest  and  kindest  sun. 

Richter  has  been  called  an  intellectual  Colossus ; 
and  in  truth  it  is  somewhat  in  this  light  that  we 
view  him.  His  ftunilties  axe  all  of  gigantic  mould; 
cimibrous,  awkward  in  their  movements;  large  and 
splendid,  rather  than  harmonious  or  beautiful ;  yet 
joined  in  living  union ;  and  of  force  and  compass  alto- 
gether extraordinary.  He  has  an  intellect  vehement, 
rugged,  irresistible ;  crushing  in  pieces  the  hardest  pro- 
blems; piercing  into  the  most  hidden  combinations 
of  things,  and  grasping  the  most  distant :  an  imagi- 
nation vague,  sombre,  splendid,  or  appalling;  brood- 
ing over  the  abysses  of  Being  ;  wandering  through  In- 
finitude, and  summoning  before  us,  in  its  dim  religious 
light,  shapes  of  brilliancy,  solemnity,  or  terror :  a  fancy 
of  exuberance  literally  unexampled ;  for  it  pours  its  trea- 
sures with  a  lavishness  which  knows  no  limit,  hanging, 
like  the  sun,  a  jewel  on  every  grass-blade,  and  sowing 
the  earth  at  large  with  orient  pearl.  But  deeper  than 
all  these  lies  Humour,  the  ruling  quality  with  Richter ; 
as  it  were  the  central  fire  that  pervades  and  vivifies  hia 
whole  being.  He  is  a  humorist  from  his  inmost  soul ; 
he  thinks  as  a  humorist,  he  feels,  imagines,  acts  as  a 
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humorist:  Sport  is  the  element  in  which  his  nature 
lives  and  works.  A  tumultuous  element  for  such  a 
nature,  and  wild  work  he  makes  in  it  !  A  Titan  in  his 
sport  as  in  his  earnestness,  he  oversteps  all  bound,  and 
riots  without  law  or  measure.  He  hei^  Pelion  upon 
Ossa,  and  hurls  the  universe  together  and  asunder  like 
a  case  of  playthings.  The  Moon  '  bombards '  the 
Earth,  being  a  rebellious  satellite ;  Mars  '  preaches ' 
to  the  other  planets,  very  singular  doctrine ;  nay,  we 
have  Time  and  Space  themselves  playing  fcmtastic 
tricks :  it  is  an  infinite  masquerade ;  all  Nature  is 
gone  forth  mumming  in  the  strangest  guises. 

Yet  the  anarchy  is  not  without  its  purpose : 
these  vizards  are  not  mere  hollow  masks ;  there  are 
living  faces  under  them,  and  this  mumming  has  its 
significance.  Richter  is  a  man  of  mirth,  but  he  seldom 
or  never  condescends  to  be  a  merry-andrew.  Nay,  in 
spite  of  its  extravagance,  we  should  say  that  his 
humour  is  of  all  his  gifts  intrinsically  the  finest  and 
most  genuine.  It  has  such  witching  turns ;  there  is 
something  in  it  so  capricious,  so  quaint,  so  heartfelt. 
From  his  Cyclopean  workshop,  and  its  fuliginous  lim- 
becs, and  huge  unwieldly  machinery,  the  little  shri- 
velled twisted  Figure  comes  forth  at  last,  so  perfect  and 
so  living,  to  be  for  ever  laughed  at  and  for  ever  loved  ! 
Wayward  as  he  seems,  he  works  not  without  fore- 
thought; like  Rubens,  by  a  single  stroke,  he  can 
change  a  laughing  face  into  a  sad  one.  But  in  his 
smile  itself  a  touching  pathos  may  lie  hidden,  a  pity 
too  deep  for  tears.  He  is  a  man  of  feeling,  in  the 
noblest  sense  of  that  word ;  for  he  loves  all  living  with 
the  heart  of  a  brother ;  his  soul  rushes  forth,  in  sym- 
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pathy  with  gladness  and  sonrow,  with  goodness  or 
grandeur,  over  all  Creatum.  Every  gentle  and  gene- 
roQs  afiection,  every  thrill  of  mercy,  every  g^ow  of 
nohleness,  awakens  in  his  bosom  a  response ;  nay 
strikes  his  ejpmt  into  harmony ;  a  wild  mosic  as  of 
wind-harps,  floating  round  us  in  fitfiil  swells,  but  soft 
sometimes,  and  pure  and  soul-entrancing,  as  tiie  song 
of  angels !  Aversion  itself  with  him  is  not  hatred  ;  he 
desjMses  much,  but  justly,  with  tolerance  also,  with 
placidity,  and  even  a  sort  of  love.  Love,  in  fact,  is 
the  atmosphere  he  breathes  in,  the  medium  through 
which  he  looks.  His  is  the  spirit  which  gives  life  and 
beauty  to  whatever  it  embraces.  Inanimate  Nature 
itself  is  no  longer  an  insensible  assemblage  of  colours 
and  perfumes,  but  a  mysterious  Presence,  with  which 
he  o(Hnmunes  in  unutterable  sympathies.  We  might 
can  him,  as  he  once  called  Herder,  '  a  Priest  of  Nature, 
a  mild  Bramin,'  wandering  amid  spicy  groves,  and 
under  benignant  sides.  The  infinite  Night  with  her 
solemn  aspects.  Day,  and  the  sweet  approach  of  Even 
and  Mom,  are  full  of  meaning  for  him.  He  loves  the 
green  Earth  with  her  streams  and  forests,  her  flowery 
kas  and  eternal  sides ;  loves  her  with  a  sort  of  passion, 
in  all  her  vidssitudes  of  light  and  shade ;  his  spirit 
revels  in  her  grandeur  and  charms ;  expands  like  the 
breeze  aver  wood  and  lawn,  over  glade  and  dingle^ 
stealing  and  giving  odours. 

It  has  sometimes  been  made  a  wonder  that  things 
80  discordant  should  go  together  ;  that  men  of  humour 
are  often  likewise  men  of  sensibility.  But  the  wonder 
fihottld  rather  be  to  see  them  divided ;  to  find  true  ge» 
nial  humour  dwelling  in  a  mind  that  was  coarse  or 
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callous.  The  essence  of  humour  is  sensibility  ;  warm, 
tender  fellow-feeling  with  all  forms  of  existence.  Nay, 
we  may  say  that  unless  seasoned  and  purified  by  hu- 
mour, sensibility  is  apt  to  run  wild ;  will  readily  cor- 
rupt into  disease,  falsehood,  or,  in  one  word,  senti- 
mentality. Witness  Rousseau,  Zimmerman,  in  some 
points  also  St.  Pierre :  to  say  nothing  of  liying  instan- 
ces ;  or  of  the  Kotzebues,  and  other  pale  host  of  woe- 
begone mourners,  whose  wailings,  like  the  howl  of  an 
Irish  wake,  have  from  time  to  time  cleft  the  general 
ear.  *  The  last  perfection  of  our  faculties,*  says  Schiller 
with  a  truth  far  deeper  than  it  seems,  '  is  that  their 
'  activity,  without  ceasing  to  be  sure  and  earnest, 
'  become  sport.*  True  humour  is  sensibility,  in  the 
most  catholic  and  deepest  sense  ;  but  it  is  this  sport  of 
sensibility ;  wholesome  and  perfect  therefore ;  as  it  were, 
the  playful  teasing  fondness  of  a  mother  to  her  child. 

That  faculty  of  irony,  of  caricature,  which  often 
passes  by  the  name  of  humour,  but  consists  chiefly  in 
a  certain  superficial  distortion  or  reversal  of  objects, 
and  ends  at  best  in  laughter,  bears  no  resemblance  to 
the  humour  of  Bichter.  A  shallow  endowment  this  ;  and 
often  more  a  habit  than  an  endowment.  It  is  but  a 
poor  fraction  of  humour ;  or  rather,  it  is  the  body  to 
which  the  soul  is  wanting ;  any  life  it  has  being  false, 
artificial  and  irrational.  True  humour  springs  not 
more  from  the  head  than  from  the  heart ;  it  is  not 
contempt,  its  essence  is  love  ;  it  issues  not  in  laughter, 
but  in  still  smiles,  which  lie  fiu*  deeper.  It  is  a  sort  of 
inverse  sublimity ;  exalting,  as  it  were,  into  our  affec- 
tions what  is  below  us,  while  sublimity  draws  down 
into  our  affections  what  is  above  us.    The  former  is 
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scarcely  less  precious  or  heart-affecting  than  the  latter ; 
perhaps  it  is  still  rarer,  and,  as  a  test  of  genius,  still 
more  dedsive.  It  is,  in  fiact,  the  hloom  and  perfume, 
the  purest  effluence  of  a  deep,  fine  and  loving  nature ; 
a  nature  in  harmony  with  itself,  reconciled  to  the 
world  and  its  stintedness  and  contradiction,  nay  find- 
ing in  this  very  contradiction  new  elements  of  beauty 
as  well  as  goodness.  Among  our  own  writers,  Shak- 
speare,  in  this  as  in  all  other  provinces,  must  have  his 
place  :  yet  not  the  first ;  his  humour  is  heartfelt,  ex- 
uberant, warm,  but  seldom  the  tenderest  or  most 
subtle.  Swift  inclines  more  to  simple  irony ;  yet  he 
had  genuine  humour  too,  and  of  no  unloving  sort, 
though  cased,  like  Ben  Jonson's,  in  a  most  bitter  and 
caustic  rind.  Sterne  follows  next ;  our  last  specimen 
of  humour,  and,  with  all  his  faults,  our  best;  our 
finest,  if  not  our  strongest,  for  Yorick  and  Corporal 
Trim  and  Uncle  Toby  have  yet  no  brother  but  in  Don 
Qmirote,  far  bb  Ae  lies  above  them.  Cervantes  is  in- 
deed the  purest  of  all  hiunorists ;  so  gentle  and  genial, 
so  full,  yet  so  ethereal  is  his  humour,  and  in  such  ac- 
cordance with  itself  and  his  whole  noble  nature.  The 
Italian  mind  is  said  to  abound  in  humour ;  yet  their 
classics  seem  to  give  us  no  right  emblem  of  it :  except 
perhaps  in  Ariosto,  there  appears  little  in  their  current 
poetry  that  reaches  the  region  of  true  humour.  In 
France,  since  the  days  of  Montaigne,  it  seems  to  be 
nearly  extinct.  Voltedre,  much  as  he  dealt  in  ridicule, 
never  rises  into  humour ;  and  even  with  Moli^e,  it  is 
fiur  more  an  afiBur  of  the  understanding  than  of  the 

character. 

That,   in    this   point,  Richter  excels   all   German 
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authors,   is   saying  much  for  him,   and   may  be  said 
truly.     Lessing  has  humour, — of  a  sharp,  rigid,  sub- 
stantial, and,  on  the  whole,  genial  sort ;  yet  the  ruling 
bias  of  his  mind  is  to  logic.     So  likewise  has  Wieland, 
though  much  diluted  by  the  general  loquacity  of  his 
nature,  and  impoverished  still  farther  by  the  influences 
of  a   cold,   meagre,   French   scepticism.     Among  the 
Ramlers,  Gellerts,    Hagedoms,   of  Frederick  the  Se- 
cond's time,  we  find  abundance,  and  delicate  in  kind 
too,  of  that  light  matter  which  the  French  call  plea- 
santry ;   but  little  or  nothing  that  deserves  the  name  of 
humour.    In  the  present  age,  however,  there  is  Goethe, 
with  a  rich  true  vein  ;    and  this  sublimated,  as  it  were, 
to  an  essence,  and  blended  in  still  union  with  his  whole 
mind.     Tleck  also,  among  his  many  fine  susceptibili- 
ties, is  not  without  a  warm  keen  sense  for  the  ridi- 
culous;   and  a  humour  rising,  though  by  short  fits, 
and  from  a  much  lower  atmosphere,  to  be  poetic.     But 
of  all  these  men,   there  is  none  that,  in  depth,  co- 
piousness, and  intensity  of  humour,  can  be  compared 
with  Jean  Paul.     He  alone  exists  in  humour;  lives, 
moves,  and  has  his  being  in  it.     With  him  it  is  not  so 
much  united  to  his  other  qualities,  of  inteUect,  fancy, 
imagination,  moral  feeling,  as  these  are  united  to  it ; 
or  rather  unite  themselves  to  it,  and  grow  under  its 
warmth,  as  in  their  proper  temperature  and  climate. 
Not  as  if  we  meant  to  assert  that  his  humour  is  in  all 
cases  perfectiy  natural  and  pure ;    nay,  that  it  is  not 
often  extravagant,  untrue,  or  even  absurd :    but  still, 
on  the  whole,  the  core  and  life  of  it  are  genuine,  sub- 
tle, spiritual.      Not  without  reason  have  his  panegy- 
rists named  him  '  Jean  Paul  der  Einzige,  Jean  Paul 
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the  Only  :*  in  one  sense  or  the  other,  either  as  praise 
or  censnre,  his  critics  also  must  adopt  this  epithet ;  for 
surely*  in  the  whole  circle  of  Literature,  we  look  in 
vain  for  his  parallel.  Unite  the  sportfiilness  of  Rabe- 
laL«,  and  the  best  sensibility  of  Sterne,  with  the  ear- 
nestness, and,  even  in  slight  portions,  the  sublimity 
of  Milton ;  and  let  the  mosaic  brain  of  old  Burton 
give  forth  ^e  workings  of  this  strange  union,  with  the 
pea  of  Jeremy  Bentham  ! 

To  say  how,  with  so  peculiar  a  natural  endowment, 
Richter  should  have  shaped  his  mind  by  culture,    is 
much  harder  than  to  say  that  he  has  shaped  it  wrong. 
Of  affectation  we  will  neither  altogether  clear  him,  nor 
very  loudly  pronoimce  him  guilty.     That  his  manner 
of  writing  is  singular,  nay  in  fact,  a  wild  complicated 
Arabesque,  no  one  can  deny.     But  the  true  question  is. 
How  nearly  does  this  manner  of  writing  represent  his 
real  manner  of  thmking  and  existing  ?    With  what 
degree  of  freedom  does  it  allow  this  particular  form  of 
being  to  manifest  itself;    or  what  fetters  and  perver- 
nons  does  it  lay  on  such  manifestation  }    For  the  great 
law  of  culture  is :    Let  each  become  all  that  he  was 
created  ciq)able  of  being;    expand,  if  possible,  to  his 
full  growth ;   resisting  all  impediments,  casting  off  all 
foreign,   especially  all  noxious   adhesions;   and  show 
himself  at  length  in  his  own  shape  and  stature,   be 
these  what  they  may.     There  is  no  uniform  of  excel- 
lence, either  in  physical  or  spiritual  Nature :  all  genuine 
things  are  what  they  ought  to  be.     The  reindeer  is 
good  and  beautiful,   so  likewise  is  the  elephant.     In 
Literature  it  is  the  same :    '  every  man,'  says  Lessing, 
'  has  his  own  style,  like  his  own  nose.'     True,  there 
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are  noses  of  wonderful  dimensions ;  but  no  nose  can 
justly  be  amputated  by  the  public, — ^not  even  the  nose 
of  Slawkenbergius  himself ;  so  it  6e  a  real  nose,  and  no 
wooden  one,  put  on  for  deception's  sake  and  mere 
show! 

To  speak  in  grave  language,  Lessing  means,  and  we 
agree  with  him,  that  the  outward  style  is  to  be  judged 
of  by  the  inward  qualities  of  the  spirit  which  it  is  em- 
ployed to  body  forth ;  that,  without  prejudice  to  cri- 
tical propriety  well  understood,  the  former  may  vary 
into  many  shapes  as  the  latter  varies ;  that,  in  short, 
the  grand  point  for  a  writer  is  not  to  be  of  this  or  that 
external  make  and  fashion,  but,  in  every  fashion,  to  be 
genuine,  vigorous,  alive, — alive  with  his  whole  being, 
consciously,  and  for  beneficent  results. 

Tried  by  this  test,  we  imagine  Richter's  wild  man- 
ner will  be  foimd  less  imperfect  than  many  a  very  tame 
one.  To  the  man  it  may  not  be  unsuitable.  In  that 
singular  form,  there  is  a  fire,  a  splendour,  a  benign 
energy,  which  persuades  us  into  tolerance,  nay  into 
love,  of  much  that  might  otherwise  ofifend.  Above  all, 
this  man,  alloyed  with  imperfections  as  he  may  be,  is 
consistent  and  coherent:  he  is  at  one  with  himself; 
he  knows  his  aims,  and  pursues  them  in  sincerity  of 
heart,  joyfully,  and  with  undivided  will.  A  harmoni- 
ous development  of  being,  the  fiirst  and  last  object  of 
aU  true  culture,  has  been  obtained ;  if  not  completely, 
at  least  more  completely  than  in  one  of  a  thousand  or-  * 
dinary  men.  Nor  let  us  forget,  that,  in  such  a  nature, 
it  was  not  of  easy  attainment ;  that  where  much  was 
to  be  developed,  some  imperfection  should  be  forgiven. 
It  is  true,  the  beaten  paths  of  Literature  lead  the  safe- 
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fiest  to  the  goal ;  and  the  talent  pleaaes  us  most,  which 
submits  to  diine  with  new  gracefulness  through  old 
forms.     Nor  is  the  noblest  and  most  peculiar  mind  too 
noble   or  peculiar  for  workii^  by  prescribed  laws : 
Sophodes,    Shak^)eare,    Cervantes,   and  in  Richter's 
own  age,  Goethe,  how  little  did  they  innovate  on  the 
given  forms  of  composition,  how  much  in  the  spirit 
they  breathed  into  them !     All  this  is  true ;   and  Rich- 
ter  must  lose  of  our  esteem  in  proportion.     Much, 
however,  will  remain ;  and  why  should  we  quarrel  with 
the  high,   because  it  is  not  the  highest?      Richter's 
worst  faults  are  nearly  allied  to  hi^  best  merits ;  being 
chiefly  exuberance  of  good,  irregular  squandering  of 
wealth,  a  dazzling  with  excess  of  true  light.     These 
things  may  be  pardoned  the  more  readily,  as  they  are 
little  likely  to  be  imitated. 

On  the  whole.  Genius  has  privileges  of  its  own ;  it 
selects  an  orbit  for  itself;  and  be  this  never  so  eccen- 
tric, if  it  is  indeed  a  odestial  orbit,  we  mere  stargazers 
must  at  last  compose  ourselves ;  must  cease  to  cavil  at 
it,  and  b^in  to  observe  it,  and  calculate  its  laws. 
That  Richter  is  a  new  Planet  in  the  intellectual  hea« 
vens,  we  dare  not  affirm  ;  an  atmo^heric  Meteor  he  is 
not  wholly ;  perhaps  a  C<»net,  that,  though  with  long 
aberrations,  and  shrouded  in  a  nebulous  veil,  has  yet  its 
fdace  in  the  empyrean. 

Of  Richter's  individual  works,  of  his  opinions,  his 
general  philosophy  of  life,  we  have  no  room  left  us  to 
speak.  Regarding  his  Novels,  we  may  say,  that,  ex- 
cept in  some  few  instances,  and  those  chiefly  of  the 
shorter  class,  they  are  not  what,  in  strict  language,  we 
roL,  I.  c 
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can  tenn  unities :  ^th  much  caUida  jwMtura  of  parts, 
it  is  rare  that  any  of  them  leaves  on  us  the  impression 
of  a  perfect,  homogeneous,  indivisible  whole.  A  true 
work  of  art  requires  to  be  /used  in  the  mind  of  its 
creator,  and,  as  it  were,  poured  forth  (from  his  ima- 
^ation,  though  not  frt>m  his  pen)  at  one  simultane- 
ous g^h.  Bichter's  works  do  not  always  bear  sufficient 
marks  of  having  been  in  fusion ;  yet  neither  are  they 
merely  riveted  together;  to  say  the  least,  they  have 
been  welded,  A  similar  remark  applies  to  many  of  hia 
characters ;  indeed,  more  or  less  to  all  of  them,  except 
such  as  are  entirely  humorous,  or  have  a  large  dash 
of  humour.  In  this  latter  province,  he  is  at  home ; 
a  true  poet,  a  maker;  his  Siebenkas,  his  Schmelzle, 
even  his  Fibel  and  Fixlein  are  living  figures.  But  in 
heroic  personages,  passionate,  massive,  overpowering 
as  he  is,  we  have  scarcely  ever  a  complete  ideal ;  art 
has  not  attained  to  the  concealment  of  itself.  With  his 
heroines  again  he  is  more  successful ;  they  are  often 
true  heroines,  though  perhaps  with  too  little  variety  of 
character ;  bustling,  buxom  mothers  and  housewives, 
with  all  the  caprices,  perversities,  and  warm,  generous 
helpfulness  of  women ;  or  white,  half-angelic  creatures, 
meek,  still,  long-suffering,  high-minded,  of  tenderest 
affections,  and  hearts  crushed  yet  uncomplaining.  Su- 
pernatural figures  he  has  not  attempted ;  and  wisely, 
for  he  cannot  write  without  belief.  Yet  many  times 
he  exhibits  an  imagination  of  a  singularity,  nay  on  the 
whole,  of  a  truth  and  grandeur,  unexampled  elsewhere. 
In  his  Dreams  there  ii  a  mystic  complexity,  a  gloom, 
and  amid  the  dim  gigantic  half-ghastly  shadows,  gleam- 
ings  of  a  wizard  splendour,  which  almost  recall  to  us 
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liie  viaioDs  of  EzddeL  By  readers  who  hare  studied 
the  Dream  in  the  New-year^s  Eve,  we  shall  not  be  mis- 
taken. 

RLditer'a  Philosophy,  a  matter  of  no  ordinary  in- 
terest, both  as  it  agrees  with  the  common  philosophy  of 
Germany,  and  disagrees  with  it,  must  not  be  touched 
on  for  the  present.     One  only  observation  we  shall 
make :   it  is  not  mechanical,  or  sceptical ;    it  springs 
not  from  the  forum  or  the  laboratory,  but  from  the 
depths  of  Uie  human  spirit;  and  p^ds  as  its  fairest 
product  a  noble  system  of  Morality,  and  the  firmest 
ccmviction  of  Religion.     In  this  latter  point  we  reckon 
him  peculiarly  worthy  of  study.     To  a  cardess  reader 
he  might  seem  the  wildest  of  infidels  ;   for  nothing  can 
exceed  the  freedom  with  which  he  bandies  to  and  fro 
the  dogmas  of  religion,  nay,  sometimes,  the  highest 
objects  of  Christian  reverence.    There  are  passages  of 
this  sort,  which  will  occur  to  every  reader  of  Richter  ; 
hut  which,  not  to  fall  into  the  error  we  have  already 
blamed  in  Madame  de  Sta^,  we  shall  refrain  from  quot- 
ing.    More  light  is  in  the  following :  '  Or,'  inquires 
be,  in  his  usual  abrupt  way,*  '  Or  are  all  your  Mosques, 
'  Episcopal  Churches,  Pagodas,  Chapels  of  Ease,  Taber- 
'  nades,  and  P^theons,  any  thing  else  but  the  Ethnic 
*  Forecourt  of  the  Invisible  Temple  and   its  Holy  of 
'  Holies  ? '  *     Yet,  independently  of  all  dogmas,  nay 
periiaps  in  spite  of  many,  Richter  is,  in  the  highest 
sense  of  the  word,  religious.     A  reverence,  not  a  self- 
interested  fear,  but  a  noble  reverence  for  the  spirit  of 
all  goodness,  forms  the  crown  and  glory  of  his  culture. 

*  Note  to  Schmelzle*t  Journey, 
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The  fiery  elements  of  his  nature  have  been  purified 
under  holy  influences,  and  chastened  by  a  principle  of 
mercy  and  humility  into  peace  and  well-doing.  An 
intense  and  continual  faith  in  man's  immortality  and 
native  grandeur  accompanies  him ;  from  amid  the  vor- 
tices of  life,  he  looks  up  to  a  heavenly  loadstar;  the 
solution  of  what  is  visible  and  transient,  he  finds  in 
what  is  invisible  and  eternal.  He  has  doubted,  he  de- 
nies, yet  he  believes.  '  When,  in  your  last  hour,'  says 
he,*  'when,  in  your  last  hour  (think  of  this),  all  fsurulty 
'  in  the  broken  spirit  shall  fade  away  and  die  into  inanity, 
*  — imagination,  thought,  effort,  enjoyment, — ^then  at  last 
'  will  the  night-flower  of  Belief  alone  continue  blooming, 
'  and  refresh  with  its  perfumes  in  the  last  darkness.' 

To  reconcile  these  seeming  contradictions,  to  ex- 
plain the  grounds,  the  manner,  the  congruity  of  Richter's 
belief,  cannot  be  attempted  here.  We  recommoid  him 
to  the  study,  the  tolerance,  and  even  the  praise,  of  all 
men  who  have  inquired  into  this  highest  of  questions 
with  a  right  spirit;  inquired  with  the  mart3rr  fearlessness, 
but  also  with  the  martyr  reverence,  of  men  that  love 
Truth,  and  will  not  accept  a  lie.  A  frank,  fearless, 
honest,  yet  truly  spiritual  faith  is  of  all  things  the 
rarest  in  our  time. 

Of  writings  which,  though  with  many  reservations, 
we  have  praised  so  much,  our  hesitating  readers  may 
demand  some  specimen.  To  unbelievers,  unhappily, 
we  have  none  of  a  convincing  sort  to  give.  Ask  us  not 
to  represent  the  Peruvian  forests  by  three  twigs  plucked 
frt>m  them ;  or  the  cataracts  of  the  Nile  by  a  handful  of 
its  water!     To  those,  meanwhile,  who  will  look  oa 

*  Levanaf  p.  251. 
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twigs  as  mere  disseyered  twigs,  and  a  handful  of  water 
as  only  so  many  drops,  we  present  the  following.  It  is 
a  summer  Sunday  night ;  Jean  Paul  is  taking  leave  of 
the  Hnkelum  Parson  and  his  wife ;  like  him  we  have 
long  laughed  at  them  or  wept  for  them ;  like  him,  also, 
we  are  sad  to  part  from  them : 

'  We  were  all  of  as  too  deeply  moTed.  We  at  last  tore 
ooiBelFes  asonder  from  repeated  embraces ;  my  friend  re- 
tired with  the  sool  whom  he  loves.  I  remained  alone  behind 
with  tbe  Night 

'And  I  walked  without  aim  throagh  woods,  through 
valleys,  and  over  brooks,  and  through  sleeping  villages,  to 
enjoy  the  great  Night,  like  a  Day.    I  walked,  and  still 
looked,  like  the  magnet,  to  the  region  of  midnight,  to 
strengthen  my  heart  at  the  gleaming  twilight,  at  this  up- 
stretching  aurora  of  a  morning  beneath  our  feet.    White 
night-butterflies  flitted,  white  blossoms  fluttered,  white  stars 
fell,  and  the  white  snow-powder  hung  silvery  in  the  high 
Shadow  of  the  Earth,  which  reaches  beyond  the  Moon,  and 
which  is  our  Night.    Then  began  the  .£olian  Harp  of  the 
Creation  to  tremble  and  to  sound,  blown  on  from  above ; 
and  my  immortal  Soul  was  a  string  in  that  Harp. — ^The 
heart  of  a  brother,  everlasting  Man,  swelled  under  tbe 
everlasting  heaven,  as  the  seas  swell  under  the  sun  and 
under  the  moon.— The  distant  village  clocks  struck  mid- 
night, mingling,  as  it  were,  with  the  ever-pealing  tone  of 
ancient  Eternity .^The  limbs  of  my  buried  ones  touched 
cold  on  my  soul,  and  drove  away  its  blots,  as  dead  hands 
heal  eruptions  of  the  skin.— I  w^ked  silently  throagh  little 
hamlets,  and  close  by  their   outer  churchyards,  where 
crumbled  upcast  coffin-boards  were  glimmering,  while  tbe 
once  bright  eyes  that  had  lain  in  them  were  mouldered  into 
grey  ashes.     Cold  thought !  clutch  not  like  a  cold  spectre 
at  my  heart :  I  look  up  to  the  starry  sky,  and  an  everlasting 
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chain  stretches  thither,  and  over,  and  below ;  and  all  is  Life, 
and  Warmth,  and  Light,  and  all  is  Gcidlike  or  God.     •    . 

*  Towards  morning,  I  descried  thy  late  lights,  little  city 
of  my  dwelling,  which  I  belong  to  on  this  side  the  grave ;  I 
returned  to  the  Earth ;  and  in  thy  steeples,  behind  the  by- 
advanced  great  midnight,  it  struck  half  past  two :  about 
this  hour,  in  1794,  Mars  went  down  in  the  west,  and  the 
Moon  rose  in  the  east ;  and  my  soul  desired,  in  grief  for  the 
noble  warlike  blood  which  is  still  streaming  on  the  blossoms 
of  Spring :  **  Ah,  retire,  bloody  War,  like  red  Mars ;  and 
thou,  still  Peace,  come  forth  like  the  mild  divided  Moon.''  '• 

Such»  seen  through  no  uncoloured  medium,  but  in 
dim  remoteness,  and  sketched  in  hurried  transitory 
outline,  are  some  features  of  Jean  Paul  Friedrich  Richter 
and  his  works.  Germany  has  long  loved  him;  to 
England  also  he  must  one  day  become  known ;  for  a 
man  of  this  magnitude  belongs  not  to  one  people,  but 
to  the  world.  What  our  countrymen  may  decide  of 
him,  still  more  what  may  be  his  fortune  with  posterity, 
we  will  not  try  to  foretell.  Time  has  a  strange  con- 
tracting influence  on  many  a  wide-spread  fiame ;  yet  of 
Richter  we  will  say,  that  he  may  survive  much.  There 
is  in  him  that  which  does  not  die;  that  Beauty  and 
Earnestness  of  soul,  that  spirit  of  Humanity,  of  Love 
and  mild  Wisdom,  over  which  the  vicissitudes  of  mode 
have  no  sway.  This  is  that  excellence  of  the  inmost 
nature  which  alone  confers  immortality  on  writings; 
that  charm  which  still,  under  every  defacement,  binds 
us  to  the  pages  of  our  own  Hookers,  and  Taylors,  and 
Brownes,  when  their  way  of  thought  has  long  ceased  to 
be  ours,  and  the  most  valued  of  their  merely  intel- 
lectual opinions  have  passed  away,  as  ours  too  must  do* 

*  End  of  Q^in(ua  PUpMu. 
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with  the  circumstances  and  events  in  which  they  took 
their  shape  or  rise.  Xo  men  of  a  right  mind,  there  may 
long  be  in  Richter  mncb  that  has  attraction  and  value. 
In  the  moral  desert  of  vulgar  Literature,  with  its  sandy 
wastes,  and  parched,  bitter,  and  too  often  poisonous 
shrubs,  the  writing  of  this  man  will  rise  in  their  ir- 
regular luxuriance,  like  a  cluster  of  date-trees,  with  its 
greensward  and  well  of  crater,  to  refresh  the  pilgrim, 
in  the  sultry  solitude,  with  nourishment  and  shade. 
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These  two  Books,  notwithstanding  their  diversity  of 
title,  are  properly  parts  of  one  and  the  same  ;  the  Out- 
lines,  though  of  prior  date  in  regard  to  publication, 
having  now  assumed  the  character  of  sequel  and  con- 
clusion to  the  larger  Work,— of  fourth  volume  to  the 
other  three.  It  is  designed,  of  course,  for  the  home 
market ;  yet  the  foreign  student  also  will  find  in  it  a 
safe  and  valuable  help,  and,  in  spite  of  its  imperfections, 
should  receive  it  with  thankfulness  and  good-will. 
Doubtless  we  might  have  wished  for  a  keener  discrimi- 
native and  descriptive  talent,  and  perhaps  for  a  some- 
what more  catholic  spirit,  in  the  writer  of  such  a  history; 
but  in  their  absence  we  have  still  much  to  praise. 
Horn's  literary  creed  would,  on  the  whole,  we  believe, 
be  acknowledged  by  his  countrymen  as  the  true  one ; 

*  Edinburgh  Review,  No.  92. — 1.  Die  Poesie  und  Bered- 
iomkeit  der  Deuttehen^  von  Luthert  Zeit  bis  zur  Gegenwart, 
Dargestdlt  von  Franz  Horn,  (The  Poetry  and  Oratory  of  the 
Germans,  from  Lnther's  Time  to  the  Present.  Exhibited  by  Frans 
Horn.)    Berlin,  1822,  '23,  '24.  3  vols.  8yo. 

2.  Umrisae  zur  Geickichte  und  Kritik  der  tchb'nen  LiHeratur 
Deutechlandi  w^hrend  der  Jahre  1790-1818.  (Outlines  for  the 
History  and  Criticism  of  Polite  Literature  in  Germany,  during  the 
years  1790-1818.)    By  Frans  Horn.    Berlin,  1819.     8yo. 
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and  thia,  ^ough  it  is  cbieflj  from  (me  immovable  station 
that  he  can  survey  his  subject,  he  seems  heartily  anx- 
ious to  apply  with  candour  and  tolerance.  Another 
inqxrovement  might  have  been,  a  deeper  principle  of 
arrangement,  a  firmer  grouping  into  periods  and  schools ; 
for,  as  it  stands,  the  work  is  more  a  critical  sketch  of 
German  Poets,  than  a  history  of  Oerman  Poetry. 

Let  us  not  quarrel,  however,  with  our  author ;  his 
merits  as  a  literary  historian  are  plain,  and  by  no  means 
inconsiderable.  Without  rivalling  the  almost  frightful 
laboriousness  of  Bouterwek  or  Eichhom,  he  gives  credit- 
able proofs  of  research  and  general  information,  and 
posse^es  a  lightness  in  composition,  to  which  neither 
of  th^e  erudite  persons  can  well  pretend.  Undoubtedly 
he  has  a  flowing  pen,  and  is  at  home  in  this  province ; 
not  only  a  speaker  of  the  word,  indeed,  but  a  doer  of 
the  work ;  having  written,  besides  his  great  variety  of 
tracts  and  treatises,  biographical,  philosophical,  and 
critical,  several  very  deserving  works  of  a  poetic  sort. 
He  is  not,  it  must  be  owned,  a  very  strong  man,  but 
he  is  nimble  and  orderly,  and  goes  through  his  work 
with  a  certain  gayety  of  heart ;  nay,  at  times,  with  a 
frolicsome  alacrity  which  might  even  require  to  be 
pardoned.  His  character  seems  full  of  susceptibility  ; 
perhaps  too  much  so  for  its  natural  vigour.  His  novels, 
accordingly,  to  judge  firom  the  few  we  have  read  of 
diem,  verge  towards  the  sentimental.  In  the  present 
Work,  in  like  manner,  he  has  adopted  nearly  all  the 
best  ideas  of  his  contemporaries,  but  with  something  of 
an  undue  vehemence;  and  he  advocates  Uie  cause  of 
region,  integrity,  and  true  poetic  taste  with  great 
heartmesa  and  vivacity,  were  it  not  that  too  often  his 

c2 
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zeal  outruns  his  prudence  and  insight.  Thus,  for 
instance,  he  declares  repeatedly,  in  so  many  words,  that 
no  mortal  can  be  a  poet  unless  he  is  a  Christian.  The 
meaning  here  is  very  good ;  but  why  this  phraseology  ? 
Is  it  not  inviting  the  simple-minded  (not  to  speak  of 
scoffers,  whom  Horn  very  justly  snifis  at),  to  ask.  When 
Homer  subscribed  the  Thirty-nine  Articles  ;  or  Whether 
Sadi  and  Hafiz  were  really  of  the  Bishop  of  Peterborough's 
opinion?  Again,  he  talks  too  often  of  'representing 
the  Infinite  in  the  Finite,'  of  expressing  the  unspeak- 
able, and  such  high 'matters.  In  fact,  Horn's  style, 
though  extremely  readable,  has  one  great  fault ;  it  is, 
to  speak  it  in  a  single  word,  an  affected  style.  His 
stream  of  meaning,  uniformly  dear  and  wholesome  in 
itself,  will  not  flow  quietly  along  its  channel ;  but  is 
ever  and  anon  spurting  itself  up  into  epigrams  and  anti- 
thetic jets.  Playful  he  is,  and  kindly,  and,  we  do 
believe,  honest-hearted ;  but  there  is  a  certain  snappish- 
ness  in  him,  a  frisking  abruptness ;  and  then  his  sport 
is  more  a  perpetual  giggle,  than  any  dignified  smile,  or 
even  any  sufficient  laugh  with  gravity  succeeding  it. 
This  sentence  is  among  the  best  we  recollect  of  him, 
and  will  partly  illustrate  what  we  mean.  We  submit  it, 
for  the  sake  of  its  import  likewise,  to  all  superfine 
speculators  on  the  Reformation,  in  their  future  contrasts 
of  Luther  and  Erasmus.  '  Erasmus,'  says  Horn,  '  be- 
'  longs  to  that  species  of  writers  who  have  all  the  desire 
'  in  the  world  to  build  God  Almighty  a  magnificent 
*  church, — at  the  same  time,  however,  not  giving  the 
'  Devil  any  offence ;  to  whom,  accordingly,  they  set  up  a 
'  neat  little  chapel  close  by,  where  you  can  offer  him  some 
'  touch  of  sacrifice  at  a  time,  and  practise  a  quiet  house- 
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'  hold  derotion  for  him  without  disturbance.'  In  this 
style  of  '  witty  and  conceited  mirth/  considerable  part 
of  the  book  is  written. 

Bat  our  chief  business  at  present  is  not  with  Franz 
Ham,  or  his  book  ;  of  whom,  accwdin^y,  reconmiend- 
iog  his  labours  to  all  inquisitire  students  of  German, 
and  himself  to  good  estimation  with  all  good  men,  we 
must  here  take  leave.  We  have  a  word  or  two  to  say 
on  tiiat  strange  literature  itself ;  concerning  which  our 
readers  probably  feel  more  curious  to  learn  what  it  is, 
than  with  what  skill  it  has  been  judged  of. 

Above  a  century  ago,  the  P^  Bouhours  propounded 

to  himself  the  pregnant  question :  Si  kh  AUemand  pent 

avoir  de  F esprit  ?    Had  the  P^re  Bouhours  bethought 

him  of  what  coimtry  Kepler  and  Leibnitz  were,  or  who 

it  was  that  gave  to  mankind  the  three  g^reat  elements  id 

modem  civilization,    GKinpowder,    Printing,   and  the 

Protestant  Religion,  it  might  have  thrown  light  on  his 

inquiry.     Had  he  known  the  Nibelungen  Lied;    and 

where   Reinecke  Fuchs,   and  Faust,  and  the  Ship  of 

Fools^   and  four-fifths  of  all  the  popular  mythology, 

humour,  and  romance,  to  be  found  in  Europe  in  the 

sixteenth  and  seventeenth  centuries,  took  its  rise ;  had 

he  read  a  page  or  two  of  Ulrich  Hutten,  Opitz,  Pftul 

Fleomiing,  Logau,  or  even  Lohenstein  and  Hofimanns- 

waldau,  all  of  whom  had  already  Uved  and  written  in 

his  day ;    had  the  P^  Bouhours  taken  this  trouble, — 

who  knows  but  he  might  have  found,  with  whatever 

amazement,  that  a  German  could  actually  have  a  little 

esprit,  or  perhaps  even  something  better  ?    No  such 

trouble  was  requisite  for  the  P^  Bouhours.     Motion 
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tn  vacuo  is  well  known  to  be  speedier  and  surer  than 
through  a  resisting  medium,  especially  to  imponderous 
bodies ;  and  so  the  light  Jesuit,  unimpeded  by  fietcts  or 
principles  of  any  kind,  failed  not  to  reach  his  conclu- 
sion ;  and,  in  a  comfortable  frame  of  mind,  to  decide, 
negatively,  that  a  German  could  not  have  any  literary 
talent. 

Thus  did  the  P^re  Bouhours  evince  that  he  had  a 
pleasant  wit ;  but  in  the  end  he  has  paid  dear  for  it. 
The  French,  themselves,  have  long  since  begun  to  know 
something  of  the  Grermans,  and  something  also  of  their 
own  critical  Daniel ;  and  now  it  is  by  this  one  untimely 
joke  that  the  hapless  Jesuit  is  doomed  to  live ;  for  the 
blessing  of  full  oblivion  is  denied  him,  and  so  he  hangs, 
suspended  in  his  own  noose,  over  the  dusky  pool,  which 
he  struggles  toward,  but  for  a  great  while  will  not 
reach.  Might  his  fate  but  serve  as  a  warning  to  kin- 
dred men  of  wit.  in  regard  to  this  and  so  many  other 
subjects  !  For  surely  the  pleasure  of  despising,  at  all 
times  and  in  itself  a  dangerous  luxury,  is  much  safer 
after  the  toil  of  examining  than  before  it. 

We  altogether  differ  from  the  P^re  Bovhours  in  this 
matter,  and  must  endeavour  to  discuss  it  differently. 
There  is,  in  fact,  much,  in  the  present  aspect  of  G^* 
man  Literature,  not  only  deserving  notice  but  deep 
consideration  from  all  thinking  men,  and  far  too  com- 
plex for  being  handled  in  the  way  of  epigram.  It  is 
always  advantageous  to  think  justly  of  our  neighbours ; 
nay,  in  mere  common  honesty,  it  is  a  duty ;  and,  like 
every  other  duty,  brings  its  own  reward.  Perhaps  at 
the  present  era  this  duty  is  more  essential  than  ever ; 
an  era  of  such  promise  and  such  threatening,  when  so 
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many  elements  of  good  and  evil  are  everywhere  in  con- 
flict, and  human  society  is,  as  it  were,  struggling  to 
body  itself  forth  anew,  and  so  many  coloured  rays  are 
spfinging  up  in  this  quarter  and  in  that,  which  only 
by  their  onion  can  produce  pure  light.  Happily,  too, 
Plough  still  a  difficult,  it  is  no  longer  an  impossible 
duty ;  for  the  commerce  in  material  things  has  paved 
roads  for  commerce  in  things  spiritual,  and  a  true 
thought,  or  a  noble  creation,  passes  lightly  to  us  from  the 
remotest  countries,  provided  only  our  minds  be  open  to 
receive  it.  This,  indeed,  is  a  rigorous  proviso,  and  a 
great  obstacle  lies  in  it ;  one  which  to  many  must  be 
insurmountable,  yet  which  it  is  the  chief  glory  of  social 
culture  to  surmount.  For,  if  a  man  who  mistakes  his 
own  contracted  individuality  for  the  type  of  human  na- 
ture, and  deals  with  whatever  contradicts  him  as  if  it 
contradicted  this,  is  but  a  pedant,  and  without  true 
wisdom,  be  he  furnished  with  partial  equipments  as  he 
may, — ^what  better  shall  we  think  of  a  nation  that,  in 
like  manner,  isolates  itself  from  foreign  influence,  re- 
gards its  own  modes  as  so  many  laws  of  nature,  and 
rejects  all  that  is  difierent  as  unworthy  even  of  exami- 
nation ? 

Of  this  narrow  and  perverted  condition,  the  French, 
down  almost  to  our  own  times,  have  afforded  a  remark- 
able and  instructive  example;  as  indeed  of  late  they 
have  been  often  enough  upbnddingly  reminded,  and  are 
DOW  themselves,  in  a  manlier  spirit,  beginning  to  ad- 
mit. That  our  countrymen  have  at  any  time  erred 
much  in  this  point,  cannot,  we  think,  truly  be  alleged 
against  them.  Neither  shall  we  say,  with  some  pas- 
sionate admirers  of  Grermany,  that  to  the  Crermans  in 
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particular  they  have  heen  unjust.  It  is  true,  the  litera- 
ture and  character  of  that  country,  which,  within  the 
last  half  century,  have  been  more  worthy  perhaps  than 
any  other  of  our  study  and  regard,  are  still  very  gene- 
rally unknown  to  us,  or,  what  is  worse,  misknown : 
but  for  this  there  are  not  wanting  less  oflfensive  reasons. 
That  the  false  and  tawdry  ware,  which  was  in  all  hands, 
should  reach  us  before  the  chaste  and  truly  excellent, 
which  it  required  some  excellence  to  recognise ;  that 
Kotzebue's  insanity  should  have  spread  faster,  by  some 
fifty  years,  than  Lessing's  wisdom ;  that  Kant's  Philo- 
sophy should  stand  in  the  background  as  a  dreary  and 
abortive  dream,  and  (ball's  Craniology  be  held  out  to 
us  from  every  booth  aa  a  reality ; — all  this  lay  in  the 
nature  of  the  case.  That  many  readers  should  draw 
conclusions  from  imperfect  premises,  and  by  the  imports 
judge  too  hastily  of  the  stock  imported  from,  was  like- 
wise natural.  No  unfBdr  bias,  no  unwise  indisposition, 
that  we  are  aware  of,  has  ever  been  at  work  in  the  mat- 
ter ;  perhaps,  at  worst,  a  degree  of  indolence,  a  blam- 
able  incuriosity  to  all  products  of  foreign  genius  :  for 
what  more  do  we  know  of  recent  Spanish  or  Italian 
literature,  than  of  German ;  of  Ghx>ssi  and  Manzoni,  of 
Campomanes  or  Jovellanos,  than  of  Tieck  and  Richter  ? 
Wherever  German  art,  in  those  forms  of  it  which  need 
no  interpreter,  has  addressed  us  immediately,  our  re- 
cognition of  it  has  been  prompt  and  hearty ;  from  Durer 
to  Mengs,  from  Handel  to  Weber  and  Beethoven,  we 
have  welcomed  the  painters  and  musicians  of  Germany, 
not  only  to  our  praise,  but  to  our  affections  and  bene- 
ficence. Nor,  if  in  their  literature  we  have  been  more 
backward,  is  the  literature  itself  without  blame.     Two 
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centuries  ago,  translations  from  the  German  were  com- 
paratively frequent  in  England  :  Luther's  Tahle^Talk  is 
still  a  venerable  classic  in  our  language ;  nay,  Jacob 
Bahme  has  found  a  place  among  us,  and  this  not  as  a 
dead  letter,  but  as  a  living  apostle  to  a  still  living  sect 
oi  our  religionists.  In  the  next  century,  indeed,  trans- 
lation ceased;  but  then  it  was,  in  a  great  measure, 
because  Uiere  was  little  worth  translating.  The  hor- 
rors of  the  Thirty- Years  War,  followed  by  the  con- 
quests and  conflagrations  of  Louis  the  Fourteenth,  had 
desolated  the  country;  French  influence,  extending 
from  the  courts  of  princes  to  the  closets  of  the  learned, 
lay  Hke  a  baleful  incubus  over  the  fsjr  nobler  mind  of 
Germany  ;  and  all  true  nationality  vanished  from  its 
literature,  or  was  heard  only  in  faint  tones,  which  lived 
in  the  hearts  of  the  people,  but  could  not  reach  with 
any  effect  to  the  ears  of  foreigners.*    And  now  that 

^  Not  that  the  GennanB  were  idle ;  or  altogether  engaged,  aa 
we  too  loosely  sappoae,  in  the  work  of  commentary  and  lexico- 
graphy. On  the  contrary,  they  rhymed  and  romanced  with  doe 
Tigour  as  to  quantity ;  only  the  quality  was  bad.  Two  fects  on 
this  head  may  deserre  mention:  In  the  year  1749,  there  were 
Ibnnd,  in  the  library  of  one  yirtaoso,  no  fewer  than  300  volumes 
of  derotional  poetry,  containing,  says  Horn,  '  a  treasure  of  33,712 
Gennan  hymns ;'  and,  much  about  tibe  same  period,  one  of  Gott- 
sched's  scholars  had  amassed  as  many  as  1500  Grerman  novels,  all 
of  the  17th  century.  The  hymns  we  understand  to  be  much  better 
than  ^  novels,  or  rather,  perhi^,  the  novels  to  be  much  worse 
thsn  the  hymns.  Neidier  was  critical  study  neglected,  nor  indeed 
honest  endeavour  on  all  hands  to  attain  improvement :  witness  die 
strange  books  from  time  to  time  put  forth,  and  tiie  still  stranger 
institutions  established  for  this  purpose.  Among  tiie  former  we 
have  the  '  Poetical  Funnel'  (Toetische  TriehterJ,  manufactured 
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the  genius  of  the  country  has  awakened  in  its  old 
strength,  our  attention  to  it  has  certainly  awakened 
also ;  and  if  we  yet  know  little  or  nothing  of  the  Oer- 
mans,  it  is  not  because  we  wilfully  do  them  wrong, 
but,  in  good  part,  because  they  are  somewhat  difficult 
to  know. 

In  fact,  prepossessions  of  all  sorts  naturally  enough 

at  NUmberg  in  1650,  and  professiDgi  within  six  houra,  to  pour  in 
the  whole  essence  of  tliis  difficult  art  into  the  most  unfurnished 
head.  NUmberg  also  was  the  chief  seat  of  the  fiunous  MeiitertSm^ 
ger  and  their  SUngerzuf^fte^  or  Singer-g^ds,  in  which  poetry 
was  taught  and  practised  like  any  other  handicraft,  and  this  by 
sober  and  well-meaning  men,  chiefly  artisans,  who  could  not  un- 
derstand why  labour,  which  manufactured  so  many  things,  should 
not  also  manu&cture  anotlier.  Of  these  tuneful  guild-brediren, 
Hans  Sachs,  by  trade  a  shoemaker,  is  greatly  the  most  noted  and 
most  notable.  His  father  was  a  tailor ;  he  himself  learned  the  mys- 
tery of  song  under  one  Nunnebeck,  a  wearer.  He  was  an  adherent 
of  his  great  contemporary  Luther,  who  has  even  deigned  to  ac- 
knowledge his  services  in  the  cause  of  the  Reformation :  how  dili- 
gent a  labourer  Sachs  must  have  been,  will  i4>pear  from  the  fact, 
that,  in  his  74tfa  year  (1568),  on  examining  his  stock  for  publi- 
cation, he  found  that  he  had  written  6048  poetical  pieces,  among 
which  were  208  tragedies  and  comedies ;  and  this  besides  having 
all  along  kept  house,  like  an  honest  NUmberg  burgher,  by  assidu- 
ous and  sufficient  shoe-making !  Hans  is  not  without  genius,  and 
a  shrewd  irony ;  and,  above  all,  the  most  gay,  child-like,  yet  de- 
vout and  solid  character.  A  man  neither  to  be  despised  nor  patron- 
ized, but  left  standing  on  his  own  basis,  as  a  mngular  product, 
and  a  still  legible  symbol,  and  dear  mirror,  of  the  time  and  coun- 
try where  he  lived.  His  best  piece  known  to  us,  and  many  are 
well  worth  perusing,  is  the  Fattnachtftpiel  (Shrovetide  Faroe)  of 
the  Narrenschneiden,  where  the  Doctor  cures  a  bloated  and 
lethargic  patient  by  cutting  out  half  a  dozen  FooU  from  his  inte- 
rior! 
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find  their  place  here.    A  country  which  has  no  national 
literature*  or  a  literature  too  insignificant  to  force  its 
way  abroad,  must  always  be,  to  its  neighbours,  at  least 
in  every  important  spiritual  respect,  an  unknown  and 
misestimated  country.     Its  towns  may  figure  on  our 
maps ;  its  revenues,  population,  manufactures,  political 
connexions,  may  be  recorded  in  statistical  books :    but 
the  c^haracter  of  the  people  has  no  symbol  and  no  voice ; 
we  cannot  know  them  by  speech  and  discourse,  but 
only  by  mere  sight  and  outward  observation  of  their 
manners  and  procedure.  Now,  if  both  nght  and  speech, 
if  both  travellers  and  native  literature,  are  found  but 
ineffectual  in  this  respect,  how  incalculably  more  so  the 
former  alone !     To  seize  a  character,  even  that  of  one 
man,  in  its  life  and  secret  mechanism,  requires  a  philo- 
so|^er ;    to  delineate  it  with  truth  and  impressiveness, 
is  work  for  a  poet.     How  shall  one  or  two  sleek  clerical 
tutors,  with  here  and  there  a  tedium-stricken  'squire, 
or  speculative  half-pay  captain,  give  us  views  on  such  a 
subject  ?     How  shall  a  man,  to  whom  all  characters  of 
individual  men  are  Hke  sealed  books,  of  which  he  sees 
(mly  the  title  and  the  covers,  decipher,  from  his  four- 
wheeled  vehicle,  and  depict  to  us,  the  character  of  a  na- 
tion ?     He  courageously  depicts  his  own  optical  delu- 
sions ;  notes  this  to  be  incomprehensible,  that  other  to 
be  insignificant ;  much  to  be  good,  much  to  be  bad,  and 
most  of  all  indifierent;   and  so,  with  a  few  flowing 
strokes,  completes  a  picture  which,  though  it  may  not 
even  resemble  any  possible  object,  his  countrymen  are 
to  take  for  a  national  portrait.     Nor  is  the  fraud  so 
readily  detected :  for  the  character  of  a  people  has  such 
complexity  of  aspect,  that  even  the  honest  observer 
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knows  not  always,  not  perhaps  after  long  inspection, 
what  to  determine  regarding  it.  From  his,  only  acci- 
dental, point  of  view,  the  figure  stands  before  him  like 
the  tracings  on  veined  marble, — a  mass  of  mere  random 
lines,  and  tints,  and  entangled  strokes,  out  of  which  a 
lively  fancy  may  shape  almost  any  image.  But  the 
image  he  brings  along  with  him  is  always  the  readiest ; 
this  is  tried,  it  answers  as  well  as  another ;  and  a 
second  voucher  now  testifies  its  correctness.  Thus 
each,  in  confident  tones,  though  it  may  be  with  a  secret 
misgiving,  repeats  his  precursor;  the  hundred  times 
repeated  comes  in  the  end  to  be  believed ;  the  foreign 
nation  is  now  once  for  all  understood,  decided  on,  and 
registered  accordingly ;  and  dunce  the  thousandth  writes 
of  it  like  dunce  the  first. 

With  the  aid  of  literary  and  intellectual  intercourse, 
much  of  this  fedsehood  may,  no  doubt,  be  corrected :  yet 
even  here,  sound  judgment  is  far  from  easy ;  and  most 
national  characters  are  still,  as  Hume  long  ago  com- 
plained, the  product  rather  of  popular  prejudice  than  of 
philosophic  insight.  That  the  Germans,  in  particular, 
have  by  no  means  escaped  such  misrepresentation,  nay 
perhaps  have  had  more  than  the  common  share  of  it, 
cannot,  in  their  drcumstances,  surprise  us.  From  the 
time  of  Opitz  and  Flemming,  to  those  of  Klopstock  and 
Lessing, — that  is,  from  the  early  part  of  the  seventeenth 
to  the  middle  of  the  eighteenth  century, — ^they  had 
scarcely  any  literature  known  abroad,  or  deserving  to 
be  known  :  their  political  condition,  during  this  same 
period,  was  oppressive  and  everyway  unfortunate  ex- 
ternally ;  and  at  home,  the  nation,  split  into  so  many 
feurtions  and  petty  states,  had  lost  all  feeling  of  itself  as 
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of  a  nadon ;  and  its  energies  in  arts  as  in  arms  were 
manifested  only  in  detail,  too  often  in  collision,  and 
always  under  foreign  influence.  The  French,  at  once  their 
phmderers  and  their  scoflers,  described  them  to  the  rest 
of  Bmxjpe  as  a  semi-barbarous  people  ;  which  comfort- 
able fBu:t  the  rest  of  Europe  was  willing  enough  to  take 
on  their  word.  During  the  greater  part  of  the  last  cen- 
tury, the  Germans,  in  our  intellectual  surrey  of  the 
world,  were  qmetly  omitted ;  a  vague  contemptuous  igno- 
rance prevailed  respecting  them ;  it  was  a  Cimmerian 
land,  where,  if  a  few  sparks  did  glimmer,  it  was  but  so 
as  to  testify  their  own  existence,  too  feebly  to  enlighten 
Mi,*  TTie  Germans  passed  for  apprentices  in  all  pro- 
vinces of  art;  and  many  foreign  craftsmen  scarcely 
aDowed  them  so  much. 

Madame  de  Stag's  book  has  done  away  with  this  : 
an  Burope  is  now  aware  that  the  Germans  are  some- 
thing ;  something  independent  and  apart  from  others  ; 
nay,  something  deep,  imposing,  and,  if  not  admirable, 
wonderful.     What  that  something  is,  indeed,  is  still 

^  So  kte  as  tiie  yev  1811,  we  find,  from  Pinkerton**  OeO' 
gngtky,  the  ade  repreeentiitiTe  of  German  literature  to  be  Gottihed 
(with  bis  name  wrong  spelt),  '  who  first  introduced  a  more  re- 
fined style.'— Gottsched  has  been  dead  the  greater  part  of  a  cen- 
tury; and,  for  tbe  last  fifty  years,  ranks  among  the  Germans 
somewhat  as  Prynne  or  Alexander  Ross  does  among  ourselves.  A 
man  of  a  cold,  rigid,  perseverant  diaracter,  who  mistook  himself 
tar  a  poet  and  the  perfection  of  critics,  and  had  sldU  to  pass  cur- 
rent dnrii^  the  greater  part  of  his  literary  life  for  such.  On  the 
strength  of  his  Boileau  and  Batteux,  he  long  reigned  supreme ;  but 
it  was  Kke  Nig^t,  in  rayless  majesty,  and  over  a  slumbering  peo- 
ple. They  awoke,  before  his  death,  and  hurled  him,  perhaps  too 
indignantlyy  into  his  native  Abyss. 
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undecided ;  for  this  gifted  lady's  Allemagne,  in  doing 
much  to  excite  curiosity,  has  still  done  little  to  satisfy 
or  even  direct  it.  We  can  no  longer  make  ignorance  a 
boast,  but  we  are  yet  ha  from  having  acquired  right 
knowledge ;  and  cavillers,  excluded  from  contemptuous 
negation,  have  found  a  resource  in  almost  as  contemptu- 
ous assertion.  Translators  are  the  same  faithless  and 
stolid  race  that  they  have  ever  been :  &e  particle  of 
gold  they  bring  us  over  is  hidden  from  all  but  the  most 
patient  eye,  among  shiploads  of  yellow  sand  and  sul- 
phur. Gkntle  Dulness  too,  in  this  as  in  all  other 
things,  still  loves  her  joke.  The  Oermans,  though 
much  more  attended  to,  are  perhaps  not  less  mistaken 
than  before. 

Doubtless,  however,  there  is  in  this  increased  atten- 
tion a  progress  towards  the  truth ;  which  it  is  only  in- 
vestigation and  discussion  that  can  help  us  to  find. 
The  study  of  German  literature  has  already  taken  such 
firm  root  among  us,  and  is  spreading  so  visibly,  that  by 
and  by,  as  we  believe,  the  true  character  of  it  must  and 
will  become  known.  A  result,  which  is  to  bring  us 
into  closer  and  friendlier  union  with  forty  millions  of 
civilized  men,  cannot  surely  be  other  than  desirable. 
If  they  have  precious  truth  to  impart,  we  shall  receive 
it  aa  the  highest  of  all  gifts ;  if  error,  we  shall  not  only 
reject  it,  but  explain  it  and  trace  out  its  origin,  and  so 
help  our  brethren  also  to  reject  it.  In  either  point  of 
view,  and  for  all  profitable  purposes  of  national  inter- 
course, correct  knowledge  is  the  first  and  indispensable 
preliminary. 

Meanwhile,  errors  of  all  sorts  prevail  on  this  subject : 
even  among  men  of  sense  and  liberality  we  have  found 
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SO  much  hallucination,  so  many  groundless  or  half- 
grounded  objections  to  C^erman  literature,  that  the  tone 
in  which  a  multitude  of  other  men  speak  of  it  cannot 
appear  extraordinary.  To  much  of  this,  even  a  slight 
knowledge  of  the  Germans  would  furnish  a  sufficient 
answer.  We  have  thought  it  might  be  useful  were  the 
chief  of  these  objections  marshalled  in  distinct  order, 
and  examined  with  what  degree  of  light  and  fairness  is 
at  our  disposal.  In  attempting  this,  we  are  vain  enough, 
for  reasons  already  stated,  to  fancy  ourselves  discharg- 
ing what  is  in  some  sort  a  national  duty.  It  is  un- 
worthy of  one  great  people  to  think  falsely  of  another ; 
it  is  unjust,  and  therefore  unworthy.  Of  the  injury  it 
does  to  ourselves  we  do  not  speak,  for  that  is  an  inferior 
consideration  :  yet  surely  if  the  grand  principle  of  free  in- 
tercourse is  so  profitable  in  material  commerce,  much  more 
must  it  be  in  the  commerce  of  the  mind,  the  products  of 
which  are  thereby  not  so  much  transported  out  of  one 
country  into  another,  as  multiplied  over  all,  for  the 
benefit  of  all,  and  without  loss  to  any.  If  that  man  is 
a  benefactor  to  the  world  who  causes  two  ears  of  com 
to  grow  where  only  one  grew  before,  much  more  is  he 
a  benefactor  who  causes  two  truths  to  grow  up  together 
in  harmony  and  mutual  confimation,  where  before  only 
one  stood  solitary,  and,  on  that  side  at  least,  intolerant 
and  hostile. 

In  dealing  with  the  host  of  objections  which  front  us 
on  this  subject,  we  think  it  may  be  convenient  to  range 
them  under  two  principal  heads.  The  first,  as  respects 
chiefly  unsoundness  or  imperfection  of  sentiment ;  an 
error  which  may  in  general  be  denominated  Bad  Taste. 
The  second,  as  respects  chiefly  a  wrong  condition  of 
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intellect;  an  error  which  may  be  designated  by  the 
general  title  of  Mysticism,  Both  of  these,  no  doubt, 
are  partly  connected  ;  and  each,  in  some  degree,  springs 
from  and  returns  into  the  other  :  yet,  for  present  pur- 
poses, the  divisions  may  be  precise  enough. 

First,  then,  of  the  first :  It  is  objected  that  the  Ger- 
mans  have  a  radically  bad  taste.  This  is  a  deep-rooted 
objection,  which  assimies  many  forms,  and  extends 
through  many  ramifications.  Among  men  of  less  ac- 
quaintance with  the  subject  of  German  taste,  or  of  taste 
in  general,  the  spirit  of  the  accusation  seems  to  be 
somewhat  as  follows :  That  the  Germans,  with  much 
natural  susceptibility,  are  still  in  a  rather  coarse  and 
uncultivated  state  of  mind ;  displaying,  with  the  energy 
and  other  virtues  of  a  rude  people,  many  of  their  vices 
also ;  in  particular,  a  certain  wild  and  headlong  temper, 
which  seizes  on  all  things  too  hastily  and  impetuously ; 
weeps,  storms,  loves,  hates,  too  fiercely  and  vocife- 
rously ;  delighting  in  coarse  excitements,  such  as  flaring 
contrasts,  vulgar  horrors,  and  all  sorts  of  showy  exag- 
geration. Their  literature,  in  particular,  is  thought  to 
dwell  with  peculiar  complacency  among  wizards  and 
ruined  towers,  with  mailed  knights,  secret  tribunals, 
monks,  spectres,  and  banditti :  on  the  other  hand, 
there  is  an  undue  love  of  moonlight,  and  mossy  foun- 
tains, and  the  moral  sublime :  then  we  have  descriptions 
of  things  which  should  not  be  described ;  a  general 
want  of  tact ;  nay,  often  a  hoUowness,  and  want  of 
sense.  In  short,  the  German  Muse  comports  herself, 
it  is  said,  like  a  passionate,  and  rather  fascinating,  but 
tumultuous,  uninstructed,  and  but  half-civilized  Muse. 
A  belle  sauvage  at  best,  we  can  only  love  her  with  a  sort 
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of  superdlioos  tolerance ;  often  she  tears  a  passion  to 
rags  ;  and,  in  her  tumid  vehemence,  stmts  without  mean- 
ing, and  to  the  offence  of  all  literary  decorum. 

Now,  in  all  this  there  is  not  wanting  a  certain  degree 
of  truth.  If  any  man  will  insist  on  taking  Heinse's 
Ardmgkello,  and  Miller's  Siegwart,  and  the  works  of 
Veit  Weher  the  Younger,  and,  ahove  all,  the  everlasting 
Kotzebue,  as  his  specimens  of  German  literature,  he 
may  estabhsh  many  things.  Black  Forests,  and  the 
glories  Gf  Lubberland ;  sensuality  and  horror,  the 
spectre  nun,  and  the  charmed  moonshine,  shall  not  be 
wanting.  Boisterous  outlaws  also,  with  huge  whiskers, 
and  the  most  cat-o'-mountain  aspect;  tear-stained 
sentimentalists,  the  grimmest  manhaters,  ghosts,  and 
the  like  suspicious  characters,  will  be  found  in  abun- 
dance. We  are  little  read  in  this  bowl-and-dagger 
department ;  but  we  do  understand  it  to  have  been 
at  one  time  rather  diligently  cultivated ;  though  at  pre- 
sent it  seems  to  be  mostly  relinquished  as  unproductive. 
Other  forms  of  Unreason  have  taken  its  place  ;  which 
in  their  turn  must  yield  to  still  other  forms ;  for  it  is 
die  nature  of  this  goddess  to  descend  in  frequent  avatars 
among  men.  Perhaps  not  less  than  five  hundred  vo- 
lumes of  such  stuff*  could  still  be  collected  from  the 
book-stalls  of  Germany.  By  which  truly  we  may 
learn  that  there  is  in  that  country  a  class  of  unwise  men 
and  imwise  women;  that  many  readers  there  labour 
under  a  d^ree  of  ignorance  and  mental  vacancy,  and 
read  not  actively  but  passively,  not  to  learn  but  to 
be  amused.  Is  this  fiact  so  very  new  to  us  ?  Or  what 
should  we  think  of  a  German  critic  that  selected  his 
spedmens  of  British  literature  from  the  Castle  Spectre, 
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Mr.  Lewis's  Monk,  dr  ^e  Mysteries  of  Udolpho,  and 
Franskenstein  or  the  Modem  Prometheus  ?    Or  would 
he  judge  rightly  of  our  dramatic  taste,  if  he  took  his 
extracts  from  Mr.  Egan's  Tom  and  Jerry  ;  and  told  his 
readers,  as  he  might  truly  do,  that  no  play  had  ever  en- 
joyed such  currency  on  the  English  stage  as  this  most 
classic  performance  ?  We  think,  not.  In  like  manner,  till 
some  author  of  acknowledged  merit  shall  so  write  among 
the  Germans,  and  be  approved  of  by  critics  of  acknow- 
ledged merit  among  them,  or  at  least  secure  for  hiTwai^lf 
some  permanency  of  &vour  among  the  million,  we  can 
prove  nothing  by  such  instances.     That  there  is  so 
perverse  an  author,  or  so  blind  a  critic,  in  the  whole 
compass  of  German  literature,  we  have  no  hesitation  in 
denying. 

But  farther :  among  men  of  deeper  views,  and  with 
regard  to  works  of  really  standard  character,  we  'find, 
though  not  the   same,  a  similar  objection  repeated. 
Goethe*s  Wilhelm  Meister,  it  is  said,  and  Faust,  are  fiill 
of  bad  taste  also.     With  respect  to  the  taste  in  which 
they  are  written,  we  shall  have  occasion  to  say  some- 
what hereafter :  meanwhile,  we  may  be  permitted  to 
remark  that  the  objection  would  have  more  force,  did  it 
seem  to  originate  from  a  more  mature  consideration  of 
the  subject.     We  have  heard  few  English  criticisms  of 
such  works,  in  which  the  first  condition  of  an  approach 
to  accuracy  was  complied  with ; — a  transposition  of  the 
critic  into  the  author's  point  of  vision,  a  survey  of  the 
author's  means  and  objects  as  they  lay  before  himself, 
and  a  just  trial  of  these  by  rules  of  universal  appli- 
cation.    Faust f  for  instance,  passes  with  many  of  us  for 
a  mere  tale  of  sorcery  and  art-magic.  It  would  scarcely 
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be  more  uxrwiae  to  conaider  Hamlet  as  depending  for  its 
main  interest  on  tiie  ^loet  that  walks  in  it,  than  to 
regard  Fmttt  as  a  production  of  that  sort.  For  the  pre- 
sent, therefore,  this  objection  may  be  set  aside  ;  or  at 
least  may  be  considered  not  as  an  assertion,  but  an 
inquiry,  the  answer  to  which  may  turn  out  rather  that 
the  German  taste  is  different  from  ours,  than  that  it  is 
worse.  Nay,  with  regard  even  to  difference,  we  should 
scarcely  reckon  it  to  be  of  great  moment.  Two  nations 
that  agree  in  estimating  Shakspeare  as  the  highest  of 
an  poets,  can  differ  in  no  essential  principle,  if  they 
understood  one  another,  that  relates  to  poetry. 

Nevertheless,  this  opinion  of  our  opponents  has  at- 
tained a  certain  degree  of  consistency  with  itself ;  one 
thing  is  thought  to  throw  light  on  another;  nay,  a 
quiet  little  theory  has  been  propounded  to  explain  the 
whole  phenomenon.  The  cause  of  this  bad  taste,  we 
are  assured,  lies  in  the  condition  of  the  German  authors, 
lliese,  it  seems,  are  generally  very  poor ;  the  ceremomal 
law  of  the  country  excludes  them  from  all  society  with 
the  great ;  they  cannot  acquire  the  polish  of  drawing- 
rooms,  but  must  live  in  mean  houses,  and  therefore 
write  and  think  in  a  mean  style. 

Apart  from  the  truth  of  these  assumptions,  and  in 
respect  of  the  theory  itself,  we  confess  there  is  something 
in  the  face  of  it  that  afflicts  us.  Is  it  then  so  certain 
that  taste  and  riches  are  indissolubly  connected  }  ThsX 
truth  of  feeling  must  ever  be  preceded  by  weight  of 
purse,  and  the  eyes  be  dim  for  universal  and  eternal 
Beauty,  till  they  have  long  rested  on  gilt  walls  and 
costly  furniture  ?  To  the  great  body  of  mankind  this 
were  heavy  news  ;  for,  of  the  thousand,  scarcely  one  is 
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rich,  or  connected  with  the  rich ;  nine  hundred  and 
ninety-nine  have  always  been  poor,  and  must  always  be 
so.  We  take  the  liberty  of  questioning  the  whole  pos- 
tulate. We  think  that,  for  acquiring  true  poetic  taste, 
riches,  or  association  with  the  rich,  are  distinctly  among 
the  minor  reqmsites ;  that,  in  fact,  they  have  little  or  no 
concern  with  the  matter.  This  we  shall  now  endeavour 
to  make  probable. 

Taste,  if  it  mean  anything  but  a  paltry  connoisseur- 
ship,  must  mean  a  general  susceptibility  to  truth  and 
nobleness ;  a  sense  to  discern,  and  a  heart  to  love  and 
reverence,  all  beauty,  order,  goodness,  wheresoever  or 
in  whatsoever  forms  and  accompaniments  they  are  to  be 
seen.  This  surely  implies,  as  its  chief  condition,  not 
any  given  external  rank  or  situation,  but  a  finely  gifted 
mind,  purified  into  harmony  with  itself,  into  keenness 
and  justness  of  vision ;  above  all,  kindled  into  love  and 
generous  admiration.  Is  culture  of  this  sort  found  ex- 
clusively among  the  higher  ranks  ?  We  believe  it  pro- 
ceeds less  from  without  than  within,  in  every  rank.  The 
charms  of  Nature,  the  majesty  of  Man,  the  infinite  love- 
liness of  Truth  and  Virtue,  are  not  hidden  from  the  eye 
of  the  poor ;  but  from  the  eye  of  the  vain,  the  corrupted, 
and  self-seeking,  be  he  poor  or  rich.  In  old  ages,  the 
humble  Minstrel,  a  mendicant,  and  lord  of  nothing  but 
his  harp  and  his  own  free  soul,  had  intimations  of  those 
glories,  while  to  the  proud  Baron  in  his  barbaric  halls 
they  were  unknown.  Nor  is  there  still  any  aristocrade 
monopoly  of  judgment  more  than  of  genius  :  for  as  to 
that  Science  of  Negation,  which  is  taught  peculiarly  by 
men  of  professed  elegance,  we  confess  we  hold  it  rather 
cheap.    It  is  a  necessary,  but  decidedly  a  subordinate 
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accomplishment ;  nay,  if  it  be  rated  as  the  highest,  it 
becomes  a  ruinoos  vice.  This  is  an  old  truth ;  yet  ever 
needing  new  application  and  enforcement.  Let  us  know 
what  to  love,  and  we  shall  know  also  what  to  reject ; 
what  to  afEirm,  and  we  shall  know  also  what  to  deny  : 
but  it  is  dangerous  to  begin  with  denial,  and  fatal  to 
end  with  it.  To  deny  is  easy ;  nothing  is  sooner  learnt 
or  more  generally  practised :  as  matters  go,  we  need  no 
man  of  poHsh  to  teach  it ;  but  rather,  if  possible,  a  hun- 
dred men  of  wisdom  to  show  us  its  limits,  and  teach  us 
its  reverse. 

Such  is  our  hypothesis  of  the  case  :  how  stands  it 
with  ^e  &u;ts  }  Are  the  fineness  and  truth  of  sense 
manifested  by  the  artist  found,  in  most  instances,  to  be 
proportionate  to  his  wealth  and  elevation  of  acquaint- 
ance ?  Are  they  found  to  have  any  perceptible  relation 
either  with  the  one  or  the  other  ?  We  imagine,  not. 
Whose  taste  in  painting,  for  instance,  is  truer  and 
finer  than  Claude  Lorraine's  ?  And  was  not  he  a  poor 
colour-grinder ;  outwardly,  the  meanest  of  menials  ? 
Where,  again,  we  might  ask,  lay  Shakspeare's  rent-roll ; 
and  what  generous  peer  took  him  by  the  hand  and  un- 
folded to  him  the  *  open  secret '  of  the  Universe  ;  teach- 
ing him  that  this  was  beautiful,  and  that  not  so  }  Was 
he  not  a  peasant  by  birth,  and  by  fortune  something 
lower ;  and  was  it  not  thought  much,  even  in  the  height 
of  his  reputation,  that  Southampton  allowed  him  equal 
patronage  with  the  zanies,  jugglers,  and  bearwards  of 
the  time  ?  Yet  compare  his  taste,  even  as  it  respects 
the  negative  side  of  things  ;  for,  in  regard  to  the  posi- 
tive, and  far  higher  side,  it  admits  no  comparison  with 
any  other  mortal's, — compare  it,  for  instance,  with  the 
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taste  of  Beaumont  and  Fletcher,  his  contemporaries, 
men  of  rank  and  education,  and  of  fine  genius  like  him- 
self. Tried  even  by  the  nice,  fastidious,  and  in  great 
part  false,  and  artificial  delicacy  of  modem  times,  how 
stands  it  with  the  two  parties  ;  with  the  gay  triumphant 
men  of  fashion,  and  the  poor  vagrant  link-boy  ?  Does 
the  latter  sin  against,  we  shall  not  say  taste,  but  eti- 
quette, as  the  former  do  ?  For  one  line,  for  one  word, 
which  some  Chesterfield  might  wish  blotted  from  the 
first,  are  there  not  in  the  others  whole  pages  and  scenes 
which,  with  palpitating  heart,  he  would  hurry  into 
deepest  night  ?  This  too,  observe,  respects  not  their 
genius,  but  their  culture ;  not  their  impropriation  of 
beauties,  but  their  rejection  of  deformities,  by  supposi- 
tion, the  grand  and  peculiar  result  of  high  breeding! 
Surely,  in  such  instances,  even  that  humble  supposition 
is  ill  borne  out. 

The  truth  of  the  matter  seems  to  be,  that  with  the 
culture  of  a  genuine  poet,  thinker,  or  other  artist,  the 
influence  of  rank  has  no  exclusive  or  even  special  con- 
cern. For  men  of  action,  for  senators,  public  speakers, 
political  writers,  the  case  may  be  different ;  but  of  such 
we  ffpeak  not  at  present.  Neither  do  we  speak  of 
imitators,  and  the  crowd  of  mediocre  men,  to  whom 
fashionable  life  sometimes  gives  an  external  inoflFensive- 
ness,  often  compensated  by  a  frigid  malignity  of  cha- 
racter. We  speak  of  men*  who,  from  amid  the  per- 
plexed and  conflicting  elements  of  their  every-day  exist- 
ence, are  to  form  themselves  into  harmony  and  wisdom, 
and  show  forth  the  same  wisdom  to  others  that  exist 
along  with  them.  To  such  a  man,  high  life,  as  it  is 
called,  will  be  a  province  of  human  life,  but  nothing 
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more.  He  will  study  to  deal  with  it  as  he  deals  with 
all  forma  of  mortal  being ;  to  do  it  justice,  and  to  draw 
instruction  from  it :  but  his  light  will  come  from  a 
loftier  region,  or  he  wanders  for  ever  in  darkness ;  dwin- 
dles into  a  man  of  vers  de  sociStS,  or  attains  at  best  to  be 
a  Walpole  or  a  Caylus.  Still  less  can  we  think  that  he 
is  to  be  viewed  as  a  hireling ;  that  his  excellence  will  be 
regulated  by  his  pay.  '  Sufficiently  provided  for  from 
within,  he  has  need  of  little  from  without :'  food  and 
raiment,  and  an  unviolated  home,  will  be  given  him  in 
the  rudest  land  ;  and  with  these,  while  the  kind  earth 
is  round  him,  and  the  everlasting  heaven  is  over  him, 
the  world  has  little  more  that  it  can  give.  Is  he  poor  ? 
So  also  were  Homer  and  Socrates ;  so  was  Samuel 
Johnson ;  so  was  John  Milton.  Shall  we  reproach  him 
with  his  poverty,  and  infer  that,  because  he  is  poor,  he 
must  likewise  be  worthless  ?  God  forbid  that  the  time 
should  ever  come  when  he  too  shall  esteem  riches  the 
synonyme  of  good !  The  spirit  of  Mammon  has  a  wide 
empire ;  but  it  cannot,  and  must  not,  be  worshipped  in 
the  Holy  of  HoHes.  Nay,  does  not  the  heart  of  every 
genuine  disciple  of  literature,  however  mean  his  sphere, 
instinctively  deny  this  principle,  as  applicable  either  to 
himself  or  another  ?  Is  it  not  rather  true,  as  D'Alem- 
bert  has  said,  that  for  every  man  of  letters,  who  deserves 
that  name,  the  motto  and  the  watchword  will  be  Free- 
dom, Trxjth,  and  even  this  same  Poverty  ;  that  if  he 
fear  the  last,  the  two  first  can  never  be  made  sure  to 
him? 

We  have  stated  these  things,  to  bring  the  question 
somewhat  nearer  its  real  basis ;  not  for  the  sake  of  the 
Germans,   who  nowise  need  the   admission  of  them. 
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The  Gennan  authors  are  not  poor ;  neither  are  they  ex- 
cluded from  association  with  the  wealthy  and  well-bom. 
On  the  contrary,  we  scruple  not  to  say,  that,  in  both 
these  respects,  they  are  considerably  better  situated 
than  our  own.  Their  booksellers,  it  is  true,  cannot 
pay  as  ours  do ;  yet,  there  as  here,  a  man  lives  by  his 
writings ;  and,  to  compare  Jordens  with  Johnson  and 
D* Israeli,  somewhat  better  there  than  here.  No  case 
like  our  own  noble  Otway's  has  met  us  in  their  biogra- 
phies ;  Boyces  and  Chattertons  are  much  rarer  in  Ger- 
man, than  in  English  history.  But  farther,  and  what  is 
far  more  important :  From  the  number  of  universities, 
libraries,  collections  of  art,  museums,  and  other  literary 
or  scientific  institutions  of  a  public  or  private  nature,  we 
question  whether  the  chance  which  a  meritorious  man 
of  letters  has  before  him,  of  obtaining  some  permanent 
appointment,  some  independent  civic  existence,  is  not  a 
hundred  to  one  in  favour  of  the  German,  compared  with 
the  Englishman.  This  is  a  weighty  item,  and  indeed 
the  weightiest  of  all ;  for  it  will  be  granted,  that,  for  the 
votary  of  literature,  the  relation  of  entire  dependence  on 
the  merchants  of  literature  is,  at  best,  and  however 
liberal  the  terms,  a  highly  questionable  one.  It  tempts 
him  daily  and  hourly  to  sink  from  an  artist  into  a  manu- 
facturer ;  nay,  so  precarious,  fluctuating,  and  everyway 
imsadsfactory  must  his  civic  and  economic  concerns  be- 
come, that  too  many  of  his  class  cannot  even  attain  the 
praise  of  common  honesty  as  manufacturers.  There  is, 
no  doubt,  a  spirit  of  martyrdom,  as  we  have  asserted, 
which  can  sustidn  this  too :  but  few  indeed  have  the 
spirit  of  martyrs ;  and  that  state  of  matters  is  the 
safest  which  requires  it  least.     The  G^erman  authors. 
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moreover,  to  their  credit  be  it  spoken,  seem  to  set  less 
store  by  wealth  than  many  of  ours.  There  have  been 
prudent,  quiet  men  among  them,  who  actually  appeared 
not  to  want  more  wealth ;  whom  wealth  could  not 
tempt,  either  to  this  hand  or  that,  from  their  pre- 
appointed aims.  Neither  must  we  think  so  hardly  of 
the  German  nobility  as  to  believe  them  insensible  to 
genius,  or  of  opinion  that  a  patent  from  the  Lion  King 
is  so  superior  to  '  a  patent  direct  from  Almighty  GK>d.' 
A  £Eur  proportion  of  the  German  authors  are  themselves 
men  of  rank :  we  mention  only,  as  of  our  own  time, 
and  notable  in  other  respects,  the  two  Stolbergs  and 
Novalis.  Let  us  not  be  unjust  to  this  class  of  persons. 
It  is  a  poor  error  to  figure  them  as  wrapt  up  in  cere- 
monial stateliness,  avoiding  the  most  gifted  man  of  a 
lower  station ;  and,  for  their  own  supercilious  triviality, 
themselves  avoided  by  all  truly  gifted  men.  On  the 
whole,  we  should  change  our  notion  of  the  German 
nobleman :  that  ancient,  thirsty,  thickheaded,  sixteen- 
quartered  Baron,  who  still  hovers  in  owe  minds,  never 
did  exist  in  such  perfection,  and  is  now  as  extinct  as 
our  own  Squire  Western.  His  descendant  is  a  man  of 
other  culture,  other  aims,  and  other  habits.  We  ques- 
tion whether  there  is  an  aristocracy  in  Europe,  which, 
taken  as  a  whole,  both  in  a  public  and  private  capacity, 
more  honours  art  and  literature,  and  does  more  both  in 
public  and  private  to  encourage  them.  Excluded  frt>m 
society !  What,  we  would  ask,  was  Wieland's,  Schil- 
ler's, Herder's,  Johannes  MiiHer's  society?  Has  not 
Goethe,  by  birth  a  Frankfort  burgher,  been,  since  his 
twenty-sixth  year,  the  companion,  not  of  nobles  but  of 
princes,  and  for  half  his  life  a  minister  of  state  ?     And 
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is  not  this  man,  unrivalled  in  so  many  fietr  deeper  quali- 
ties, known  also  and  felt  to  be  unrivalled  in  nobleness  of 
breeding  and  bearing ;  fit  not  to  learn  of  princes,  in  this 
respect,  but  by  the  example  of  his  daily  life  to  teach 
them? 

We  hear  much  of  the  munificent  spirit  displayed 
among  the  better  classes  in  England  ;  their  high  estima- 
tion of  the  arts,  and  generous  patronage  of  the  artist. 
We  rejoice  to  hear  it ;  we  hope  it  is  true,  and  will  be- 
come truer  and  truer.  We  hope  that  a  great  change  has 
taken  place  among  these  classes,  since  the  time  when 
Bishop  Burnet  could  write  of  them,  •  They  are  for  the 
'  most  part  the  worst  instructed,  and  the  least  knowing, 
'  of  any  of  their  rank  I  ever  went  among !'  Nevertheless, 
let  us  arrogate  to  ourselves  no  exclusive  praise  in  this 
particular.  Other  nations  can  appreciate  the  arts,  and 
cherish  their  cultivators,  as  well  as  we.  Nay,  while 
learning  from  us  in  many  other  matters,  we  suspect  the 
Grermans  might  even  teach  us  somewhat  in  regard  to  this. 
At  all  events,  the  pity,  which  certain  of  our  authors  ex- 
press for  the  civil  condition  of  their  brethren  in  that 
country,  is,  from  such  a  quarter,  a  superfluous  feeling. 
Nowhere,  let  us  rest  assured,  is  genius  more  devoutly 
honoured  than  there,  by  all  ranks  of  men,  from  peasants 
and  burghers  up  to  legislators  and  kings.  It  was  but  last 
year  that  the  Diet  of  the  Empire  passed  an  Act  in  favour 
of  one  individual  poet :  the  Final  Edition  of  Ooethe's 
Works  was  guarantied  to  be  protected  against  commer- 
cial injury  in  every  state  of  Germany ;  and  special  as- 
surances to  that  eflfect  were  sent  him,  in  the  kindest 
terms,  from  all  the  Authorities  there  assembled,  some  of 
them  the  highest  in  his  coxmtry  or  in  Europe.  Nay,  even 
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whOe  we  "write,  are  not  the  newspapers  recording  a  visit 
from  the  Sovereign  of  Bavaria  in  person,  to  the  same 
venerable  man ;  a  mere  ceremony  perhaps,  but  one  which 
almost  recalls  to  us  the  era  of  the  antique  Sages  and  the 
Grecian  Kings  ? 

This  hypothesis,  therefore,  it  would  seem,  is  not  sup- 
ported by  facts,  and  so  returns  to  its  original  elements. 
Hie  causes  it  alleges  are  impossible :  but,  what  is  still 
more  fiital,  the  effect  it  proposes  to  accoimt  for  has,  in 
reality,  no  existence.     We  venture  to  deny  that  the 
Germans  are  defective  in  taste  ;    even  as  a  nation,  as  a 
public,   taking  one   thing  with  another,  we  ima^e, 
they  may  stand  comparison  witii  any  of  their  neigh- 
bours ;  as  writers,  as  critics,  they  may  decidedly  court 
it.     True,  there  is  a  mass  of  dulness,  awkwardness, 
and  £Edse  susceptibility  in  the  lower  regions  of  their 
literature:    but  is  not  bad  taste  endemical  in   such 
regions  of  every  literature  imder  the  sun  ?     Pure  Stu- 
pidity, indeed,  is  of  a  quiet  nature,  and  content  to  be 
merely  stupid.     But  seldom  do  we  find  it  pure ;  seldom 
unadulterated  with  some  tincture  of  ambition,  which 
drives  it  into  new  and  strange  metamorphoses.    Here 
it  has  assumed  a  contemptuous  trenchant  air,  intended 
to  represent  superior  tact,  and  a  sort  of  all- wisdom ; 
there  a  truculent  atrabilious  scowl,  which  is  to  stand 
for  passionate  strength :   now  we  have  an  outpouring 
of  tumid  fervoiur ;   now  a  fruitless,  asthmatic  hunting 
after  wit  and  humour.     Grave  or  gay.  enthusiastic  or 
derisive,  admiring  or  despising,  the  dull  man  would  be 
something  which  he  is  not  and  cannot  be.     Shall  we 
confess,  that,  of  these  two  common  extremes,  we  reckon 
the  German  error  considerably  the  more  harmless,  and, 
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in  our  day,  by  fiar  the  more  curable  ?  Of  unwise  admi- 
ration much  may  be  hoped,  for  much  good  is  really  in 
it :  but  unwise  contempt  is  itself  a  negation ;  nothing 
comes  of  it,  for  it  is  nothing. 

To  judge  of  a  national  taste,  however,  we  must 
raise  our  view  from  its  transitory  modes  to  its  perennial 
models ;  from  the  mass  of  vulgar  writers,  who  blaze 
out  and  are  extinguished  with  the  popular  delusion 
which  they  flatter,  to  those  few  who  are  admitted  to 
shine  with  a  pure  and  lasting  lustre ;  to  whom,  by 
common  consent,  the  eyes  of  the  people  are  turned,  as 
to  its  loadstars  and  celestial  luminaries.  Among  Ger- 
man writers  of  this  stamp,  we  would  ask  any  candid 
reader  of  them,  let  him  be  of  what  cotmtry  or  creed  he 
might,  whether  bad  taste  struck  him  as  a  prevailing 
characteristic.  Was  Wieland's  taste  uncultivated  ? 
Taste,  we  should  say,  and  taste  of  the  very  species 
which  a  disciple  of  the  Negative  School  would  call  the 
highest,  formed  the  great  object  of  his  life ;  the  perfec- 
tion he  unweariedly  endeavoured  after,  and,  more  than 
any  other  perfection,  has  attained.  The  most  fas- 
tidious Frenchman  might  read  him,  with  admiration  of 
his  merely  French  qualities.  And  is  not  Klopstock^ 
with  his  clear  enthusiasm,  his  azure  purity,  and  hea- 
venly, if  still  somewhat  cold  and  lunar  light,  a  man  of 
taste?  His  Messias  reminds  us  oftener  of  no  other 
poets  than  of  Virgil  and  Radne.  But  it  is  to  Lessing 
that  an  Englishman  would  turn  with  readiest  affecticm. 
We  cannot  but  wonder  that  more  of  this  man  is  not 
known  among  us ;  or  that  the  knowledge  of  him  has 
not  done  more  to  remove  such  misconceptions.  Among 
all  the  writers  of  the  eighteenth  century,  we  will  not 
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except  even  Diderot  and  David  Hume;  there  is  not  one 
of  a  more  compact  and  rigid  intellectual  structure ; 
who  more  distinctly  knows  what  he  is  aiming  at,  or 
'vdth  more  gracefulness,  vigour,  and  precision  sets  it 
forth  to  his  readers.  He  tiiinks  with  the  clearness  and 
piendng  sharpness  of  the  most  expert  logician ;  but  a 
genial  fire  pervades  him,  a  wit,  a  heartiness,  a  general 
richness  and  fineness  of  nature,  to  which  most  logicians 
are  strangers.  He  is  a  sceptic  in  many  things,  but  the 
noblest  of  sceptics  ;  a  nuld,  manly,  half-careless  enthu- 
idasm  struggles  through  his  indignant  unbelief:  he 
stands  before  us  like  a  toilwom,  but  unwearied  and 
heroic  champion,  earning  not  the  conquest  but  the  battle; 
as  indeed  himself  admits  to  us,  that '  it  is  not  the  find- 
ing of  truth,  but  the  honest  search  for  it,  that  profits.' 
We  confess,  we  should  be  entirely  at  a  loss  for  the  lite- 
rary creed  of  that  man  who  reckoned  Lessing  other  than 
a  thoroughly  cultivated  writer ;  nay,  entitled  to  rank, 
in  this  particular,  with  the  most  distinguished  writers 
of  any  existing  nation.  As  a  poet,  as  a  critic,  philoso- 
pher, or  controversialist,  his  style  will  be  found  precisely 
such  as  we  of  England  are  accustomed  to  admire  most ; 
brief,  nervous,  vivid  ;  yet  quiet,  without  glitter  or  an- 
tithesis ;  idiomatic,  piu^  without  purism,  transparent, 
yet  full  of  character  and  reflex  hues  of  meaning.  '  Every 
sentence,'  says  Horn,  and  justly,  '  is  Uke  a  phalanx ;' 
not  a  word  wrong  placed,  not  a  word  that  could  be 
spared ;  and  it  forms  itself  so  calmly  and  lightly,  and 
stands  in  its  completeness,  so  gay,  yet  so  impregnable  ! 
As  a  poet  he  contemptuously  denied  himself  all  merit ; 
but  his  readers  have  not  taken  him  at  his  word  :  here 
too  a  similar  felicity  of  style  attends  him ;  his  plays,  his 
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Minna  von  Bamhelm,  his  Emilie  Galotti,  his  Nathan 
der  Weise,  have  a  genuine  and  graceful  poetic  life  ;  yet 
no  works  known  to  us  in  any  language  are  purer  from 
exaggeration^  or  any  appearance  of  fedsehood.  They 
are  pictures,  we  might  say,  painted  not  in  colours,  but 
in  crayons ;  yet  a  strange  attraction  lies  in  them  ;  for 
the  figures  are  grouped  into  the  finest  attitudes,  and 
true  and  spirit-speaking  in  every  line.  It  is  with  his 
style  chiefly  that  we  have  to  do  here  ;  yet  we  must  add, 
that  the  matter  of  his  works  is  not  less  meritorious. 
His  Criticism  and  philosophic  or  religious  Scepticism 
were  of  a  higher  mood  than  had  yet  been  heard  in  Eu- 
rope, still  more  in  Grermany :  his  Dramaturgic  first 
exploded  the  pretensions  of  the  French  theatre,  and, 
with  irresistible  conviction,  made  Shakspeare  known  to 
his  countrymen  ;  preparing  the  way  for  a  brighter  era 
in  their  literature,  the  chief  men  of  which  still  thank- 
fully look  back  to  Lessing  as  their  patriarch.  His 
Laocoon,  with  its  deep  glances  into  the  philosophy  of 
Art,  his  Dialogues  of  Freemasons,  a  work  of  far  higher 
import  than  its  title  indicates,  may  yet  teach  many 
things  to  most  of  us,  which  we  know  not,  and  ought  to 
know. 

With  Lessing  and  Klopstock  might  be  joined,  in 
this  respect,  nearly  every  one,  we  do  not  say  of  their  dis- 
tinguished, but  even  of  their  tolerated  contemporari^. 
The  two  Jacobis,  known  more  or  less  in  all  countries, 
are  little  known  here,  if  they  are  accused  of  wanting 
literary  taste.  These  are  men.  whether  as  thinkers  or 
i>oets,  to  be  regarded  and  admired  for  their  mild  and 
lofty  wisdom,  the  devoutness,  the  benignity  and  calm 
grandeur  oi  their  philosophical  views.     In  such,  it  were 


STATE  OF  OBBMAK  LITKBATUKE.  61 

strange  if  among  so  many  high  merits,  this  lower  one 
of  a  just  and  elegant  style,  which  is  indeed  their  natural 
and  even  necessary  product,  had  heen  wanting.  We 
recommend  the  elder  Jacobi  no  less  for  his  clearness 
than  for  his  depth  ;  of  the  younger,  it  may  be  enough 
in  this  point  of  view  to  say,  that  the  chief  praisers  of 
his  earlier  poetry  were  the  French.  Neither  are  Ha- 
mann  and  Mendelsohn,  who  could  meditate  deep 
thoughts,  defective  in  the  power  of  uttering  them  with 
propriety.  The  Ptucdon  of  the  latter,  in  its  chaste 
precision  and  simplicity  of  style,  may  almost  remind  us 
of  Xenophon  :  Socrates,  to  our  mind,  has  spoken  in  no 
modem  language  so  like  Socrates,  as  here,  by  the  lips 
of  this  wise  and  cultivated  Jew."^ 

Among  the  poets   and  more   popular  writers  of 
the  dme,  the  case  is  the  same  :  Utz,  Gellert,  Cramer 

^  The  bistoiy  of  Mendelflohn  i«  interestmg  in  itsdf,  and  full 
of  enoosragone&t  to  all  kyrers  of  adf-improremcnt.  At  thirteen 
he  was  a  wandering  Jewish  beggar,  without  health,  without  home, 
aliDoat  without  a  language,  for  the  jargon  of  broken  Hebrew  and 
prorincial  German  which  he  spoke  could  scarcely  be  called  one. 
At  middle  age,  be  could  write  this  Phadon ;  was  a  man  of  wealth 
and  breeding,  and  ranked  among  the  teadiers  of  his  age.  like 
Fope,  be  abode  by  his  original  creed,  though  often  solicited  to 
change  it :  indeed,  the  grand  problem  of  his  life  was  to  better  the 
inward  and  outward  condition  of  his  own  ill>fated  people ;  for 
whom  he  actually  accomplished  much  benefit.  He  was  a  mild, 
shrewd,  and  worthy  man ;  and  might  weQ  love  Ph^tdon  and  So- 
crates, for  his  own  diaracter  was  Socratic.  He  was  a  friend  of 
Lesdng's  :  indeed,  a  pupil ;  for  Lessing  having  accidentally  met 
him  at  chess,  recognised  the  spirit  that  lay  struggling  under  such 
ineaaibnaioes,  and  generously  undertook  to  help  him.  By  teach- 
ing the  poor  Jew  a  little  Greek,  he  disen^ianted  bim  from  the 
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Ramler,  Kleist,  Hagedom,  Rabener,  Gleim,  and  a  mul- 
titude of  lesser  men,  whatever  excellences  they  might 
want,  certainly  are  not  chargeable  with  bad  taste.  Nay, 
perhaps  of  all  writers  they  are  the  least  chargeable  with 
it :  a  certain  clear,  light,  unaffected  elegance,  of  a  higher 
nature  than  French  elegance,  it  might  be,  yet  to  the  ex- 
clusion of  all  very  deep  or  genial  qualities,  was  the  excel- 
lence they  strove  after,  and,  for  the  most  part,  in  a  fair 
measure  attained.  They  resemble  English  writers  of  the 
same,  or  perhaps  an  earlier  period,  more  than  any  other 
foreigners  :  apart  from  Pope,  whose  influence  is  visible 
enough,  Beattie,  Logan,  Wilkie,  Glover,  unknown  per- 
haps to  any  of  them,  might  otherwise  have  almost 
seemed  their  models.  Goldsmith  also  would  rank 
among  them  ;  perhaps  in  regard  to  true  poetic  genius, 
at  their  head,  for  none  of  them  has  left  us  a  Vicar  of 
Wakefield ;  though,  in  regard  to  judgment,  knowledge, 
general  talent,  his  place  would  scarcely  be  so  high. 

The  same  thing  holds,  in  general,  and  with  fewer 
drawbacks,  of  the  somewhat  later  and  more  energetic 
race,  denominated  the  Gottingen  School;  in  contradis- 
tinction from  the  Saxon,  to  which  Rabener,  Cramer, 
and  Gellert  directly  belonged,  and  most  of  those  others 
indirectly.  Holty,  Burger,  the  two  Stolbergs,  are  men 
whom  Bossu  might  measure  with  his  scale  and  com- 
passes as  strictly  as  he  pleased.  Of  Herder,  SchiUer, 
Goethe,  we  speak  not  here  :   they  are  men  of  another 

Talmud  and  the  Rabbins.  The  two  were  afterwards  co-labourers 
in  Nicolai's  Deuttche  Bibliothek,  the  first  German  Retnew  of  anj 
character ;  which,  however,  in  the  hands  of  Nicolai  himself,  it 
subsequently  lost.  Mendelsohn's  Works  have  mostly  been  trans- 
lated into  French. 
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etatoie  and  form  of  movement,  whom  Bossn's  scale  and 
compasses  could  not  measure  without  difficulty,  or 
rather  not  at  alL  To  say  that  such  men  wrote  with 
taste  of  this  sort,  were  saying  little  ;  for  this  forms  not 
the  apex,  but  the  basis,  in  their  conception  of  style ;  a 
quality  not  to  be  paraded  as  an  excellence,  but  to  be 
understood  as  indispensable,  as  there  by  necessity,  and 
like  a  thing  of  course. 

In  truth,  for  it  must  be  spoken  out,  our  opponents 
are  widely  astray  in  this  matter ;  so  widely  that  their 
Tiews  of  it  are  not  only  dim  and  perplexed,  but  alto- 
gether imaginary  and  delusive.  It  is  proposed  to 
school  the  Gtermans  in  the  Alphabet  of  taste  ;  and  the 
Gkrmans  are  already  busied  with  their  Accidence ! 
Far  from  being  behind  other  nations  in  the  practice  or 
science  of  Criticism,  it  is  a  £Eu;t,  for  which  we  fearlessly 
refer  to  all  competent  judges,  that  they  are  distinctly, 
and  even  considerably,  in  advance.  We  state  what  is 
already  known  to  a  great  part  of  Europe  to  be  true. 
Criticism  has  assumed  a  new  form  in  (Germany  ;  it  pro- 
ceeds on  other  principles,  and  proposes  to  itself  a 
higher  aim.  The  grand  question  is  not  now  a  question 
concerning  the  qualities  of  diction,  the  coherence  of 
metaphors,  the  fitness  of  sentiments,  the  general  logical 
truth,  in  a  work  of  art,  as  it  was  some  half  century  ago 
among  most  critics  :  neither  is  it  a  question  mainly  of 
a  psychological  sort,  to  be  answered  by  discovering  and 
delineating  the  peculiar  nature  of  the  poet  fromhis  poetry, 
as  is  usual  with  the  best  of  our  own  critics  at  present : 
but  it  is,  not  indeed  exclusively,  but  inclusively  of  those 
two  other  questions,  properly  and  ultimately  a  question 
on  Ihe  essence  and  peculiar  life  of  the  poetry  itself. 
The  first  of  these  questions,  as  we  see  it  answered 
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for  instance,  in  the  criticisms  of  Johnson  and  Karnes, 
relates,  strictly  speaking,   to  the  garment  of  poetry; 
the   second,   indeed,   to   its   body   and  material  exis- 
tence, a  much   higher   point;    but   only   the  last   to 
its  soul  and  spiritual  existence,  by  which  alone  can  the 
body,  in  its  movements  and  phases,  be  informed  with 
significance  and  rational  life.     The  problem  is  not  no\r 
to  determine  by  what  mechanism  Addison  composed 
sentences,  and  struck  out  similitudes,  but  by  what  far 
finer  and  more  mysterious  mechanism  Shakspeare  or- 
ganized his  dramas,  and  gave  life  and  individuality  to 
his  Ariel  and  his  Hamlet.     Wherein  lies  that  life ;  ho\r 
have   they    attained    that    shape    and    individuality  ? 
Whence  comes  that  empyrean  fire,  which  irradiates 
their  whole  being,  and  pierces,  at  least  in  starry  gleams, 
like  a  diviner  thing,  into  all  hearts  ?    Are  these  dramas 
of  his  not  verisimilar  only,  but  true  ;   nay,  truer  than 
reality  itself,  since  the  essence  of  unmixed  reality  is 
bodied  forth  in  them  under  more  expressive  symbols  ? 
What  is  this  unity  of  theirs  ;   and  can  our  deeper  in- 
spection discern  it  to  be  indivisible,  and  existing  by 
necessity,  because  each  work  springs,  as  it  were,  from 
the  general  elements  of  all  Thought,  and  grows  up 
therefrom,  into  form  and  expansion,  by  its  own  growth  ? 
Not  only  who  was  the  poet,  and  how  did  he  compose  ; 
but  what  and  how  was  the  poem,  and  why  was  it  a 
poem  and  not  rhymed  eloquence,   creation  and   not 
figured  passion?      These  are   the   questions  for  the 
critic.     Criticism  stands  like  an  interpreter  between 
the  inspired  and  the  uninspired  ;  between  the  prophet 
and  those  who  hear  the  melody  of  his  words,  and  catch 
some  glimpse  of  their  material  meaning,  but  understand 
not  their  deeper  import.     She  pretends  to  open  for  us 
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this  deeper  import ;  to  clear  our  sense  that  it  may  dis- 
cern the  pure  brightness  of  this  eternal  Beauty,  and 
recognise  it  as  heavenly,  ^^lder  all  forms  where  it  looks 
forth,  and  reject,  as  of  the  earth  earthy,  all  forms,  be 
their  material  splendour  what  it  may,  where  no  gleam- 
ing of  that  other  shines  through. 

This  is  the  task  of  Criticism,  as  the  (Germans  under- 
stand it.  And  how  do  they  accomjdish  this  task  ?  By 
a  vague  dedamadon  clothed  in  gorgeous  mystic  phrase- 
ology ?  By  vehement  tumultuous  anthems  to  the  poet 
and  his  poetry ;  by  epithets  and  laudatory  similitudes 
drawn  from  Tartarus  and  Elysium,  and  all  intermediate 
terrors  and  glories ;  whereby,  in  truth,  it  is  rendered 
dear  both  that  the  poet  is  an  extremely  great  poet,  and 
also  that  the  critic's  allotment  of  understanding,  over- 
flowed by  diese  Pythian  raptures,  has  unhappily  mdted 
into  deHquium  ?  Nowise  in  this  manner  do  the  Germans 
proceed :  but  by  rigorous  sdentific  inquiry  ;  by  appeal 
to  principles  which,  whether  ccmrect  or  not,  have  been 
deduced  patiently,  and  by  long  investigation,  from  the 
highest  and  calmest  regions  of  Philosophy.  For  this 
finer  pcntion  of  their  Criticism  is  now  also  embodied 
in  systems;  and  standing,  so  far  as  these  reach,  co- 
herent, distinct,  and  methodical,  no  less  than,  on  their 
much  shallower  foundation,  the  systems  of  Bolieau  and 
Blair.  That  this  new  Criticism  is  a  complete,  much 
more  a  certain  sdence,  we  are  far  from  meaning  to 
affirm :  the  aesthetic  theories  of  Kant,  Herder,  Schiller, 
Goethe,  Richter,  vary  in  external  aspect,  according  to 
the  varied  habits  of  the  individual ;  and  can  at  best  only 
be  regarded  as  approximations  to  the  truth,  or  modifi- 
cations of  it ;  each  critic  representing  it,  as  it  harmonizes 
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more  or  less  perfectly  with  the  other  intellectual  per- 
suasions of  his  own  mind,  and  of  different  classes  of 
minds  that  resemble  his.  Nor  can  we  here  undertake 
to  inquire  what  degree  of  such  approximation  to  the 
truth  there  is  in  each  or  all  of  these  writers  ;  or  in  Tleck 
and  the  two  Schlegels,  who,  especially  the  latter,  have 
laboured  so  meritoriously  in  reconciling  these  variouB 
opinions;  and  so  successfully  in  impressing  and  dif- 
fusing the  best  spirit  of  them,  first  in  their  own  country, 
and  now  also  in  several  others.  Thus  much,  however, 
we  will  say  :  That  we  reckon  the  mere  circumstance  of 
such  a  science  being  in  existence,  a  ground  of  the 
highest  consideration,  and  worthy  the  best  attention  of 
all  inquiring  men.  For  we  should  err  widely  if  we 
thought  that  this  new  tendency  of  critical  science  per- 
tains to  Germany  alone.  It  is  a  European  tendency, 
and  springs  from  the  general  condition  of  intellect  in 
Europe.  We  ourselves  have  all,  for  the  last  thirty 
years,  more  or  less  distinctly  felt  the  necessity  of  such 
a  science :  witness  the  neglect  into  which  our  Blairs  and 
Bossus  have  silently  fallen ;  our  increased  and  increasing 
admiration,  not  only  of  Shakspeare,  but  of  all  his  con- 
temporaries, and  of  all  who  breathe  any  portion  of  his 
spirit ;  oiu:  controversy  whether  Pope  was  a  poet ;  and 
so  much  vague  effort  on  the  part  of  our  best  critics, 
everywhere  to  express  some  still  unexpressed  idea  con- 
cerning the  nature  of  true  poetry ;  as  if  they  felt  in  their 
hearts  that  a  piure  glory,  nay  a  divineness,  belonged  to 
it,  for  which  they  had  as  yet  no  name,  and  no  intellectual 
form.  But  in  Italy  too,  in  France  itself,  the  same  thing 
b  visible.  Their  grand  controversy,  so  hotly  urged, 
between  the  Classicists  and  the  Romanticists,  in  which 
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the  Schlegds  are  assumed,  much  too  loosely,  on  all 
hands,  as  the  patrons  and  generalissimos  of  the  latter, 
shows  us  sufficiently  what  spirit  is  at  work  in  that  long 
stagnant  literature.  Doubtless  this  turbid  fermentation 
of  the  elements  will  at  length  settle  into  clearness,  both 
there,  and  here,  as  in  Germany  it  has  already  in  a  great 
measure  done ;  and  perhi^  a  more  serene  and  genial 
poetic  day  is  everywhere  to  be  expected  with  some  con- 
fidence. How  much  the  example  of  the  Germans  may 
have  to  teach  us  in  this  particular,  needs  no  feurther 
exposition. 

The  authors  and  first  promulgators  of  this  new  cri- 
tical doctrine,  were  at  one  time  contemptuously  named  the 
New  School ;  nor  was  it  till  after  a  war  of  all  the  few 
good  heads  in  the  nation,  with  all  the  many  bad  ones, 
had  ended  as  such  wars  must  ever  do,'*'  that  these  cri- 
tical principles  were  generally  adopted  ;  and  their  asser- 
tors  found  to  be  no  School,  or  new  heretical  Sect,  but 
the  ancient  primitive  Catholic  Communion,  of  which  all 
sects  that  had  any  living  light  in  them  were  but  mem- 
bers and  subordinate  modes.     It  is,  indeed,  the  most 

*  It  began  in  SduUer's  Mustnalmanaeh  for  1797.  The  Xenien 
(a  series  of  philoaophic  epigrams  jointly  by  Schiller  and  Goethe) 
descended  there  unexpectedly,  like  a  flood  of  ethereal  fire,  on  the 
German  literary  world  ;  quickening  all  that  was  noble  into  new  life, 
bat  risiting  the  ancient  empire  of  Dnlness  with  astonishment  and 
miknown  pangs.  Tlie  agitation  was  extreme ;  scarcely  since  the 
age  of  Lather,  has  there  been  such  stir  and  strife  in  the  intellect  of 
Germany ;  indeed,  scarcely  since  that  age,  has  there  been  a  contro- 
versy, if  we  consider  its  ultimate  bearings  on  the  best  and  noblest 
interests  of  mankind,  so  important  as  this,  which,  for  the  time, 
seemed  only  to  torn  on  metapyhsical  subtleties,  and  matters  of  mere 
elegance.     Its  farther  applications  became  apparent  by  degrees. 
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sacred  article  of  this  creed  to  preach  and  practice  uni- 
versal tolerance.     Every  literature  of  the  world   has 
been  cultivated  by  the  Germans  ;  and  to  every  literature 
they  have  studied  to  give  due  honour.     Shakspeare  and 
Homer,  no  doubt,  occupy  alone  the  loftiest  station  in  the 
poetical  Ol3nnpus ;  but  there  is  space  in  it  for  all  true 
Singers  out  of  every  age  and  clime.     Ferdusi  and  the 
primeval  Mythologists  of  Hindostan,  live  in  brotherly 
union  with  the  Troubadours  and  ancient  Story-tellers 
of  the  West.     The  wayward  mystic  gloom  of  Calderon, 
the  lurid  fire  of  Dante,  the  auroral  light  of  Tasso,  the 
detur  icy  glitter  of  Racine,  all  are  acknowledged  and 
reverenced :  nay,  in  the  celestial  fore-court  an  abode  has 
been  appointed  for  the  Gressets  and  Delilles,  that  no 
spark  of  inspiration,  no  tone  of  mental  music,  might 
remain  unrecognised.     The  Germans  study  foreign  na- 
tions in  a  spirit  which  deserves  to  be  oftener  imitated. 
It  is  their  honest  endeavour  to  understand  each,  with 
its  own  peculiarities,  in  its  own  special  manner  of  ex- 
isting; not  that  they  may  praise  it,  or  censure  it,  or 
attempt  to  alter  it,  but  simply  that  they  may  see  this 
manner  of  existing  as  the  nation  itself  sees  it,  and  so 
participate  in  whatever  worth  or  beauty  it  has  brought 
into  being.     Of  all  literatures,  accordingly,  the  German 
has  the  best  as  well  as  the  most  translations ;  men  like 
Gk)ethe,  Schiller,  Wieland,  Schlegel,  Tieck,  have  not 
disdained  this  task.     Of  Shakspeare  there  are   three 
entire  versions  admitted  to  be  good ;  and  we  know  not 
how  many  partial,  or  considered   as   bad.     In   their 
criticisms  of  him  we  ourselves  have  long  ago  admitted, 
that  no  such  clear  judgment  or  hearty  appreciation  of  his 
merits  had  ever  been  exhibited  by  any  critic  of  our  own. 
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To  attempt  statmg  in  separate  aphorisms  the  doc- 
trines of  this  new  poetical  system,  would  in  such  space  as 
is  now  allowed  us,  he  to  ins\ire  them  of  misapprehension. 
The  science  of  Criticism,  as  the  Grermans  practise  it,  is 
no  study  of  an  hour :  for  it  springs  from  the  depthp  of 
thought,  and  remotely  or  immediately  connects  itself 
with  the  subtlest  problems  of  all  philosophy.  One 
characteristic  of  it  we  may  state,  the  obvious  parent  of 
many  others.  Poetic  beauty,  in  its  pure  essence,  is  not, 
by  this  theory,  as  by  all  our  theories,  from  Hume's  to 
Alison's,  derived  frDm  anything  external,  or  of  merely 
intellectual  origin ;  not  frt>m  association,  or  any  reflex  or 
reminiscence  of  mere  sensations  ;  nor  from  natural  love, 
either  of  imitation,  of  similarity  in  dissimilarity,  of  ex- 
citement by  contrast,  or  of  seeing  difficulties  overcome. 
On  the  contrary  it  is  assumed  as  underived ;  not  bor- 
rowing its  existence  frDm  such  sources,  but  as  lending 
to  most  of  these  their  significance  and  principal  charm 
for  the  mind.  It  dwells,  and  is  bom  in  the  inmost 
Spirit  of  Man,  united  to  all  love  of  Virtue,  to  all  true 
belief  in  Ood ;  or  rather,  it  is  one  with  this  love  and 
this  belief,  another  phase  of  the  same  highest  principle 
in  the  mysterious  infinitude  of  the  human  Soul.  To 
apprehend  this  beauty  of  poetry,  in  its  full  and  purest 
brightness,  is  not  easy,  but  difficult ;  thousands  on 
thousands  eagerly  read  poems,  and  attain  not  the 
smallest  taste  of  it ;  yet  to  all  uncomipted  hearts,  some 
efinlgences  of  this  heavenly  glory  are  here  and  there 
revealed;  and  to  apprehend  it  clearly  and  wholly,  to 
acquire  and  maintain  a  sense  and  heart  that  sees  and 
worships  it,  is  the  last  perfection  of  all  humane  culture. 
With  mere  readers  for  amusement,  therefore,  this  Criti* 
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cism  has,  and  can  have,  nothing  to  do ;  these  find  their 
amusement,  in  less  or  greater  measure,  and  the  nature 
of  Poetry  remains  for  ever  hidden  from  them  in  deepest 
conceabnent.  On  all  hands,  there  is  no  truce  given  to 
the  hypothesis,  that  the  ultimate  object  of  the  poet  is  to 
please.  Sensation,  even  of  the  finest  and  most  raptu- 
rous sort,  is  not  the  end  but  the  means.  Art  is  to  be 
loved,  not  because  of  its  effects,  but  because  of  itself ; 
not  because  it  is  useful  for  spiritual  pleasure,  or  even  for 
moral  culture,  but  because  it  is  Art,  and  the  highest  in 
man,  and  the  soul  of  all  Beauty.  To  inquire  after  its 
utility,  would  be  like  inquiring  after  the  utility  of  a  GK>d, 
or,  what  to  the  Germans  would  sound  stranger  than  it 
does  to  us,  the  utility  of  Virtue  and  Religion. — On  these 
particulars,  the  authenticity  of  which  we  might  verify, 
not  so  much  by  citation  of  individual  passages,  as  by 
reference  to  the  scope  and  spirit  of  whole  treatises,  we 
must  for  the  present  leave  oiu:  readers  to  their  own  re- 
flections. Might  we  advise  them,  it  would  be  to  inquire 
farther,  and,  if  possible,  to  see  the  matter  with  their  own 
eyes. 

Meanwhile,  that  all  this  must  tend,  among  the  Grer- 
mans,  to  raise  the  general  standard  of  Art,  and  of  what 
an  Artist  ought  to  be  in  his  own  esteem  and  that  of 
others,  will  be  readily  inferred.  The  character  of  a 
Poet  does,  accordingly,  stand  higher  with  the  G^ermans 
than  with  most  nations.  That  he  is  a  man  of  integrity 
as  a  man ;  of  zeal  and  honest  diligence  in  his  art,  and  of 
true  manly  feeling  towards  all  men,  is  of  course  pre- 
supposed. Of  persons  that  are  not  so,  but  employ  their 
gift,  in  rhyme  or  otherwise,  for  brutish  or  malignant 
purposes,  it  is  understood  that  such  lie  without  the 
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limits  of  Criticism,  being  subjects  not  for  tbe  judge  of  Art/* 
but  for  the  judge  of  Police.  But  even  with  regard  to 
the  fedr  tradesman,  who  offers  his  talent  in  open  market, 
to  do  work  of  a  harmless  and  acceptable  sort  for  hire, — 
with  regard  to  this  person  also,  their  opinion  is  very  low. 
The  '  Bread-artist,'  as  they  call  him,  can  gain  no  rever- 
ence for  himself  from  these  men.  '  Unhappy  mortal !' 
says  the  mild  but  lofty-minded  SchiUer,  *  Unhappy 
'  mortal  I  that,  with  Science  and  Art,  the  noblest  of  all 
'instruments,  effectest  and  attemptest  nothing  more 
'than  the  day-drudge  with  the  meanest;  that  in  the 
'  domain  of  perfect  Freedom,  bearest  about  in  thee  the 
'  spirit  of  a  Slave ! '  Nay,  to  the  genuine  Poet,  they 
deny  even  the  privilege  of  regarding  what  so  many 
cherish,  under  the  title  of  their  '  fame,'  as  the  best  and 
highest  of  all.     Hear  Schiller  again : 

<  The  Artist,  it  is  true,  is  the  son  of  his  age ;  bat  pity  for 
him  if  he  is  its  pupil,  or  even  its  favourite !  Let  some  be- 
neficent divinity  snatch  him,  when  a  suckling,  from  the 
breast  of  his  mother,  and  nurse  him  with  the  milk  of  a 
better  time,  that  he  may  ripen  to  his  full  stature  beneath  a 
distant  Grecian  sky.  And  having  grown  to  manhood,  let 
bim  return,  a  foreigii  shape,  into  his  century ;  not,  however, 
to  delight  it  by  bis  presence,  but  dreadful,  like  tbe  son  of 
Agamemnon,  to  purify  it.  The  matter  of  his  works  be  will 
take  from  the  present,  but  their  form  he  will  derive  from  a 
nobler  time ;  nay,  from  beyond  all  time,  from  the  absolute 
nnchanging  unity  of  bis  own  nature.  Here,  from  tbe  pure 
aptber  of  his  spiritual  essence,  flows  down  the  Fountain  of 
Beauty,  uncon laminated  by  tbe  pollutions  of  ages  and  gene- 
rations, which  roll  to  and  fro  in  their  turbid  vortex  far 
beneath  it  His  matter  Caprice  can  dishonour,  as  she  has 
ennobled  it;  but  tbe  chaste  form  is  withdrawn  from  her 
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mutations.  The  Roman  of  the  first  century  had  Iod^  bent 
the  knee  before  his  Cesars,  when  the  statues  of  Rome 
were  still  standing  erect ;  the  temples  continued  holy  to  the 
eye,  when  their  gods  had  long  been  a  laughing-stock ;  and 
the  abominations  of  a  Nero  and  a  Commodus  were  silently 
rebuked  by  the  style  of  the  edifice,  which  lent  them  its 
concealment.  Man  has  lost  his  dignity,  but  art  has  sayed 
it,  and  preserved  it  for  him  in  expressive  marbles.  Truth 
still  lives  in  fiction,  and  from  the  copy  the  original  will  be 
restored. 

*  But  how  is  the  Artist  to  guard  himself  from  the  cor- 
ruptions of  his  time,  which  on  every  side  assail  him  ?  By 
despising  its  decisions.  Let  him  look  upwards  to  his  dignity 
and  the  law,  not  downwards  to  his  happiness  and  his  wants. 
Free  alike  from  the  vain  activity  that  longs  to  impress  its 
traces  on  the  fleeting  instant,  and  from  the  querulous  spirit 
of  enthusiasm  that  measures  by  the  scale  of  perfection  the 
meagre  product  of  reality,  let  him  leave  to  mere  Under- 
standing, which  is  here  at  home,  the  province  of  the  actual ; 
while  he  strives,  by  uniting  the  possible  with  the  necessary, 
to  produce  the  ideal.  This  let  him  imprint  and  express  in 
fiction  and  truth;  imprint  it  in  the  sport  of  his  imagination 
and  the  earnest  of  his  actions ;  imprint  it  in  all  sensible  and 
spiritual  forms,  and  cast  it  silently  into  everlasting  time.* 

Still  higher  are  Fichte's  notions  on  this  subject ;  or 
rather  expressed  in  higher  terms,  for  the  central  principle 
is  the  same  both  in  the  philosopher  and  the  poet.  Ac- 
cording to  Fichte,  there  is  a  '  Divine  idea  *  pervading 
the  visible  Universe ;  which  visible  Universe  is  indeed 
but  its  s3nnbol  and  sensible  manifestation,  having  in 
itself  no  meaning,  or  even  true  existence  independent  of 
it.     To  the  mass  of  men  this  Divine  Idea  of  the  world 

^Ueber  die  AetthetUehe  Erxiehung  det  Men*chen,  On  the 
•Esthetic  Eda<»tion  of  Man. 
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lies  hidden :  yet  to  discern  it,  to  seize  it,  and  live 
wholly  in  it,  is  the  condition  of  all  genuine  virtue, 
knowledge,  freedom;  and  the  end,  therefore,  of  all 
qnritual  e£Fort  in  every  age.  Literary  Men  are  the 
appointed  interpreters  of  this  Divine  Idea ;  a  perpetual 
priesthood,  we  might  say,  standing  forth,  generation 
after  generation,  as  the  dispensers  and  living  types  of 
God's  everlasting  wisdom,  to  show  it  in  their  writings 
and  actions,  in  such  particular  form  as  their  own  parti- 
cular times  require  it  in.  For  each  age,  hy  the  law  of  its 
nature,  is  different  from  every  other  age,  and  demands 
a  different  representation  of  the  Divine  Idea,  the  essence 
of  which  is  the  same  in  all ;  so  that  the  literary  man  of 
one  century  is  only  hy  mediation  and  re-interpretation 
applicable  to  the  wants  of  another.  But  in  every  cen- 
tury, every  man  who  labours,  be  it  in  what  province  he 
may,  to  teach  others,  must  first  have  possessed  himself 
of  the  Divine  Idea,  or,  at  least,  be  with  his  whole  heart 
and  his  whole  soul  striving  after  it.  If,  without  pos- 
sesang  it  or  striving  after  it,  he  abide  diligently  by 
some  material  practical  department  of  knowledge,  he 
may  indeed  still  be  (says  Fichte,  in  his  rugged  way)  a 
'  useful  hodman  ;'  but  should  he  attempt  to  deal  with 
the  Whole,  and  to  become  an  architect,  he  is,  in  strict- 
ness of  language,  '  Nothing ;' — '  he  is  an  ambiguous 
'  mongrel  between  the  possessor  of  the  Idea,  and  the 
'  man  who  feels  himself  solidly  supported  and  carried 
'  on  by  the  common  Reality  of  things  :  in  his  fruitless 
'  endeavour  after  the  Idea,  he  has  neglected  to  acquire 
'  the  craft  of  taking  part  in  this  Reality  ;  and  so  hovers 
'  between  two  worlds,  without  pertaining  to  either.' 
Elsewhere  he  adds  : 

VOL.  I.  s 
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*  There  is  still,  from  another  point  of  view,  another  di- 
vision in  our  notion  of  the  Literary  Man,  and  one  to  us  of 
inimediate  application.     Namely,  either  the  Literary  Man 
has  already  laid  hold  of  the  whole  Divine  Tdea,  in  so  far 
as  it  can  he  comprehended  hy  man,  or  perhaps  of  a  special 
portion  of  this  its  comprehensible  part,— which  truly  is  not 
possible  without  at  least  a  clear  oversight  of  the  whole ; — 
he  has  already  laid  hold  of  it,  penetrated,  and  made  it  en- 
tirely clear  to  himself,  so  that  it  has  become  a  possession 
recallable  at  all  times  in  the  same  shape  to  his  view,  and  a 
component  part  of  his  personality :  in  that  case  he  is  a 
completed  and  equipt  Literary  Man,  a  man  who  has  studied. 
Or  else,  he  is  still  struggling  and  striving  to  make  the  Idea 
in  general,  or  that  particular  portion  and  point  of  it,  from 
which  onwards  he  for  his  part  means  to  penetrate  the  whole, 
— entirely  clear   to  himself;    detached  sparkles  of  light 
already  spring  forth  on  him  from  all  sides,  and  disclose  a 
higher  world  before  him  ;  but  they  do  not  yet  unite  them- 
selves into  an  indivisible   whole;    they  vanish   from  his 
view  as  capriciously  as  they  came ;  he  cannot  yet  bring  them 
under  obedience  to  his  freedom :  in  that  case  he  is  a  pro- 
gressing and  self-unfolding  literar}'  man,  a  Student.     That 
it  be  actually  the  Tdea,  which  is  possessed  or  striven  after, 
is  common  to  both.     Should  the  striving  aim  merely  at  the 
outward  form,  and  the  letter  of  learned  culture,  there  is  then 
produced,  when  the  circle  is  gone  round,  the  completed, 
when  it  is  not  yet  gone  round,  the  progressing,  Buugler 
C  Stumper  J.     The  latter  is  more  tolerable  than  the  former ; 
for  there  is  still  room  to  hope  that,  in  continuing  his  travel, 
he  may  at  some  future  point  be  seized  by  the  Idea ;  hut  of 
the  first  all  hope  is  over.'* 

From  this  bold  and  lofty  principle  the  duties  of  the 

*  Ueber  das  Wesen  des  Gelekrten ;  (On  the  Nature  of  the  Lite- 
rary Man) ;  a  Course  of  Lectures  ddivered  at  Jena ;  published  in 

1805. 
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Ldterary  Man  are  deduced  with  scientific  precision ;  and 
stated,  in  all  their  sacredness  and  grandeur,  with  an 
austere  brevity  more  impressive  than  any  rhetoric. 
Fichte's  metaphyseal  theory  may  be  called  in  question, 
and  readily  enough  misapprehended;  but  the  sublime 
stoicism  of  his  sentiments  will  find  some  response  in  many 
a  heart.  We  must  add  the  conclusion  of  his  first  Dis- 
course, as  a  farther  illustration  of  his  manner : 

'  In  disquisitions  of  the  sort  like  ours  of  to-day,  which  all 
the  rest  too  must  resemble,  the  generality  are  wont  to  cen- 
sure :  First,  their  severity ;  very  often  on  the  good-natured 
supposition  that  the  speaker  is  not  aware  how  much  his  ri- 
goar  must  displease  us;  that  we  have  but  frankly  to  let  him 
know  this,  and  then  doubtless  he  will  reconsider  himself, 
and  soften  his  statements.  Thus,  we  said  above,  that  a  man 
who,  after  literary  culture,  had  not  arrived  at  knowledge  of 
the  Divine  Idea,  or  did  not  strive  towards  it,  was  in  strict 
speech  Nothing ;  and  farther  down,  we  said  that  he  was  a 
Bungler.  This  is  in  the  style  of  those  unmerciful  expres- 
sions, by  which  philosophers  give  such  offence. — Now, 
looking  away  from  the  present  case,  that  we  may  front  the 
maxim  in  its  general  shape,  I  remind  you  that  this  species 
of  character,  without  decisive  force  to  renounce  all  respect 
for  Truth,  seeks  merely  to  bargain  and  cheapen  something 
out  of  ber,  whereby  he  himself  on  easier  terms  may  attain 
to  some  consideration.  But  Troth,  which  once  for  all  is  as 
she  is,  and  cannot  alter  aught  of  her  nature,  goes  on  her 
way ;  and  there  remains  for  her,  in  regard  to  those  who 
desire  her  not  simply  because  she  is  true,  nothing  else,  but 
to  leave  them  standing  as  if  they  had  never  addressed  her. 

•  Then  farther,  discourses  of  this  sort  are  wont  to  be  cen- 
sured as  unintelligible.  Thus  I  figure  to  myself, — nowise 
yon.  Gentlemen,  but  some  completed  Literary  Man  of  the 
second  species,  whose  eye  the  disquisition  here   entered 
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upon  chanced  to  meet,  as  coming  forward,  doubting  this 
way  and  that,  and  at  last  reflectively  exclaiming :  "  The 
Idea,  the  Divine  Idea,  that  which  lies  at  the  bottom  of  Ap- 
pearance :  what  pray  may  this  mean  ?"  Of  such  a  questioner 
I  would  inquire  in  tnm :  "  What  pray  may  this  question 
mean  ?" — Investigate  it  strictly,  it  means  in  most  cases  no* 
thing  more  than  so :  "  Under  what  other  names,  and  in  what 
other  formulas,  do  I  already  know  this  same  thing,  which 
thou  expressest  by  so  strange  and  to  me  so  unknown  a  sym- 
bol ?"  And  to  this  again  in  most  cases  the  only  suitable 
reply  were  so :  "  Thou  knowest  this  thing  not  at  all,  nei- 
ther under  this,  nor  under  any  other  name ;  and  wouldst  thou 
arrife  at  the  knowledge  of  it,  thou  must  even  now  begin  at 
the  beginning  to  make  study  thereof  ;«-and  then,  most  fitly, 
under  that  name  by  which  it  is  here  first  presented  to 
thee!"' 

With  such  a  notioii  of  the  Artist,  it  were  a  strange 
inconsistency  did  Criticism  show  itself  unscientific  or 
lax  in  estimating  the  product  of  his  Art.  For  light  on 
this  point,  we  might  refer  to  the  writings  of  almost  any 
individual  among  the  German  critics :  take,  for  instance, 
the  Charakteristiken  of  the  two  Schlegels,  a  work  too  of 
their  younger  years ;  and  say  whether  in  depth,  clear- 
ness, minute  and  patient  fidelity,  these  Characters  have 
often  been  surpassed,  or  the  import  and  poetic  worth  of 
so  many  poets  and  poems  more  vividly  and  accurately 
brought  to  view.  As  an  instance  of  a  much  higher  kind, 
we  might  refer  to  Gk)ethe*s  criticism  of  Hamlet  in  his 
Wilhelm  Meister.  This  truly  is  what  may  be  called  the 
poetry  of  criticism :  for  it  is  in  some  sort  also  a  creative 
art;  aiming,  at  least,  to  reproduce  under  a  dififerent 
shape  the  existing  product  of  the  poet ;  painting  to  the 
intellect  what  already  lay  painted  to  the  heart  and  the 
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iinagination.  Nor  is  it  over  poetry  alone  that  criticism 
ivatches  with  such  loving  strictness :  the  mimic,  the  pic- 
torial, the  musical  arts,  all  modes  of  representing  or  ad- 
dressing the  highest  nature  of  man,  are  acknowledged 
as  younger  sbters  of  Poetry,  and  fostered  with  like  care. 
Winkelmann's  History  of  Plastic  Art  is  known  hy  re- 
pute to  all  readers :  and  of  those  who  know  it  by  inspec- 
tion, many  may  have  wondered  why  such  a  work  has 
not  been  added  to  our  own  literature,  to  instruct  our  own 
statuaries  and  painters.  On  this  subject  of  the  plastic 
arts,  we  cannot  withhold  the  following  little  sketch  of 
Goethe's,  as  a  specimen  of  pictorial  criticism  in  what  we 
connder  a  superior  style.  It  is  of  an  imaginary  Land- 
BCi^.painter,  and  his  views  of  Swiss  scenery ;  it  will 
bear  to  be  studied  minutely,  for  there  is  no  word  without 
its  meaning : 

'  He  succeeds  in  representing  the  cheerful  repose  of  lake 
prospects,  where  hooses  in  friendly  approximation,  imaging 
themselves  in  the  clear  wave,  seem  as  if  bathing  in  its 
depths ;  shores  encircled  with  green  hills,  behind  which 
rise  forest  mountains,  and  icy  peaks  of  glaciers.  The  tone 
of  colouring  in  such  scenes  is  gay,  mirthfully  clear ;  the 
distances  as  if  overflowed  with  softening  vapour,  which 
firom  watered  hollows  and  river-valleys  mounts  up  grayer 
and  mistier,  and  indicates  their  windings.  No  less  is  ihe 
master's  art  to  be  praised  in  views  from  valleys  l3ring  nearer 
the  high  Alpine  ranges,  where  declivities  slope  down,  lux- 
uriantly overgrown,  and  fresh  streams  roll  hastily  along  by 
the  foot  of  rocks. 

'  With  exquisite  skill,  in  the  deep  shady  trees  of  the  fore- 
ground, he  gives  the  distinctive  character  of  the  several 
species ;  satisfying  us  in  the  form  of  the  whole,  as  in  the 
sUuctore  of  the  branches,  and  the  details  of  the  leaves ;  no 


78  MISCELLANIES. 

less  SO,  in  the  fresh  green  with  its  manifold  shadings,  where 
soft  airs  appear  as  if  fanning  us  with  benignant  breath,  and 
the  lights  as  if  thereby  pat  in  motion. 

'  In  the  middle-ground, his  lively  green  tone  grows  fainter 
by  degrees;  and  at  last,  on  the  more  distant  mountain- tops, 
passing  into  weak  violet,  weds  itself  with  the  blue  of  the 
sky.  But  our  artist  is  above  all  happy  in  his  paintings  of 
high  Alpine  regions;  in  seizing  the  simple  greatness  and 
stillness  of  their  character ;  the  wide  pastures  on  the  slopes, 
where  dark  solitary  firs  stand  forth  from  the  grassy  carpet; 
and  from  high  cHABb,  foaming  brooks  rush  down.  Whether 
he  relieve  his  pasturages  with  grazing  cattle,  or  the  narrow 
winding  rocky  path  with  mules  and  laden  pack-hoises,  he 
paints  all  with  equal  truth  and  richness ;  still  introduced 
in  the  proper  place,  and  not  in  too  great  copiousness,  they 
decorate  and  enliven  these  scenes,  without  interrupting, 
without  lessening  their  peaceful  solitude.  The  execution 
testifies  a  master^s  hand ;  easy,  with  a  few  sure  strokes,  and 
yet  complete.  In  his  later  pieces,  he  employed  glittering 
English  permanent-colours  on  paper :  these  pictures,  ac- 
cordingly, are  of  pre-eminently  blooming  tone ;  cheerful, 
yet,  at  the  same  time,  strong  and  sated. 

*  His  views  of  deep  mountain-chasms,  where,  round  and 
round,  nothing  fronts  us  but  dead  rock,  where,  in  the  abyss, 
overspanned  by  its  bold  arch,  the  wild  stream  rages,  are, 
indeed,  of  less  attraction  than  the  former:  yet  their  truth 
excites  us ;  we  admire  the  great  effect  of  the  whole,  pro- 
duced at  so  little  cost,  by  a  few  expressive  strokes,  and 
masses  of  local  colours. 

*  With  no  less  accuracyof  character  can  he  represent  the 
regions  of  the  topmost  Alpine  ranges,  where  neither  tree 
nor  shrub  any  more  appears  ;  but  only  amid  the  rocky  teeth 
and  snow  summits,  a  few  sunny  spots  clothe  themselves 
with  a  soft  sward.  Beautiful,  and  balmy  and  inviting  as  he 
colours  these  spots,  he  has  here  wisely  forborne  to  introduce 
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gniing  herds  ;  for  these  regions  give  food  only  to  the  cha- 
mois, and  a  perilous  employment  to  the  wild-hay-men.'* 

We  have  extracted  this  passage  from  Wtlkelm  MeU- 
ters  Wanderjahre,  Goethe's  last  Novel.  The  perusal  of 
his  whole  Works  would  show,  among  many  other  more 
important  facts,  that  Criticism  also  is  a  science  of  which 
he  is  master ;  that  if  ever  any  man  had  studied  Art  in  all 
its  branches  and  bearings,  from  its  origin  in  the  depths 
of  the  creative  spirit,  to  its  minutest  finish  on  the  canvass 
of  the  painter,  on  the  lips  of  the  poet,  or  under  the  finger 
of  the  musician,  he  was  that  man.  A  nation  which  ap- 
preciates such  studies,  nay  requires  and  rewards  them, 
cannot,  wherever  its  defects  may  lie,  be  defective  in  judg- 
ment of  the  arts. 

But  a  weightier  question  still  remains.     What  has 

been  the  fruit  of  this  its  high  and  just  judgment  on 
these  matters  ?  What  has  criticism  profited  it,  to  the 
bringing  forth  of  good  works  ?  How  do  its  poems  and 
its  poets  correspond  with  so  lofty  a  standard  ?  We 
answer,  that  on  this  point  also,  Germany  may  rather 
court  investigation  than  fear  it.  There  are  poets  in 
that  country  who  belong  to  a  nobler  class  than  most 
nations  have  to  show  in  these  days ;  a  class  entirely 
unknown  to  some  nations ;  and,  for  the  last  two  centu- 
ries, rare  in  all.  We  have  no  hesitation  in  stating, 
that  we  see  in  certain  of  the  best  German  poets,  and 


*  The  poor  wild-bay-man  of  the  Rigiberg, 
Whose  trade  is,  on  the  brow  of  the  abyss, 
To  mow  the  common  grass  from  nooks  and  shelves. 
To  which  the  cattle  dare  not  climb. 

ScHiLLxa's  Wilhelm  Tell, 
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those  too  of  our  own  time,  something  which  associates 
them,  remotely  or  nearly  we  say  not,  but  which  does 
associate  them  with  the  Masters  of  Art,  the  Saints  of 
Poetry,  long  since  departed,  and,  as  we  thought,  with- 
out successors,  from  the  earth ;  but  canonized  in  the 
hearts  of  all  generations,  and  yet  living  to  all  by  the 
memory  of  what  they  did  and  were.  Glances  we  do 
seem  to  find  of  that  ethereal  glory,  which  looks  on  us 
in  its  full  brightness  from  the  Transfiptration  of  Rafifa- 
elle,  from  the  Tempest  of  Shakspeare ;  and  in  broken, 
but  purest  and  still  heart-pierdng  beams,  struggling 
through  the  gloom  of  long  ages,  from  the  tragedies  of 
Sophocles,  and  the  weather-worn  sculptures  of  the 
Parthenon.  This  is  that  heavenly  spirit,  which,  best 
seen  in  the  aerial  embodyment  of  poetry,  but  spreading 
likewise  over  all  the  thoughts  and  actions  of  an  age, 
has  given  us  Surreys,  Sydneys,  Raleighs  in  court  and 
camp,  Cecils  in  policy.  Hookers  in  divinity.  Bacons  in 
philosophy,  and  Shakspeares  and  Spensers  in  song. 
All  hearts  that  know  this,  know  it  to  be  the  highest ; 
and  that,  in  poetry  or  elsewhere,  it  alone  is  true  and 
imperishable.  In  affirming  that  any  vestige,  however 
feeble,  of  this  divine  spirit,  ia  discernible  in  G^erman 
poetry,  we  are  aware  that  we  place  it  above  the  exist- 
ing poetry  of  any  other  nation. 

To  prove  this  bold  assertion,  logical  arguments  were 
at  all  times  unavailing ;  and,  in  the  present  circum- 
stances of  the  case,  more  than  usuaUy  so.  Neither 
will  any  extract  or  specimen  help  us ;  for  it  is  not  in 
parts,  but  in  whole  poems, .  that  the  spirit  of  a  true 
poet  is  to  be  seen.  We  can,  therefore,  only  name  such 
men  as  Tieck,  Richter,  Herder,  Schiller,  and,  above  all. 
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Gk>edie  ;  and  ask  any  reader  who  has  learned  to  admire 
wisely  our  own  literature  of  Queen  Elizabeth's  age,  to 
pemae  these  writers  also ;  to  study  them  till  he  feels 
that  he  has  understood  them,  and  justly  estimated  both 
&eir    light  and    darkness;    and   then  to    pronounce 
whether  it  is  not,  in  some  degree,  as  we  have  said. 
Are  there  not  tones  here  of  that  old  melody?    Are 
there  not  glimpses  of  that  serene  soul,  that  calm  har- 
monious strength,  that  smiling  earnestness,  that  Love 
and  Faith  and  Humanity  of  nature  ?     Do  these  foreign 
contemporaries  of  ours  stiU  exhibit,  in  their  characters 
as  men,  something  of  that  sterling  nobleness,  that  union 
of  majesty  with  meekness,  which  we  must  ever  venerate 
in  those  our  spiritual  Withers  ?    And  do  their  works, 
in  the  new  form  of  this  c^itury,  show  forth  that  old 
nobletiess,  not  consistent  only,  with  the  science,  the 
precision,  the  sceptidsm  of  these  days,  but  wedded  to 
tikem,   incorporated  with  them,  and  shining  tiirough 
them  like  their  li£e  and  soul  ?    Might  it  in  truth  almost 
seem  to  us,  in  reading  the  prose  of  (Goethe,  as  if  we 
were  reading  that  of  Milton ;    and  of  Milton  writing 
wi^  the  culture  of  this  time ;  combining  French  dear- 
ness  with  old  English  depth  ?    And  of  his  poetry  may 
it  indeed  be  said  that  it  is  poetry,  and  yet  the  poetry  of 
our  own  generation ;  an  ideal  world,  and  yet  the  world 
we  even  now  live  in  ? — These  questions  we  must  leave 
candid  and  studious  inquirers  to  answer  for  themselves ; 
premising  only,  that  the  secret  ia  not  to  be  found  on 
the  sur£Eu;e ;  that  the  first  reply  is  likely  to  be  in  the 
negative,  but  with  inquirers  of  this  sort,  by  no  means 
likely  to  be  &e  final  one. 

To  ourselves,  we  confess,  it  has  long  so  appeared. 

B  2 
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The  poetry  of  Goethe,  for  instance,  we  reckon  to  be 
Poetry,  sometimes  in  the  very  highest  sense  of  that  word ; 
yet  it  is  no  reminiscence,  but  something  actually  present 
and  before  us ;  no  looking  back  into  an  antique  Fairy- 
land, divided  by  impassable  abysses  from  the  real  world  as 
it  lies  about  us  and  within  us ;  but  a  looking  round  upon 
that  real  world  itself,  now  rendered  holier  to  o\ir  eyes, 
and  once  more  become  a  solemn  temple,  where  the  ^irit 
of  Beauty  still  dweUs,  and  is  still,  under  new  emblems,  to 
be  worshipped  as  of  old.  With  Groethe,  the  mythologies 
of  bygone  days  pass  only  for  what  they  are :  we  have  no 
witchcraft  or  magic  in  the  common  acceptation ;  and  spi- 
rits no  longer  bring  with  them  airs  from  heaven  or  blasts 
from  hell ;  for  Pandemonium  and  the  steadfast  Empyrean 
have  faded  away,  since  the  opinions  which  they  symbo- 
lized no  longer  are.  Neither  does  he  bring  his  heroes 
from  remote  Oriental  climates,  or  periods  of  Chivalry, 
or  any  section  either  of  Atlantis  or  the  Age  of  Grold ; 
feeling  that  the  reflex  of  these  things  is  cold  and  faint, 
and  only  hangs  like  a  cloud-picture  in  the  distance, 
beautiful  but  delusive,  and  which  even  the  simplest  know 
to  be  delusion.  The  end  of  Poetry  is  higher :  she  must 
dwell  in  Reality,  and  become  manifest  to  men  in  the 
forms  among  which  they  live  and  move.  And  this  is 
what  we  prize  in  GK)ethe,  and  more  or  less  in  Schiller 
and  the  rest ;  all  of  whom,  each  in  his  own  way,  are 
writers  of  a  similar  aim.  The  coldest  sceptic,  the  most 
callous  worldling,  sees  not  the  actual  aspects  of  life  more 
sharply  than  they  are  here  delineated :  the  Nineteenth 
Century  stands  before  us,  in  all  its  contradiction  and 
perplexity ;  barren,  mean,  and  baleful,  as  we  have  all 
known  it ;  yet  here  no  longer  mean  or  barren,  but  enam- 
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elled  into  beauty  in  the  poet's  spirit ;  for  its  secret  sig- 
nificance is  laid  open,  and  thus,  as  it  were,  the  life-giving 
fire  that  slumbers  in  it  is  called  forth,  and  flowers  and 
foliage,  as  of  old,  are  springing  on  its  bleakest  wilder- 
nesses, and  overmantling  its  sternest  cliffs.  For  these 
men  have  not  only  the  clear  eye,  but  the  loving  heart. 
They  have  penetrated  into  the  mystery  of  Nature  ;  after 
long  trial  they  have  been  initiated :  and  to  unwearied 
endeavour.  Art  has  at  last  3rielded  her  secret ;  and  thus 
can  the  Spirit  of  our  Age,  embodied  in  fair  imaginaticms, 
look  forth  on  us,  earnest  and  full  of  meaning,  from  their 
works.  As  the  first  and  indispensable  condition  of  good 
poets,  they  are  wise  and  good  men  :  much  they  have 
seen  and  suffered,  and  they  have  conquered  all  this,  and 
made  it  all  their  own ;  they  have  known  life  in  its  heights 
and  depths,  and  mastered  it  in  both,  and  can  teach  others 
what  it  is,  and  how  to  lead  it  rightly.  Their  minds  are 
as  a  mirror  to  us,  where  the  perplexed  image  of  our  own 
being  is  reflected  back  in  soft  and  clear  interpretation. 
Here  mirth  and  gravity  are  blended  together ;  wit  rests 
on  deep  devout  wisdom,  as  the  greensward  with  its  flowers 
must  rest  on  the  rock,  whose  foundations  rea^  down- 
ward to  the  centre.  In  a  word,  they  are  believers ;  but 
their  fiedth  is  no  sallow  plant  of  darkness ;  it  is  green  and 
flowery,  for  it  grows  in  the  sunlight.  And  this  faith  is 
the  doctrine  they  have  to  teach  us,  the  sense  which,  un- 
der every  noble  and  graceful  form,  it  is  their  endeavour 
to  set  forth : 

'As  all  Natare's  tboasaod  changes 
But  one  changeless  God  proclaim, 
80  in  Art*8  wide  kingdoms  ranges 
One  sole  meaning,  still  the  same ;. 
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This  is  Truth,  eternal  Reason, 
Which  from  Beauty  takes  its  dress, 
And,  serene  through  time  and  season. 
Stands  for  aye  in  loveliness.' 

Such  indeed  is  the  end  of  Poetry  at  all  times ;  yet  in  no 
recent  literature  known  to  us,  except  the  G^ennan,  has 
it  been  so  hx  attained ;  nay,  perhaps,  so  much  as  con- 
sciously and  steadfsuBtly  attempted. 

The  reader  feels  that  if  this  our  opinion  be  in  any 
measure  true,  it  is  a  truth  of  no  ordinary  moment.  It 
concerns  not  this  writer  or  that ;  but  it  opens  to  us  new 
views  on  the  fortmie  of  spiritual  culture  with  ourselves 
and  all  nations.  Have  we  not  heard  gifted  men  com- 
plaining that  Poetry  had  passed  away  without  return ; 
that  creative  imagination  consorted  not  with  vigour  of . 
intellect,  and  that  in  the  cold  light  of  science  there  was 
no  longer  room  for  fiaith  in  things  unseen?  The  old 
simplicity  of  heart  was  gone ;  earnest  emotions  must  no 
longer  be  expressedln  earnest  symbols ;  beauty  must  re- 
cede into  elegance,  devoutness  of  character  be  replaced 
by  deamess  of  thought,  and  grave  wisdom  by  shrewd- 
ness and  persiflage.  Such  things  we  have  heard,  but 
hesitated  to  believe  them.  If  the  poetry  of  the  Germans, 
and  this  not  by  theory  but  by  example,  have  proved,  or 
even  begun  to  prove,  the  contrary,  it  will  deserve  far 
higher  encomiums  than  any  we  have  passed  upon  it. 

In  fact,  the  past  and  present  aspect  of  Gterman  lite- 
rature illustrates  the  literature  of  England  in  more  than 
one  way.  Its  history  keeps  pace  with  that  of  ours ;  for 
so  closely  are  all  European  communities  connected,  that 
the  phases  of  mind  in  any  one  country,  so  Bar  as  these 
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represent  its  general  circumstances  and  intellectual  po- 
sition, are  but  modified  repetitions  of  its  phases  in  every 
other.  We  hinted  above,  that  the  Saxon  School  cor- 
responded with  what  might  be  called  the  Scotch  :  Cra- 
mer was  not  unlike  oar  Blair ;  Von  Crooegk  might  be 
compared  with  MichaelBruce ;  and  Rabener  and  Oellert 
with  Beattie  and  Logan.  To  this  mild  and  cultivated 
poiod,  there  succeeded,  as  with  us,  a  partial  abandon- 
ment of  poetry,  in  favour  of  political  and  philosc^hical 
Illumination.  Then  was  the  time  when  hot  war  was  de- 
clared against  Prejudice  of  all  sorts ;  Utility  was  set  up 
for  the  universal  measure  of  mental  as  well  as  muaterial 
value ;  poetry,  except  of  an  economical  and  preceptmal 
character,  was  found  to  be  tiie  product  of  a  rude  age ; 
and  religious  enthusiasm  was  but  derangement  in  the 
Mhary  organs.  l*hen  did  the  Prices  and  Ccmdorcets  of 
Germany  indulge  in  day-dreams  of  perfectil»lity ;  a  new 
social  order  was  to  bring  back  the  Satumian  era  to  the 
woiid ;  and  philosophers  sat  on  their  sunny  Pisgah,  look- 
ing back  over  dark  savage  deserts,  and  forward  into  a 
land  flowing  with  milk  and  honey. 

This  period  also  passed  away,  with  its  good  and  its 
evfl  ;  of  which  chiefly  the  latter  seems  to  be  remembered ; 
for  we  scarcely  ever  find  the  affair  alluded  to,  except  in 
terms  of  contempt,  by  the  title  Au/klarerey  (Ulumina- 
tionism) ;  and  its  partisans,  in  subsequent  satirical  con- 
troversies, received  the  nickname  (d  PMlifterm  (Phitis- 
tines),  which  the  few  scattered  remnants  of  them  still 
bear,  both  in  writing  and  speech.  Poetry  arose  again, 
and  in  a  new  and  singular  shi^.  The  Sorrows  of  Wer^ 
ter,  Goit  von  BerHchiMgen^  and  The  Robbers,  may  stand 
as  patriarchs  and  representiUives  of  three  separate  classes. 
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which,  commmgled  in  various  proportions,  or  separately 
coexbting,  now  with  the  preponderance  of  this,  now  of 
that,  occupied  the  whole  popular  literature  of  Germany, 
till  near  the  end  of  the  last  century.  These  were  the 
Sentimentalists,  the  Chivalry-play  writers,  and  other 
gorgeous  and  outrageous  persons  ;  as  a  whole,  now  plea- 
santly denominated  the  Kraftmdnner,  literally.  Power- 
men.  TTiey  dealt  in  sceptical  lamentation,  mysterious 
enthusiasm,  frenzy,  and  suicide :  they  recurred  with 
fondness  to  the  Feudal  Ages,  delineating  many  a  hattle- 
mented  keep,  and  swart  huff-belted  man-at-arms ;  for  in 
reflection,  as  in  action,  they  studied  to  be  strong,  vehe- 
ment, rapidly  effective ;  of  battle-tumult,  love-madness, 
heroism,  and  despair,  there  was  no  end.  This  literary 
period  is  called  the  Sturm-  und  Drang-Zeit,  the  Storm- 
and  Stress- Period ;  for  great  indeed  was  the  woe  and 
fury  of  these  Power-men.  Beauty,  to  their  mind,  seemed 
sjrnonimous  with  Strength.  All  passion  was  poetical, 
so  it  were  but  fierce  enough.  Their  head  moral  virtue 
was  pride :  their  beau  idSal  of  manhood  was  some  tran- 
script of  Milton's  Devil,  Often  they  inverted  Bolin- 
broke's  plan,  and  instead  of  'patronizing  Providence,' 
did  directly  the  opposite ;  raging  with  extreme  animation 
against  Fate  in  general,  because  it  enthralled  free  virtue ; 
and  with  clenched  hands,  or  sounding  shields,  hurling 
defiance  towards  the  vault  of  heaven. 

These  Power-men  are  gone  too  ;  and,  with  few  ex- 
ceptions, save  the  three  originals  above  named,  their 
works  have  already  followed  them.  The  application  of 
all  this  to  our  own  literature  is  too  obvious  to  require 
much  exposition.  Have  not  we  also  had  our  Power-men  ? 
And  will  not,  as  in  Germany,  to  us  likewise  a  milder,  a 
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clearer,  and  a  truer  time  come  round  ?  Our  Byron  wag, 
in  his  youth,  but  what  Schiller  and  Gk)ethe  had  been  in 
theirs :  yet  the  author  of  Werter  wrote  Iphigenie  and 
Tor^tato  Tasso ;  and  he  who  began  with  The  Robbers 
ended  with  WUhelm  Tell.  With  longer  life,  all  things 
were  to  have  been  hoped  f<nr  from  Byron :  for  he  loved 
tru^  in  his  inmost  heart,  and  would  have  discovered 
at  last  that  his  Corsairs  and  Harolds  were  not  true.  It 
was  otherwise  appointed.  But  with  one  man  all  hope 
does  not  die.  If  this  way  is  the  right  one,  we  too  shall 
find  it.  The  poetry  of  Germany,  meanwhile,  we  cannot 
but  regard  as  well  deserving  to  be  studied,  in  this  as  in 
other  pcnnts  of  view :  it  is  distinctly  an  advance  beyond 
any  other  knovm  to  us ;  whether  on  the  right  path  or 
not,  may  be  still  uncertain;  but  a  path  selected  by 
SchillerB  and  Goethes,  and  vindicated  by  Schlegels  and 
llecks,  is  surely  worth  serious  examination.  For  the 
rest,  need  we  add  that  it  is  study  for  self-instruction,  no- 
wise for  purposes  of  imitation,  that  we  recommend  ? 
Among  the  deadliest  of  poetical  sins  is  imitation  ;  for  if 
every  man  must  have  his  own  way  of  thought,  and  his 
own  way  of  expressing  it,  much  more  every  nation. 
But  of  danger  on  that  side,  in  the  country  of  Shakspeare 
and  Mnton,  there  seems  little  to  be  feared. 

We  come  now  to  the  second  grand  objection  against 
German  literature,  its  mysticism.  In  treating  of  a  sub- 
ject itself  so  vague  and  dim,  it  were  well  if  we  tried,  in 
the  first  place,  to  settle,  with  more  accuracy,  what  each  of 
the  two  contending  parties  really  means  to  say  or  to  con- 
tradict regarding  it.  Mysticism  is  a  word  in  the  mouths 
of  all :  yet,  of  the  hundred,  perhaps  not  one  has  ever 
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asked  himself  what  this  opprobrious  epithet  pn^rly  sig- 
nified in  his  mind ;  or  where  the  boundary  between  true 
science  and  this  Land  of  Chimeras  was  to  be  laid  down. 
Examined  strictly,  mystical,  in  most  cases,  will  turn  out 
to  be  merely  sjmonymous  with  not  understood.  Yet 
surely  there  may  be  haste  and  oversight  here  ;  for  it  is 
weU  known,  that,  to  the  understanding  of  anything,  two 
conditions  are  equally  required;  inteUigibility  in  the 
thing  itself  being  no  whit  more  indispensable,  than  intel- 
ligence in  the  examiner  of  it.  "  I  am  bound  to  find  you 
in  reasons.  Sir,"  said  Johnson,  "  but  not  in  brains ;"  a 
speech  of  the  most  shocking  unpoliteness,  yet  truly 
enough  expressing  the  state  of  the  case. 

It  may  throw  some  light  on  this  question,  if  we  re- 
mind our  readers  of  the  following  £act.  In  the  field  of 
human  investigation,  there  are  objects  of  two  sorts : 
First,  the  visible,  including  not  only  such  as  are  material, 
and  may  be  seen  by  the  bodily  eye ;  but  all  such,  like- 
wise, as  may  be  represented  in  a  shape,  before  the  mind's 
eye,  or  in  any  way  pictured  there  :  And,  secondly,  the 
invisible,  or  such  as  are  not  only  unseen  by  human  eyes, 
but  as  cannot  be  seen  by  any  eye  ;  not  objects  of  sense 
at  all ;  not  capable,  in  short,  of  h^g  pictured  or  imaged 
in  the  mind,  or  in  any  way  represented  by  a  shape  either 
without  the  mind  or  within  it.  If  any  man  shall  here 
turn  upon  us,  and  assert  that  there  are  no  such  invisible 
objects ;  that  whatever  cannot  be  so  pictured  or  imagined 
(meaning  imaged)  is  nothing,  and  the  sci^ice  that  re- 
lates to  it  nothing ;  we  shall  regret  the  circumstance. 
We  shall  request  him,  however,  to  consider  seriously  and 
deeply  within  himself  what  he  means  simply  by  these 
two  words,  Gk)D  and  his  own  Soul  ;  and  whether  he 
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finds  that  visible  sbape  and  true  existence  are  here  also 
ona  and  the  same  ?  If  be  stiU  persist  in  denial*  we  have 
nothing  for  it,  but  to  wish  him  good  speed  on  his  own 
separate  path  of  inquiry ;  and  he  and  we  will  agree  to 
differ  on  tias  subject  of  mystkasm,  as  on  so  many  more 
important  ones. 

Now,  whoever  has  a  material  and  visible  object  to 
tieat,  be  it  of  natural  Science,  Political  Philosophy,  or 
any  such  externally  and  sensibly  existing  department, 
may  represent  it  to  his  own  mind,  and  convey  it  to  the 
minds  of  others,  as  it  were,  by  a  direct  diagram,  more 
ccmiplex  indeed  than  a  geometrical  diagram,  but  still 
with  the  same  sort  of  precision ;  and  provided  his  dia- 
gram be  complete,  and  the  same  both  to  himself  and  his 
reader,  he  may  reason  of  it,  and  discuss  it,  with  the  dear- 
nesB,  and,  in  some  sort,  the  certainty  of  geometry  itse^ 
If  he  do  not  so  reason  of  it,  this  must  be  for  want  of 
comprehension  to  image  out  the  whole  of  it,  or  of  dis- 
tinctness to  convey  the  eame  whole  to  his  reader :  the 
diagrams  of  the  two  are  different ;  the  conclusions  of  the 
one  diverge  from  those  of  the  other,  ^nd  the  obscurity 
here,  provided  the  reader  be  a  man  of  sound  judgment 
and  due  attentiveness,  results  from  incapacity  on  the 
part  of  the  writer.  In  such  a  case,  the  latter  is  justly 
regarded  as  a  man  of  imperfect  intellect ;  he  grasps  more 
than  he  can  carry;  he  confuses  what,  with  ordinary 
£umlty,  might  be  rendered  dear ;  he  is  not  a  mystic, 
but,  whBt  is  much  worse,  a  dunce.  Another  matter  it  is, 
however,  when  the  object  to  be  treated  of  belongs  to  the 
invisible  and  immaterial  cUu» ;  cannot  be  pictured  out 
even  by  the  writer  himself,  much  less,  in  ordinary  sym- 
bols, set  before  the  reader.     In  this  case,  it  is  evident. 


90  MISCELLANIES. 

the  difficulties  of  comprehension  are  increased  an  hun- 
dred-fold. Here  it  will  require  long,  patient,  and  skilful 
effort,  both  from  the  writer  and  the  reader,  before  the 
two  can  so  much  as  speak  together ;  before  the  former 
can  make  known  to  the  latter,  not  how  the  matter  stands, 
but  even  wluit  the  matter  is,  which  they  have  to  investi- 
gate in  concert.  He  must  devise  new  means  of  explana- 
tion, describe  conditions  of  mind  in  which  this  invisible 
idea  arises,  the  fedse  persuasions  that  eclipse  it,  the  false 
shows  that  may  be  mistaken  for  it,  the  glimpses  of  it 
that  appear  elsewhere ;  in  short,  strive,  by  a  thousand 
well-devised  methods,  to  guide  his  reader  up  to  the  per- 
ception of  it ;  in  all  which,  moreover,  the  reader  must 
faithfully  and  toilsomely  co-operate  with  him,  if  any  irmt 
is  to  come  of  their  mutual  endeavour.  Should  the  latter 
take  up  his  groimd  too  early,  and  affirm  to  himself  that 
now  he  has  seized  what  he  still  has  not  seized  ;  that  this 
and  nothing  else  is  the  thing  aimed  at  by  his  teacher,  the 
consequences  are  plain  enough  :  disunion,  darkness,  and 
contradiction  between  the  two ;  the  writer  has  written 
for  another  man,  and  this  reader,  after  long  provocation, 
quarrels  with  him  finally,  and  quits  him  as  a  mystic. 

Nevertheless,  after  all  these  limitations,  we  shall  not 
hesitate  to  admit,  that  there  is  in  the  German  mind  a 
tendency  to  mysticism,  properly  so  called ;  as  perhaps 
there  is,  unless  carefully  guarded  against,  in  all  minds 
tempered  like  theirs.  It  is  a  f&vlt ;  but  one  hardly  sepa- 
rable from  the  excellences  we  admire  most  in  them.  A 
simple,  tender,  and  devout  nature,  seized  by  some  touch 
of  divine  Truth,  and  of  this  perhaps  under  some  rude 
enough  symbol,  is  rapt  with  it  into  a  whirlwind  of  un- 
utterable thoughts ;  wild  gleams  of  splendour  dart  to  and 
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fix>  in  the  eye  of  the  seer,  hut  the  vision  wiD  not  ahide 
witii  him,  and  yet  he  feels  that  its  light  is  hght  fix)m 
heaven,  and  precious  to  him  heyond  all  price.  A  simple 
nature,  a  Greorge  Fox,  or  a  Jacob  Bohme,  ignorant  of  all 
the  ways  of  men,  of  the  dialect  in  which  they  speak,  or 
the  forms  by  which  they  think,  is  labouring  witii  a  poetic, 
a  religious  idea,  which,  like  all  such  ideas,  must  express 
itself  by  word  and  act,  or  consume  ^  heart  it  dwells  in. 
Yet  how  shall  he  speak ;  how  shall  he  pour  forth  into 
other  souls,  that  of  which  his  own  soul  is  full  even  to 
bursting  ?  He  cannot  speak  to  us  ;  he  knows  not  our 
state,  and  cannot  make  known  to  us  his  own.  His  words 
are  an  inexplicable  rhapsody,  a  speech  in  an  unknown 
tongue.  Whether  there  is  meaning  in  it  to  the  speaker 
himself,  and  how  much  or  how  true,  we  shall  never  as- 
certain ;  for  it  is  not  in  the  language  of  men,  but  of  one 
man  who  had  not  learned  the  language  of  men ;  and, 
with  himself,  the  key  to  its  full  interpretation  was  lost 
from  amongst  us.  These  are  mystics ;  men  who  either 
know  not  clearly  their  own  meaning,  <»r  at  least  cannot 
put  it  forth  in  formulas  of  thought,  whereby  others,  with 
whatever  difficulty,  may  apprehend  it.  Was  their  mean- 
ing dear  to  themselves,  gleams  of  it  will  yet  shine  through, 
how  ignorantly  and  unconsciously  soever  it  may  have 
been  delivered ;  was  it  still  wavering  and  obscure,  no  sci- 
ence could  have  delivered  it  wisely.  In  eitiier  case,  much 
more  in  the  last,  they  merit  and  obtain  the  name  of  mys- 
tics. To  scoffers  they  are  a  ready  and  cheap  prey ;  but 
sober  persons  understand  that  pure  evil  is  as  unknown  in 
this  lower  Universe  as  pure  good  ;  and  that  even  in  mys- 
tics, of  an  honest  and  deep-feeling  heart,  there  may  be 
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much  to  reverence,  and  of  the  rest  more  to  pity  than  to 
mock. 

But  it  is  not  to  apologize  for  Bdhme,  or  Novalis,  or 
the  school  of  Theosophus  and  Flood,  that  we  hare  here 
undertaken.  Neither  is  it  on  such  persons  that  the  charge 
of  mysticism  brought  against  the  Germans  mainly  rests. 
Bohme  is  little  known  among  us  ;  Novalis,  much  as  he 
deserves  knowing,  not  at  all ;  nor  is  it  understood,  that, 
in  their  own  coimtry,  these  men  rank  higher  than  they 
do,  or  might  do,  with  ourselves.     The  chief  mystics  in 
Germany,  it  would  appear,  are  the  Transcendental  Phi- 
losophers, Kant,  Fichte,  and  Schelling !     With  liiese  is 
the  chosen  seat  of  mystidsm,  these  are  its  '  tenebrific 
constellation,'  fix>m  which  it  'doth  ray  out  darkness' 
over  the  earth.     Among  a  certain  class  of  thinkers,  does 
a  frantic  exaggeration  in  sentiment,  a  crude  fever-dream 
in  opini(Mi,  anywhere  hreak  forth,  it  is  directly  labelled 
as  Kantism  ;  and  the  moon-struck  speculator  is,  for  the 
time,  silenced  and  put  to  diame  by  this  epithet.     For 
often,  in  such  circles,  Kant's  Philosophy  is  not  only  an 
absurdity,  but  a  wickedness  and  a  horror ;  the  pious  and 
peaceful  sage  of  Konigsberg  passes  for  a  sort  of  Necro- 
jnancer  and  Blackaitist  in  Metaphysics ;  his  doctrine  is 
a  region  of  boundless  balefid  gloom,  too  cunningly  broken 
here  and  there  by  splendours  of  unholy  fire ;  spectres  and 
tempting  demons  people  it ;  and,  hovering  over  £Mhom- 
less  abysses,  hang  gay  and  gorgeous  air-castles,  into 
which  the  hapless  travdler  is  seduced  to  enter,  and  so 
sinks  to  rise  no  mcnre. 

If  anything  in  the  history  of  Philosophy  could  sur* 
prise  us,  it  might  well  be  this.     Perhaps  among  all  the 
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meta{^ysical  writers  of  the  eighteenth  century,  indud^ 
ing  Hume  and  Hartley  themselves,  there  is  not  oae  thai 
80  ill  meets  the  conditions  of  a  mystic  as  this  same  Im-> 
manuel  Kant.  A  quiet,  vigilant,  clear-sighted  man,  who 
had  become  distinguished  to  the  world  in  matliematies 
before  he  atten^ted  philosophy ;  who,  in  his  writings 
generally,  on  this  and  other  subjects,  is  periiaps  charac- 
terized by  no  quality  so  much  as  predsely  by  the  dis« 
tinctness  of  his  conceptions,  and  the  sequence  and  iron 
strictness  with  which  he  reasons.  To  our  own  minds>  in 
the  little  that  we  know  of  him,  he  has  move  than  once 
recalled  Father  Boscovich  in  Natural  Philosophy ;  so 
piercing,  yet  so  sure;  so  concise,  so  still,  so  simj^; 
with  such  deamess  and  composure  does  he  mould  the 
complicacy  of  his  subject ;  and  so  firm,  sharp,  and  defi- 
nite are  the  results  he  evolves  from  it.*  Right  or  wrong  as 
his  hypothesis  may  be,  no  one  that  knows  him  will  sus- 
pect that  he  himself  had  not  seen  it,  and  seen  over  it ; 
had  not  meditated  it  with  calmness  and  deep  thought, 
and  studied  throughout  to  expoimd  it  with  scientific 
rigour.  Neither,  as  we  often  hear,  is  there  any  supers 
human  faculty  required  to  follow  him.  We  venture  to 
assure  such  of  our  readers  as  are  in  any  measure  used  to 
metsqphjTsical  study,  that  the  Kritik  der  reinen  Vemunft 
is  by  no  means  the  hardest  task  they  have  tried.  It  is 
true,  there  is  an  unknown  and  forbidding  terminology  to 
be  mastered ;  but  is  not  this  the  case  also  with  Chemistry, 


^  We  have  heard  tiiat  the  Latin  Translation  of  his  works  b  on- 
intdligibk,  the  Translator  himself  not  having  understood  it;  also 
that  YDkn  it  no  safe  gnide  in  the  study  of  hhn.  Neither  Villers 
nor  those  Latin  works  are  known  to  ns. 
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and  Astronomy,  and  all  other  sciences  that  deserve  the 
name  of  science  ?  It  is  true,  a  careless  or  unprepared 
reader  will  find  Kant's  writing  a  riddle ;  hut  will  a  reader 
of  this  sort  make  much  of  Newton's  Principia,  or  D'Alem- 
hert's  Calculus  of  Variations  ?  He  will  make  nothing  of 
them  ;  perhaps  less  than  nothing ;  for  if  he  trust  to  his 
own  judgment,  he  will  pronounce  them  madness.  Yet 
if  the  Philosophy  of  Mind  is  any  philosophy  at  all»  Phy- 
sics and  Mathematics  must  he  plain  subjects  compared 
with  it.  But  these  latter  are  happy,  not  only  in  the  fixed- 
ness and  simplicity  of  their  methods,  but  also  in  the  uni- 
versal acknowledgment  of  their  claim  to  that  prior  and 
continual  intensity  of  application,  without  which  all  pro- 
gress in  any  science  is  impossible  ;  though  more  than  one 
may  be  attempted  without  it ;  and  blamed,  because  with- 
out it  they  wSl  yield  no  result. 

The  truth  is,  Oerman  Philosophy  differs  not  more 
widely  from  ours  in  the  substance  of  its  doctrines,  than 
in  its  manner  of  communicating  them.  The  class  of  dis- 
quisitions, named  Kamin-Philosophie  (Parlour-fire  Philo- 
sophy) in  Germany,  b  held  in  little  estimation  there.  No 
right  treatise  on  anything,  it  is  believed,  least  of  all  on 
the  nature  of  the  human  mind,  can  be  profitably  read, 
imless  the  reader  himself  co-operates :  the  blessing  c^ 
half-sleep  in  such  cases  is  denied  him  ;  he  must  be  alert, 
and  strain  every  faculty,  or  it  profits  nothing.  Philoso- 
phy, with  these  men,  pretends  to  be  a  Science,  nay  the 
living  principle  and  soul  of  all  Sciences,  and  must  be 
treated  and  studied  scientifically^  or  not  studied  and 
treated  at  all.  Its  doctrines  should  be  present  with  every 
cultivated  writer ;  its  spirit  should  pervade  every  piece 
of  composition,  how  slight  or  popular  soever :    but  to 
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treat  itself  popularly  would  be  a  degradation  and  an  im- 
possibility. Philoeopby  dwells  aloft  in  the  Temple  of 
Science,  the  divinity  of  its  inmost  shrine  ;  her  dictates 
descend  among  men,  but  she  herself  descends  not ;  whoso 
would  behold  her,  must  climb  with  long  and  laborious 
effort ;  nay  still  linger  in  the  forecourt,  till  manifold  trial 
have  proved  him  worthy  of  admission  into  the  interior 
solemnities. 

It  is  the  false  notion  prevalent  respecting  the  objects 
aimed  at,  and  the  purposed  manner  of  attaining  them,  in 
German  Philosophy,  that  causes,  in  great  part,  this  dis- 
appointment of  our  attempts  to  study  it,  and  the  evil  re- 
port which  the  disappointed  naturally  enough  bring  back 
with  them.  Let  the  reader  believe  us,  the  Critical  Phi- 
losophers, whatever  they  may  be,  are  no  mystics,  and 
have  no  fellowship  with  mystics.  What  a  mystic  is,  we 
have  said  above.  But  Kant,  Fichte,  and  Schelling,  are 
men  of  cool  judgment,  and  determinate  energetic  charac- 
ter ;  men  of  science  and  profound  and  universal  investi- 
gation ;  nowhere  does  the  world,  in  all  its  bearings,  spi- 
ritual or  material,  theoretic  or  practical,  lie  pictured  in 
clearer  or  truer  colours  than  in  such  heads  as  these. 
We  have  heard  Kant  estimated  as  a  spiritual  brother  of 
Bohme :  as  justly  might  we  take  Sir  Isaac  Newton  for 
a  spiritual  brother  of  Count  Swedenborg,  and  Laplace's 
Mechanism  of  the  Heavens  for  a  peristyle  to  the  Vision 
of  the  New  Jerusalem.  That  this  is  no  extravagant  com- 
parison, we  appeal  to  any  man  acquainted  with  any  sin- 
gle volume  of  Kant's  writings.  Neither,  though  Schel- 
ling's  system  differs  still  more  widely  from  ours,  can  we 
reckon  Schelling  a  mystic.  He  is  a  man  e\'idently  of 
deep  insight  into  individual  things ;  speaks  wisely,  and 
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reasons  "with  the  nicest  accuracy,  on  all  matters  where 
we  understand  his  data.  Fairer  might  it  be  in  us  to  say 
that  we  had  not  yet  appreciated  his  truth,  and  therefore 
could  not  appreciate  his  error.  But  above  all,  the  mys- 
ticism of  Fichte  might  astonish  us.  The  cold,  colossal, 
adamantine  spirit,  standing  erect  and  clear,  like  a  Cato 
Major  among  degenerate  men ;  fit  to  have  been  'the 
teacher  of  the  Stoa,  and  to  have  discoursed  of  Beauty 
and  Virtue  in  the  groves  of  Academe !  Our  reader  has 
seen  some  words  of  Fichte's :  are  these  like  words  of  a 
mystic?  We  state  Fichte's  character,  as  it  is  known 
and  admitted  by  men  of  all  parties  among  the  Oermans, 
when  we  say  that  so  robust  an  intellect,  a  soul  so  calm, 
so  lofty,  massive,  and  immovable,  has  not  mingled  in 
philosophical  discussion  since  the  time  of  Luther.  We 
figure  his  motionless  look,  had  he  heard  this  charge  of 
mysticism !  For  the  man  rises  before  us,  amid  contra- 
diction and  debate,  like  a  granite  mountain  amid  clouds 
and  wind.  Ridicule,  of  the  best  that  could  be  command- 
ed, has  been  already  tried  against  him ;  but  it  could  not 
avail.  What  was  the  wit  of  a  thousand  wits  to  him  ? 
The  cry  of  a  thousand  choughs  assaulting  that  old  cliff  of 
granite  :  seen  from  the  summit,  these,  as  they  winged 
the  midway  air,  showed  scarce  so  gross  as  beetles,  and 
their  cry  was  seldom  even  audible.  Fichte's  opinions 
may  be  true  or  Mse ;  but  his  character,  as  a  thinker,  can 
be  slightly  valued  only  by  such  as  know  it  ill ;  and  as  a 
man,  approved  by  action  and  suffering,  in  his  life  and  in 
his  death,  he  ranks  with  a  class  of  men  who  were  com- 
mon only  in  better  ages  than  ours. 

The  Critical  Philosophy  has  been  regarded  by  per- 
sons of  approved  judgment,  and  nowise  directly  impli- 
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cated  in  the  furthering  c^  it,  as  distinctly  the  greatest  in- 
tellectual achievement  of  the  century  in  which  it  came 
to  light.  August  Wilhelm  Schlegel  has  stated  in  plain 
terms  his  bdief,  that,  in  respect  of  its  probable  influence 
on  the  moral  culture  of  Europe,  it  stands  on  a  line  with 
the  Reformation.  We  mention  Schlegel  as  a  man  whose 
opinion  has  a  known  value  among  ourselves.  But  the 
worth  of  Kanfs  philosophy  is  not  to  be  gathered  from 
votes  alone.  The  noble  system  of  morality,  the  purer 
theology,  the  lofty  views  of  man's  nature  derived  from  it ; 
nay  peiiiaps  the  very  discussion  of  such  matters,  to  which 
it  gave  so  strong  an  impetus,  have  told  with  remarkable 
and  beneficial  influence  on  the  whole  spiritual  character 
(d  Gkrmany.  No  writer  of  any  importance  in  that  coun- 
try, be  he  acquainted  or  not  with  the  Critical  Philosophy, 
but  breathes  a  spirit  of  devoutness  and  elevation  more 
or  less  directly  drawn  from  it.  Such  men  as  Gk)ethe  and 
Schiller  cannot  exist  without  effect  in  any  literature,  or 
in  any  century :  but  if  one  circumstance  more  than  ano- 
ther has  contributed  to  forward  their  endeavours,  and  in- 
troduce that  higher  tone  into  the  literature  of  Grermany, 
it  has  been  this  philosophical  system ;  to  which,  in  wisely 
believing  its  results,  or  even  in  wisely  denying  them,  all 
that  was  lofty  and  pure  in  the  genius  of  poetry,  or  the 
reason  of  man,  so  readily  allied  itself. 

That  such  a  system  must,  in  the  end,  become  known 
among  ourselves,  as  it  is  already  becoming  known  in 
France  and  Italy,  and  over  all  Europe,  no  one  acquainted 
in  any  measure  with  the  character  of  this  matter,  and 
the  character  of  England,  will  hesitate  to  predict. 
Doubtless  it  will  be  studied  here,  and  by  heads  adequate 
to  do  it  justice  ;  it  will  be  investigated  duly  and  tho- 

VOL.    I.  F 
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roughly  ;  and  settled  in  our  minds  on  the  footing  which 
belongs  to  it,  and  where  thenceforth  it  must  continue.  Re- 
specting the  degrees  of  truth  and  error  which  will  then  be 
found  to  exist  in  Kant's  system,  or  in  the  modifications 
it  has  since  received,  and  is  still  receiving,  we  desire  to 
be  understood  as  making  no  estimate,  and  little  quali- 
fied to  make  any.  We  would  have  it  studied  and  known, 
on  general  grounds ;  because  even  the  errors  of  such 
men  are  instructive  ;  and  because,  without  a  large  ad- 
mixture of  truth,  no  error  can  exist  under  such  combina- 
tions, and  become  diffused  so  widely.  To  judge  of  it 
we  pretend  not :  we  are  still  inquirers  in  the  mere  out- 
skirts of  the  matter ;  and  it  is  but  inquiry  that  we  wish 
to  see  promoted. 

Meanwhile,  as  an  advance  or  first  step  towards  this, 
we  may  state  something  of  what  has  most  struck  our- 
selves as  characterizing  Kant's  system  ;  as  distinguish- 
ing it  from  every  other  known  to  us  ;  and  chiefly  from 
the  Metaphysical  Philosophy  which  is  taught  in  Britain, 
or  rather  which  w<t8  taught ;  for,  on  looking  round,  we 
see  not  that  there  is  any  such  Philosophy  in  existence  at 
the  present  day.*    The  Kantist,  in  direct  contradiction 


*  The  name  of  Dngald  Stewart  is  a  name  Tenerable  to  bO. 
Europe,  and  to  none  more  dear  and  venerable  than  to  ouraelvea. 
Nevertheless  his  writings  are  not  a  Philosophy,  but  a  making 
ready  for  one.  He  does  not  enter  on  the  field  to  till  it,  he  only 
encompasses  it  with  fences,  invites  cultivators,  and  drives  away 
intruders ;  often  (iaUen  on  evfl  days)  he  is  reduced  to  long  argu- 
ments with  the  passers  by,  to  prove  that  it  t«  a  field,  that  this  so 
hifjblj  prised  domain  of  his  is,  in  truth,  soil  and  substance,  not 
clouds  and  shadow.  We  regard-his  discussions  on  tfa6  nature  of 
philosophic  Language,  and  his  unwearied  efforts  to  set  forth  and 
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to  Locke  and  all  his  followers,  both  of  tbe  French,  and 
English  or  Scotch  school,  commences  from  within,  and 
proceeds  outwards  ;  instead  of  commencing  from  with- 
out, and,  with  various  precautions  and  hesitations,  en- 
deayouring  to  proceed  inwards.  The  ultimate  aim  of 
all  Philosophy  must  be  to  interpret  appearances, — from 
the  given  symbol  to  ascertain  the  thing.  Now  the  first 
step  towards  this,  the  aim  of  what  may  be  called  Pri- 
mary or  Critical  Philosophy,  must  be  to  find  some  indu- 
bitable principle ;  to  fix  ourselves  on  some  unchange- 
able basis  ;  to  discover  what  the  Germans  call  t^e  Ur- 
tewAr,  the  Primitive  Truth,  the  necessarily,  absolutely, 
and  eternally  TYue.  This  necessarily  True,  this  abso- 
lute basis  of  Truth,  Locke  silently,  and  Reid  and  his 
followers  with  more  tumult,  find  in  a  certain  modified 
Experience,  and  evidence  of  Sense,  in  the  universal  and 
natural  persuasion  of  all  men.     Not  so  the  Germans  : 

guard  against  its  fSdlacies,  as  worthy  of  all  acknowledgment ;  as 
indeed  forming  the  greatest,  perhaps  the  only  tme  improvement, 
v&adk  Ruloaopfay  has  reoeiYed  among  us  in  onr  age.  It  is  only  to 
a  saperfidal  observer  that  the  import  of  these  discussions  can  seem 
tririal :  rightly  understood,  they  give  sufficient  and  final  answer  to 
Hartley's  and  Darwin's,  and  all  other  possible  forms  of  Material- 
ism, the  grand  Idolatry,  as  we  may  rightly  call  it,  by  which,  in 
all  limes,  the  true  Worship,  that  of  the  invisible,  has  been  pol- 
luted and  withstood.  Mr.  Stewart  has  written  warmly  against 
Kant ;  but  it  would  surprise  him  to  find  how  much  of  a  Kantist 
he  himsdf  essentially  is.  Has  not  the  whole  scope  of  his  labours 
been  to  reconcile  what  a  Kantist  would  call  his  Understanding 
with  his  Reason ;  a  noble,  but  stiH  too  fruitless  effort  to  overarch 
tbe  chasm  which,  for  all  minds  but  his  own,  separates  his  Science 
from  his  Rdigion  ?  We  regard  the  assiduous  study  of  his  Works, 
as  the  best  preparation  for  studying  those  of  Kant. 
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they  deny  that  there  is  here  any  absolute  Truth,  or  that 
any  Philosophy  whatever  can  be  built  on  such  a  basis  ; 
nay»  they  go  to  the  length  of  asserting,  that  such  an  ap- 
peal even  to  the  universal  persuasions  of  mankind,  gather 
them  with  what  precautions  you  may,  amounts  to  a 
total  abdication  of  Philosophy,  strictly  so  called,  and 
renders  not  only  its  farther  progress,  but  its  very  exist- 
ence, impossible.  What,  they  would  say,  have  the 
persuasions,  or  instinctive  beliefis,  or  whatever  they  are 
called,  of  men,  to  do  in  this  matter  ?  Is  it  not  the  ob- 
ject of  Philosophy  to  enlighten,  and  rectify,  and  many 
times  directly  contradict  these  very  beliefs  ?  Take,  for 
instance,  the  voice  of  all  generations  of  men  on  the  sub- 
ject of  Astronomy.  Will  there,  out  of  any  age  or  cli- 
mate, be  one  dissentient  against  the  fact  of  the  Sun's 
going  round  the  Earth  ?  Can  any  evidence  be  clearer  ; 
is  there  any  persuasion  more  universal,  any  belief  more 
instinctive  ?  And  yet  the  Sun  moves  no  hairsbreadth  ; 
but  stands  in  the  centre  of  his  Planets,  let  us  vote  as  we 
please.  So  is  it  likewise  with  our  evidence  for  an  ex- 
ternal independent  existence  of  Matter,  and,  in  general, 
with  our  whole  argument  against  Hume  ;  whose  reason- 
ings, from  the  premises  admitted  both  by  him  and  us, 
the  GFermans  affirm  to  be  rigorously  consistent  and 
legitimate,  and»  on  these  premises,  altogether  uncontro- 
verted  and  incontrovertible.  British  Philosophy,  since 
the  time  of  Hume,  appears  to  them  nothing  more  than 
a  '  laborious  and  unsuccessful  striving  to  build  dike  after 
'  dike  in  front  of  our  Churches  and  Judgment-haUs,  and 
'  so  turn  back  from  them  the  deluge  of  Scepticism,  with 
'  which  that  extraordinary  writer  overflowed  us,  and 
'  sdll  threatens  to  destroy  whatever  we  value  most.' 
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This  is  August  Wilhelm  Schlegd*8  verdict;  given  in 
words  equivalent  to  these. 

The  Germans  take  up  the  matter  differently,  and 
uroald  assail  Hume,  not  in  his  outworks,  but  in  the 
centre  of  his  citadel.  They  deny  his  first  principle,  that 
Sense  is  tiie  only  inlet  of  Knowledge,  that  Experience 
is  the  primary  ground  of  Belief.  Their  Primitive  Truth, 
however,  they  seek,  not  historically  and  by  experiment, 
in  ^e  universal  persuasions  of  men,  but  by  intuition,  in 
the  deepest  and  purest  nature  of  Man.  Instead  of  at- 
tempting, which' they  consider  vain,  to  prove  the  exist- 
ence of  God,  Virtue,  an  immaterial  Soul,  by  inferences 
drawn,  as  the  conclusion  of  all  Philosophy,  from  the 
world  of  Sense,  they  find  these  things  written  as  the 
b^inning  of  all  Philosophy,  in  obscured  but  ineffaceable 
characters,  within  our  inmost  being ;  and  themselves 
first  affording  any  certainty  and  clear  meaning  to  that 
very  world  of  Sense,  by  which  we  endeavour  to  demon- 
strate them.  God  is,  nay  alone  is,  for  with  like  em- 
phasis we  cannot  say  that  anything  else  is.  This  is  the 
Absolute,  the  Primitively  True,  which  the  philosopher 
seeks.  Endeavouring,  by  logical  argument,  to  prove 
t£e  existence  of  God,  a  Kantist  might  say,  would  be 
like  taking  out  a  candle  to  look  for  the  sun ;  nay,  gaze 
steadily  into  your  candle-light,  and  the  sun  himself  may 
be  invisible.  To  open  the  inward  eye  to  the  sight  of  this 
Primitively  True ;  or  rather  we  might  call  it,  to  clear  off 
the  Obscurations  of  Sense,  which  eclipse  this  truth  with- 
in as,  so  that  we  may  see  it,  and  believe  it  not  only  to 
be  true,  but  the  foundation  and  essence  of  all  other 
truth, — may,  in  such  language  as  we  are  here  using,  be 
said  to  be  the  problem  of  Critical  Philosophy. 


102  MISCELLANIES. 

In  this  point  of  view,  Kant's  system  may  be  thought 
to  have  a  remote  affinity  to  those  of  Malebranche  and 
Descartes.  But  if  they  in  some  measure  agree  as  to 
their  aim,  there  is  the  widest  difference  as  to  the  means. 
We  state  what  to  ourselves  has  long  appeared  the  grand 
characteristic  of  Kant's  Philosophy,  when  we  mention 
his  distinction,  seldom  perhaps  eiq)ressed  so  broadly, 
but  uniformly  implied,  between  Understanding  and 
Reason  fVer stand  and  Vemunfi),  To  most  of  our  rea- 
ders this  may  seem  a  distinotion  without  a  difference : 
nevertheless,  to  the  Kantists  it  is  by  no  means  such. 
They  believe  that  both  Understanding  and  Reason  are 
organs,  or  rather,  we  should  say,  modes  of  operation, 
by  which  the  mind  discovers  truth ;  but  they  think  that 
their  manner  of  proceeding  is  essentially  different ;  that 
their  provinces  are  separable  and  distinguishable,  nay 
that  it  is  of  the  last  importance  to  separate  and  distin- 
guish them.  Reason,  the  Kantists  say,  is  of  a  higher 
nature  than  Understanding ;  it  works  by  more  subtle 
methods,  on  higher  objects,  and  requires  a  far  finer  cul- 
ture for  its  development,  indeed  in  many  men  it  is  never 
developed  at  all ;  but  its  results  are  no  less  certain,  nay 
rather,  they  are  much  more  so ;  for  Reason  discerns 
Truth  itself,  the  absolutely  and  primitively  True;  while 
Understanding  discerns  only  reltUions,  and  cannot  de- 
cide without  if.  The  proper  province  of  Understanding 
is  all,  strictly  speaking,  real,  practical,  and  material 
knowledge.  Mathematics,  Physics,  Political  Economy, 
^e  adaptaticm  of  means  to  ends  in  the  whole  buBiness 
of  life.  In  this  province  it  is  the  strength  and  universal 
implement  of  the  mind :  an  indispensal^e  servant,  with- 
out which,  indeed,  existence  itself  would  be  impossible. 
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Let  it  not  step  beyond  thiB  province,  however;  not 
usurp  the  province  of  Reason,  which  it  is  appointed  to 
obey,  and  cannot  nik  over  without  ruin  to  the  whole 
spiritual  man.  Should  Understanding  attempt  to  prove 
the  existence  of  Ghxl,  it  ends,  if  thorough-going  and 
consistent  with  itself,  in  Atheism,  or  a  fieunt  possible 
Theism,  whidi  scarcely  differs  from  this :  should  it  spe- 
culate of  Virtue,  it  ends  in  UHUty,  malfing  Prudence 
and  a  sufficiently  cunning  love  of  Self  the  highest  good. 
Consult  Understanding  about  the  Beauty  of  Poetry,  and 
it  asks.  Where  is  this  Beauty  ?  or  discovers  it  at  length 
in  rhythms  and  fitnesses,  and  male  and  female  rhymes. 
Witness  also  its  everlasting  paradoxes  on  Necessity  and 
tiie  Freedom  of  the  Will ;  its  ominous  silence  on  the 
end  and  m^owmg  of  man ;  and  the  enigma  Tdiich,  under 
such  inspection,   the  whole  purport  of  existence  be- 


Nevefthdess,  say  ihd  Kantists,  there  is  a  truth  in 
these  things.  Virtue  is  Virtue,  and  not  Prudence  ;  not 
less  surely  than  the  an^e  in  a  semicirde  is  a  ri^t  an- 
^,  and  no  tn^ezium :  Shakspeare  is  a  Poet,  and  Boi- 
leau  is  ncMie,  think  of  it  as  you  may  :  neither  is  it  more 
certain  that  I  n^self  exist,  than  that  Qod  exists,  infinite, 
eternal,  invisible,  the  same  yesterday,  to-day,  and  for 
ever.  To  discern  these  truths  is  the  province  of  Rea- 
son, which  therefore  is  to  be  cultivated  as  the  highest 
faculty  in  man.  Not  by  logic  and  argument  does  it 
work ;  yet  surely  and  clearly  may  it  be  taught  to  work  : 
and  its  domain  lies  in  that  higher  region  whither  logic 
and  argument  cannot  reach ;  in  that  holier  region,  where 
Poetry,  and  Virtue,  and  Divinity  abide,  in  whose  pre- 
sence Understanding  wavers  and  recoils,  dazzled  into 
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utter  darkness  by  that '  sea  of  light/  at  once  the  foun- 
tain and  the  termination  of  all  true  knowledge. 

Will  the  Kantists  forgive  us  for  the  loose  and 
popular  manner  in  which  we  must  here  speak  of  these 
things,  to  bring  them  in  any  measure  before  the  eyes  of 
our  readers  ? — It  may  illustrate  the  distinction  still  fiEur- 
ther,  if  we  say,  that,  in  the  opinion  of  a  Kantist,  the 
French  are  of  all  European  nations  the  most  gifted  with 
Understanding,  and  the  most  destitute  of  Reason;* 
that  David  Hume  had  no  forecast  of  this  latter,  and  that 
Shakspeare  and  Luther  dwelt  perennially  in  its  purest 
sphere. 

Of  the  vast,  nay  in  these  days  boundless,  importance 
of  this  distinction,  could  it  be  scientifically  established, 
we  need  remind  no  thinking  man.  For  the  rest,  fiEur  be 
it  finom  the  reader  to  suppose  that  this  same  Reason  is 
but  a  new  appearance,  under  another  name,  of  our  own 
old  '  Wholesome  Prejudice,'  so  well  known  to  most  of 
us !  Prejudice,  wholesome  or  unwholesome,  is  a  per- 
sonage for  whom  the  G^erman  Philosophers  disclaim  all 
shadow  of  respect ;  nor  do  ^e  vehement  among  them 
hide  their  deep  disdain  for  all  and  sundry  who  fight  un- 
der her  flag.  Truth  is  to  be  loved  purely  and  solely  be- 
cause it  is  true.  With  moral,  political,  religious  consi- 
derations, high  and  dear  as  they  may  otherwise  be,  the 
Philosopher,  as  such,  has  no  concern.  To  look  at  them 
would  but  perplex  him,  and  distract  his  vision  from  the 
task  in  his  hands.     Calmly  he  constructs  his  theorem. 


*  Schelling  has  said  as  much  or  more,  {Methode  de»  Aeade- 
mUehen  Studium,  pp.  105-111),  in  terms  which  we  could  wish  we 
had  space  to  transcribe. 
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as  the  Geometer  does  his,  without  hope  or  fear,  save 
that  he  may  or  may  not  find  ^e  solution ;  and  stands  in 
the  middle,  hy  the  one,  it  may  he,  accused  as  an  Infidel, 
hy  the  other  as  an  Enthusiast  and  a  Mystic,  tOl  the  tu- 
mult ceases,  and  what  was  true,  is  and  continues  true  to 
the  end  of  all  time. 

Such  are  some  of  the  high  and  momentous  ques- 
tions treated  of,  hy  calm,  earnest,  and  deeply  meditative 
men,  in  this  system  of  Philosophy,  which  to  the  wiser 
minds  among  us  is  still  unknown,  and  hy  the  unwiser  is 
qx>ken  of  and  regarded  in  such  manner  as  we  see.  The 
prolbundness,  subtlety,  extent  of  investigation,  which 
the  answer  of  these  questions  presupposes,  need  not  be 
fiuther  pointed  out.  Wi^  the  truth  or  falsehood  of  the 
system,  we  have  here,  as  already  stated,  no  concern  :  our 
aim  has  been,  so  far  as  might  be  done,  to  show  it  as  it 
appeared  to  us ;  and  to  ask  such  of  our  readers  as  pur- 
sue these  studies,  whether  this  also  is  not  worthy  of 
some  study.  The  reply  we  must  now  leave  to  them- 
selves. 

As  an  appendage  to  the  charge  of  Mysticism  brought 
against  the  Germans,  there  is  often  added  the  seemingly 
inccmgruous  one  of  Irreligion.  On  this  point  also  we 
had  much  to  say ;  but  must  for  the  present  decline  it. 
Meanwhile,  let  the  reader  be  assured,  that  to  the  charge 
of  Irreligion,  as  to  so  many  others,  the  Germans  will 
plead  not  guilty.  On  the  contrary,  they  will  not  scruple 
to  assert  that  their  literature  is,  in  a  positive  sense,  re- 
ligious ;  nay,  perhaps  to  maintain,  that  if  ever  neigh- 
bouring nations  are  to  recover  that  pure  and  high  spirit 
of  devotion,  the  loss  of  which,  however  we  may  disguise 
it  or  pretend  to  overlook  it,  can  be  hidden  from  no  ob* 

f2 
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servant  mind,  it  must  be  by  travelling,  if  not  on  the 
same  path,  at  least  in  the  same  direction,  in  vdiich  the 
Germans  have  already  begun  to  travel.  We  shall  add, 
that  the  Religion  of  Germany  is  a  subject  not  for  slight 
but  for  deep  study,  and;  if  we  mistake  not,  may  in  some 
degree  reward  the  deepest. 

Here,  however,  we  must  close  our  examination  or 
defence.  We  have  spoken  freely,  because  we  felt  dis- 
tinctly, and  thought  the  matter  worthy  of  being  stated, 
and  more  fiilly  inquired  into.  Farther  than  this,  we 
have  no  quarrel  for  the  Germans  :  we  would  have  justice 
done  to  them,  as  to  all  men  and  all  things ;  but  for  their 
literature  or  character,  we  profess  no  sectarian  or  ex- 
clusive preference.  We  think  their  recent  Poetry,  in- 
deed, superior  to  the  recent  Poetry  of  any  other  nation ; 
but  taken  as  a  whole,  inferior  to  that  of  several ;  inferior 
not  to  our  own  only,  but  to  that  of  Italy,  nay  perhaps 
to  that  of  Spain.  Their  Philosophy  too  must  still  be 
regarded  as  uncertain ;  at  best  only  the  beginning  of 
better  things.  But  surely  even  this  is  not  to  be  neg- 
lected. A  little  light  is  precious  in  great  darkness  :  nor, 
amid  the  m3rriads  of  Poetasters  and  Philosopkes,  are 
Poets  and  Philosophers  so  numerous  that  we  should  re- 
ject such,  when  they  speak  to  us  in  the  hard,  but  manly, 
deep,  and  expressive  tones  of  that  old  Saxon  speech, 
which  is  also  our  mother-tongue. 

We  confess,  the  present  aspect  of  spiritual  Europe 
might  fill  a  melancholic  observer  with  doubt  and  fore- 
boding. It  is  mournful  to  see  so  many  noble,  tender, 
and  high-aspiring  minds  deserted  •f  that  religious  light 
which  once  guided  all  sudi :  standing  sorrowful  on  the 
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scene  of  past  convukioiis  and  controversies,  as  on  a 
scene  blackened  and  burnt  up  with  fire ;  mourning  in  the 
darkness,  because  there  is  desolation,  and  no  home  for 
the  soul ;  or  what  b  worse,  pitching  tents  among  the 
ashes,  and  kindling  weak  earthly  lamps  which  we  are  to 
take  for  stars.  This  darkness  is  but  transitory  obscu- 
ration :  these  ashes  are  the  soil  of  future  herbage  and 
richer  harvests.  RehgioB,  Poetry,  is  not  dead  ;  it  will 
never  die.  Its  dwelling  and  birthplace  is  in  the  soul  of 
man,  and  it  is  eternal  as  the  being  of  man.  In  any  point 
of  Space,  in  any  section  of  Hme,  let  there  be  a  living 
Man ;  and  there  is  an  Infinitude  above  him  and  beneath 
him,  and  an  Eternity  encompasses  him  on  this  hand  and 
on  that ;  and  tones  of  Sphere-music,  and  tidings  from 
loftier  wcnlds,  win  flit  round  him,  if  he  can  but  listen, 
and  visit  him  with  holy  influences,  even  in  the  thickest 
press  of  trivialities,  or  tbe  din  of  busiest  life.  Happy 
the  man,  hiqppy  the  nation  that  can  hear  these  tidings ; 
tiiat  has  them  written  in  fit  characters,  legible  to  every 
eye,  and  the  solemn  import  of  them  present  at  all  mo- 
ments to  every  heart !  That  there  is,  in  these  days,  no 
nation  so  happy,  is  too  clear ;  but  that  all  nations,  and 
oinrselves  in  the  van,  are,  with  more  or  less  discernment 
of  its  nature,  struggling  towards  this  happiness,  is  the 
hope  and  the  glory  of  our  time.  To  us,  as  to  others, 
success,  at  a  distant  or  a  nearer  day,  cannot  be  un- 
certain. Meanwhile,  the  first  condition  of  success  is, 
that,  in  striving  honestly  ourselves,  we  honestly  ac- 
knowledge the  striving  of  our  neighbour ;  that  with  a 
Will  unwearied  in  seeking  Truth,  we  have  a  Sense  open 
for  it,  wheresoever  and  howsoever  it  may  arise. 
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LIFE  AND  WRITINGS  OF  WERNER.* 

*[1828.] 

If  the  charm  of  fame  consisted,  as  Horace  has  mis- 
takenly declared,  '  in  being  pointed  at  with  ^e  finger, 
and  having  it  said.  This  is  he !'  few  writers  of  the  pre- 
sent age  could  boast  of  more  fame  than  Werner.  It  has 
been  the  unhappy  fortune  of  this  man  to  stand  for  a  long 
period  incessantly  before  the  world,  in  a  far  stronger 
light  than  naturally  belonged  to  him,  or  could  exhibit 
him  to  advantage.  Twenty  years  ago  he  was  a  man  ci 
considerable  note,  which  has  ever  since  been  degene- 
rating into  notoriety.  The  mpif^c  dramatist,  the  scep- 
tical enthusiast,  was  known  and  JKurtly  esteemed  by  all 
students  of  poetry ;  Madame  de  Stael,  we  recollect,  al- 
lows him  an  entire  chapter  in  her  AUemagne.     It  was 

*  FoRBiON  Rbvuiw,  No.l.  Lebent'AbriiM  Friedriek  lAidwig 
Zaeharias  Werners.  Van  dem  fferauegeber  van  HaffmaimM  Leben 
und  NachUue,  (Sketch  of  the  life  of  Frederick  Ladwig  ZarhariiB 
Werner.  By  the  Editor  of  'Hoffmaon's  Life  and  Remains.') 
Berlin,  1823. 

2.  Die  Sohne  dee  T%aU,  (The  Sons  of  the  Valley.)  A  Dra- 
matic  Poem.  Part  I.  Die  Thi^ler  at^f  Cypem,  (The  Templars 
in  Cyprus.)  Part  II.  Die  Kreuxeebriider,  (The  Brethren  of 
the  Cross.)    Berlin,  1801,  1802. 

3.  Doi  Kreus  an  der  Oeteee,  (The  Cross  on  the  Baltic.)  A 
Tragedy.    Berlin,  1806. 

4.  Martin  Luther,  oder  Die  Weihe  der  Kntft,  (Martin  Luther, 
or  the  Consecration  of  Strength.)    A  Tragedy.    Berlin,  1807. 

5.  Die  Mutter  der  Makkabder,  (The  MoAer  of  tiie  Mac- 
cabees.)    A  Tragedy.    Yienna,  1820. 
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a  much  coarser  curiosity,  and  in  a  much  wider  circle, 
which  the  dissipated  man,  by  successiye  indecorums,  oc- 
casioned ;  till  at  last  the  convert  to  Popery,  the  preach- 
ing zealot,  came  to  figure  in  all  newspi^rs ;  and  some 
picture  oi  him  was  required  for  aH  heads  that  would  not 
dt  blank  and  mute  in  the  topic  of  every  coffeehouse  and 
itsthetic  tea.  In  dim  heads,  that  is,  in  the  great  majo- 
rity, the  picture  was,  of  course,  perverted  into  a  strange 
bugbear,  and  the  original  decisively  enough  condemned ; 
but  even  the  few,  who  might  see  him  in  his  true  shape, 
felt  too  well  that  nothing  loud  could  be  said  in  his  be- 
half;  tiiat,  with  so  many  mournful  blemishes,  if  extenu- 
ation could  not  avail,  no  complete  defence  was  to  be 
attempted. 

At  the  same  time,  it  is  not  the  history  of  a  mere 
literary  profligate  that  we  have  here  to  do  with.  Of 
men  whom  fine  talents  cannot  teach  the  humblest  pru- 
dence, whose  high  feeling,  unexpressed  in  noble  action, 
must  lie  smouldering  with  baser  admixtures  in  their  own 
bosom,  till  their  existence,  assaulted  from  without  and 
from  within,  becomes  a  burnt  and  blackened  ruin,  to  be 
sighed  over  by  the  few,  and  stared  at,  or  trampled  on,  by 
the  many,  there  is  unhappOy  no  want  in  any  country ; 
nor  can  the  unnatural  imion  of  genius  with  depravity 
and  d^radation  have  such  charms  for  our  readers,  that 
we  should  go  abroad  in  quest  of  it,  or  in  any  case  dwell 
on  it,  otherwise  than  with  reluctance.  Werner  is  some- 
thing more  than  this  :  a  gifted  spirit,  strug^ing  ear- 
nestly amid  the  new,  complex,  tumultuous  influences  of 
his  time  and  country,  but  without  force  to  body  himself 
forth  from  amongst  them ;  a  keen  adventurous  swimmer, 
aiming  towards  high  and  distant  landmarks,  but  too 
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weakly  in  80  rough  a  sea ;  for  the  currents  drive .  him 
far  astray,  and  he  sinks  at  last  in  the  waves,  attaining 
little  for  himself,  and  leaving  little,  save  the  memory  of 
his  feilure,  to  others.  A  glance  over  his  history  may 
hot  be  unprofitable ;  if  the  man  hiuMelf  can  less  interest 
us,  the  ocean  of  G^erman,  of  European  Opinion,  still  rolls 
in  wild  eddies  to  and  fro ;  and  with  its  movements  and 
refluxes,  indicated  in  the  history  of  such  men,  every  one 
of  us  is  concerned. 

Our  materials  for  this  survey  are  deficient,  not  so 
much  in  quantity  as  quality.  The  '  Life,'  now  known 
to  be  by  Hitzig  of  Berlin,  seems  a  very  honest,  unpre- 
suming  performance ;  but,  on  the  other  hand,  it  is  much 
too  fragmentary  and  discursive  for  our  wants ;  the  fea- 
tures of  the  man  are  nowhere  united  into  a  portrait,  but 
left  for  the  reader  to  unite  as  he  may ;  a  task  which,  to 
most  readers,  will  be  hard  enough  :  for  the  Work,  short 
in  compass,  is  more  than  proportionally  short  in  details 
of  facts ;  and  Werner's  history,  much  as  an  intimate 
friend  must  have  known  of  it,  still  lies  before  us,  in 
great  part,  dark  and  unintelligible.  For  what  he  has 
done  we  should  doubtless  thank  our  Author;  yet  it 
seems  a  pity,  that  in  this  instance,  he  had  not  done 
more  and  better.  A  singular  chance  made  him,  at  the 
same  time,  companion  of  both  Hoffmann  and  Werner, 
perhaps  the  two  most  showy,  heterogeneous,  and  mis- 
interpretable  writers  of  his  day;  nor  shall  we  deny, 
that,  in  performing  a  friend's  duty  to  their  memory,  he 
has  done  truth  also  a  service.  His  Life  of  Hoffmann* 
pretending  to  no  artfrdness  of  arrangement,  \s  redun- 

*  See  Appendix  I.  to  VoL  3.   §  Hqffwuam, 
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dtnt,  rather  than  defective,  in  minuteness ;  but,  there, 
at  least,  the  means  of  a  correct  judgment  are  brought 
within  our  reach,  and  the  woric,  as  usual  with  Hitzig, 
bears  marks  of  the  utmost  fEumess ;  and  of  an  accuracy 
which  we  mi^t  almost  call  professional :  for  the  Author, 
it  would  seem,  is  a  legal  functionary  ci  long  standing, 
and  now  ci  req»ectable  rank ;  and  he  examines  and  re- 
cords, with  a  certain  notarial  strictness  too  rare  in  com- 
pilations of  this  sort.  So  fiar  as  Hofimann  is  concerned, 
therefore,  we  have  reason  to  be  satisfied.  In  regard  to 
Werner,  however,  we  cannot  say  so  much:  here  we 
should  certainly  have  wished  for  more  factB,  though  it 
had  been  with  fewer  consequences  drawn  from  them ; 
were  diese  somewhat  chaotic  expositions  of  Werner's 
character  exchanged  for  shnple  particulars  of  his  walk 
and  conversation,  the  result  would  be  much  surer,  and, 
especially  to  foreigners,  much  more  complete  and  lu- 
minous. As  it  is,  from  repeated  perusals  of  this  bio- 
graphy, we  have  fedled  to  gather  any  very  dear  notion 
of  the  man :  nor  with  perhaps  more  study  of  his  writ- 
ings than,  on  other  grounds,  they  have  merited,  does 
his  manner  of  existence  still  stand  out  to  us  vdth  that 
distinct  cohesion  which  puts  an  end  to  doubt.  Our  view 
of  him  the  reader  will  accept  as  an  approximation,  and 
be  content  to  wonder  with  us,  and  charitably  pause 
where  we  cannot  altogether  interpret. 

Werner  was  bom  at  Konigsberg,  in  East  Prussia, 
on  the  18th  of  November,  1768.  His  father  was  Pro- 
fessor of  History  and  Eloquence  in  the  University  there ; 
and  further,  in  virtue  of  this  office.  Dramatic  Censor ; 
which  latter  circumstance  procured  young  Werner  al- 
most daily  opportunity  of  visiting  the  theatre,  and  so 
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gave  him,  as  he  says,  a  greater  acquaintance  with  the 
mechanism  of  the  stage  than  even  most  players  are  pos- 
sessed of.  A  strong  taste  for  the  drama  it  probably 
enough  gave  him  ;  but  this  skill  in  stage  mechanism  may 
be  questioned,  for  often  in  his  own  plays  no  such  skill, 
but  rather  the  want  of  it,  is  evinced. 

The  Professor  and  Censor,  of  whom  we  hear  no- 
thing in  blame  or  praise,  died  in  the  fourteenth  year  of 
his  son,  and  the  boy  now  fell  to  the  sole  charge  of  his 
mother  ;  a  woman  whom  he  seems  to  have  loved  warmly, 
but  whose  guardianship  could  scarcely  be  the  best  for 
him.  Werner  himself  speaks  of  her  in  earnest  com- 
mendation, as  of  a  pure,  high-minded,  and  heavily- 
afflicted  being.  Hoffmann,  however,  adds,  that  she  was 
hypochondriacal,  and  generally  quite  delirious,  imagin- 
ing herself  to  be  the  Virgin  Mary,  and  her  son  to  be  the 
promised  Shiloh!  Hoffmann  had  opportunity  enough 
of  knowing ;  for  it  is  a  curious  fact  that  these  two  sin- 
gular persons  were  brought  up  under  the  same  roof, 
though,  at  this  time,  by  reason  of  their  difference  of 
age,  Werner  being  eight  years  older,  they  had  little  or 
no  acquaintance.  What  a  nervous  and  melancholic 
parent  was,  Hoffmann,  by  another  unhappy  coincidence, 
had  also  full  occasion  to  know  :  his  own  mother,  parted 
from  her  husband,  lay  helpless  and  broken-hearted  for 
the  last  seventeen  years  of  her  life,  and  the  first  seven- 
teen of  his;  a  source  of  painful  influences,  which  he 
used  to  trace  through  the  whole  of  his  own  character ; 
as  to  the  like  cause  he  imputed  the  primary  perversion 
of  Werner's.  How  for  his  views  on  this  point  were 
accurate  or  exaggerated,  we  have  no  means  of  judg- 
ing. 
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Of  Werner's  early  years  ihe  biographer  says  little 
or  nothing.  We  learn  only  that,  about  the  usual  age, 
be  matriculated  in  the  Konigsberg  University,  intend- 
ing to  qualify  himself  for  the  business  of  a  lawyer ;  and 
with  his  professional  studies  united,  or  attempted  to 
unite,  the  study  of  philosophy  under  Kant.  His  col- 
lege-life is  characterized  by  a  single,  but  too  expressive 
word  :  '  It  is  said,'  observes  Hitzig,  '  to  have  been  very 
dissolute.'  His  progress  in  metaphysics,  as  in  all 
branches  of  learning,  might  thus  be  expected  to  be 
small ;  indeed,  at  no  period  of  his  life  can  he,  even  in 
the  language  of  panegyric,  be  called  a  man  of  culture 
or  solid  information  on  any  subject.  Nevertheless,  he 
contrived,  in  his  twenty-first  year,  to  publish  a  little 
volume  of  '  Poems,'  apparently  in  very  tolerable  maga- 
zine metre,  and  after  some  '  roamings '  over  Germany, 
having  loitered  for  a  while  at  Berlin,  and  longer  at 
Dresden,  he  betook  himself  to  more  serious  business ; 
^plied  for  admittance  and  promotion  as  a  Prussian  man 
of  law ;  the  employment  which  young  jurists  look  for  in 
diat  country  being  chiefly  in  the  hands  of  Government ; 
consisting,  indeed,  of  appointments  in  the  various  judi- 
cial or  administrative  Boards  by  which  the  Provinces  are 
managed.  In  1793,  Werner  accordingly  was  made  Ktm- 
mersecretar  (Exchequer  Secretary);  a  subaltern  office, 
which  he  held  successively  in  several  stations,  and  last 
and  longest  in  Warsaw,  where  Hitzig,  a  young  man  fol- 
lowing the  same  profession,  first  became  acquainted 
widihimin  1799. 

What  the  purport  or  result  of  Werner's  '  roamings ' 
may  have  been,  or  how  he*  had  demeaned  himself  in 
office  or  out  of  it,  we  are  nowhere  informed ;   but  it  is 
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an  ominous  circumstance  that,  even  at  this  period,  in 
his  thirtieth  year,  he  had  divorced  two  wives,  the  last  at 
least  by  mutual  consent,  and  was  looking  out  for  a 
third !  Hitzig,  with  whom  he  seems  to  have  formed  a 
prompt  and  dose  intimacy,  gives  us  no  fiill  picture  of 
him  under  any  of  his  aspects :  yet  we  can  see,  that  his 
life,  as  naturally  it  might,  already  wore  somewhat  of  a 
shattered  appearance  in  his  own  eyes;  that  he  was 
broken  in  character,  in  spirit,  perhaps  in  bodily  consti* 
tution ;  and,  contenting  himself  with  the  transient  gra- 
tifications of  so  gay  a  city,  and  so  tolerable  an  appoint* 
ment,  had  renounced  all  steady  and  rational  hope  eitiier 
of  being  happy,  or  of  deserving  to  be  so.  Of  unsteady 
and  irrational  hopes,  however,  he  had  still  abundance. 
The  fine  enthusiasm  of  his  nature,  undestroyed  by  so 
many  external  perplexities,  nay  to  which  perhaps  thede 
very  perplexities  had  givoi  fresh  and  undue  excitement, 
glowed  forth  in  strange  many-coloured  brightness,  from 
amid  the  wreck  of  his  fortunes ;  and  led  him  into  wild 
worlds  of  speculation,  the  more  vehementiy,  that  the 
real  world  of  action  and  duty  had  become  so  unmanage- 
able in  his  hands. 

Werner's  early  publication  had  sunk,  after  a  brief 
provincial  life,  into  merited  oblivion:  in  fact,  he  had 
then  only  been  a  riiymer,  and  was  now,  for  the  first 
time,  beginning  to  be  a  poet.  We  have  one  of  those 
youthful  pieces  transcribed  in  this  Volume,  and  certainly 
it  exhibits  a  curious  contrast  with  his  subsequent  writ- 
ings, both  in  form  and  spirit.  In  form,  because,  un- 
like the  first  fruits  of  a  genius,  it  is  cold  and  correct ; 
while  his  later  works,  without  exception,  are  fervid,  ex- 
travagant, and  fiill  of  gross  blemishes.  In  spirit  no  less, 
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because,  tzeatiiig  of  his  fieiyourite  theme.  Religion,  it 
treats  of  it  harshly  and  sceptically ;  being,  indeed,  little 
more  than  a  metrical  version  of  common  Utilitarian 
Free- thinking,  as  it  may  be  fonnd  (without  metre)  in 
most  taverns  and  debating-societies.  Werner's  inter- 
mediate secret-history  might  form  a  strange  chapter  in 
psychology :  for  now,  it  is  dear,  his  French  sceptidsm 
had  got  overlaid  with  wondrous  theosophic  garniture ; 
his  mind  was  fiill  of  visions  and  cloudy  glories,  and  no 
occupation  pleased  him  better  than  to  controvert,  in 
generous  inquiring  minds,  that  very  unbelief  which  he 
af^iears  to  have  once  entertained  in  his  own.  From 
Hitzig's  account  of  the  matter,  this  seems  to  have  formed 
the  strongest  link  of  his  intercourse  with  Werner.  The 
latter  was  his  senior  by  ten  years  of  time,  and  by  more 
than  ten  years  of  unhappy  experience ;  die  grand  ques- 
tions of  Immortality,  of  Fate,  Freewill,  Foreknowledge 
absolute,  were  in  continual  agitation  between  them ; 
and  Ifitzig  still  remembers  with  gratitude  these  earnest 
warnings  against  irregularity  of  life,  and  so  many  ardent 
and  not  ineffectual  endeavours  to  awaken  in  the  passion- 
ate temperament  of  youth  a  glow  of  purer  and  enlight- 
ening fire. 

*  Some  leagues  from  Warsaw/  says  the  Biographer, 
'  enchantiogly  emboeomed  in  a  thick  wood,  close  by  the 
high  baoks  of  the  Vistula,  lies  the  Cameldulensian  Abbey 
of  Bielany,  inhabited  by  a  class  of  monks,  who  in  strict- 
ness of  discipline  yield  only  to  those  of  La  Trappe.  To 
this  doiitra]  solitude  Werner  was  wont  to  repair  with  his 
friend,  every  fine  Saturday  of  the  summer  of  1800,  so  soon 
as  their  occupations  in  the  city  were  oven  la  defect  of  any 
formal  inn,  the  two  used  to  bivouac  in  the  forest,  or  at  best 
to  sleep  under  a  temporary  tent.  The  Sunday  was  then  spent 
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in  the  open  air :  in  roving  about  the  woods ;  sailing  on  the 
river,  and  the  like  ;  till  late  night  recalled  them  to  the 
city.  On  such  occasions,  the  younger  of  the  party  had 
ample  room  to  unfold  his  whole  heart  before  his  more 
mature  and  settled  companion  ;  to  advance  his  doubts  and 
objections  against  many  theories,  which  Werner  was  already 
cherishing ;  and  so,  by  exciting  him  with  contradiction,  to 
cause  him  to  make  them  clearer  to  himself.' 

Week  after  week,  these  discussions  were  carefully 
resumed  from  the  point  where  they  had  been  left :  in- 
deed, to  Werner,  it  would  seem,  this  controversy  had 
unusual  attractions ;  for  he  was  now  busy  composing  a 
Poem,  intended  principally  to  convince  the  world  of 
those  very  truths  which  he  was  striving  to  impress  on 
his  friend ;  and  to  which  the  world,  as  might  be  expect- 
ed, was  likely  to  give  a  similar  reception.  The  cha- 
racter, or  at  least  the  way  of  thought,  attributed  to 
Robert  d'Heredon,  the  Scottish  Templar,  in  the  Sons  of 
the  Valley,  was  borrowed,  it  appears,  as  if  by  regular 
instalments,  from  these  conferences  with  Hitzig;  the 
result  of  the  one  Sunday  being  duly  entered  in  dramatic 
form  during  the  week ;  then  audited  on  the  Sunday  fol- 
lowing ;  and  so  forming  the  text  for  farther  disquisition. 
'  Blissful  days,'  adds  Hitzig,  '  pure  and  innocent,  which 
*  doubtless  Werner  also  ever  held  in  pleased  remem- 
'  brance !' 

The  Sohne  des  Thais,  composed  in  this  rather  ques- 
tionable fashion,  was  in  due  time  forthcoming ;  the  First 
Part  in  1801,  the  Second  about  a  year  afterwards.  It 
is  a  drama,  or  rather  two  dramas,  unrivalled  at  least  in 
one  particular,  in  length ;  each  Part  being  a  play  of  six 
acts,  and  the  whole  amounting  to  somewhat  more  than 
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eight   hundred  small  octavo  pages!     To  attempt  any 
analysis  of  such  a  work  would  but  fatigue  our  readers  to 
little  purpose :   it  is,  as  might  be  anticipated,  of  a  most 
loose  and  formless  structure ;  expanding  on  all  sides  into 
vague  boundlessness,   and,   on  the  whole,   resembling 
not  so  much  a  poem  as  the  rude  materials  of  one.     The 
subject  is  the  destruction  of  the  Templar  Order;    an 
event  which  has  been  dramatized  more  than  once,  but 
on  which,  notwithstanding,  Werner,  we  suppose,  may 
boast  of  being  entirely  original.     The  fate  of  Jacques 
Molay  and  his  brethren  acts  here  but  like  a  little  leaven : 
and  lucky  were  we,  could  it  leaven  the  lump ;    but  it 
lies  buried  under  such  a  mass  of  Mystical  theology. 
Masonic  mummery.  Cabalistic  tradition,  and  Rosicrucian 
philosophy,  as  no  power  could  work  into  dramatic  union. 
The  incidents  are  few,  and  of  little  interest ;  interrupted 
continually  by  flaring  shows  and  long-winded  specula- 
tions ;  for  Werner's  besetting  sin,  that  of  loquacity,  is 
here  in  decided  action ;  and  so  we  wander,  in  aimless 
windings,  through  scene  after  scene  of  gorgeousness  or 
^oom ;  till  at  last  the  whole  rises  before  us  like  a  wild 
phantasmagoria ;  cloud  heaped  on  doud,  painted  indeed 
here  and  there  with  prismatic  hues,  but  representing 
nothing,  or  at  least  not  the  subject,  but  the  author. 

In  this  last  point  of  view,  however,  as  a  picture  of 
himself,  independently  of  other  considerations,  this  play 
of  Werner's  may  still  have  a  certain  value  for  us.  The 
strange  chaotic  nature  of  the  man  is  displayed  in  it :  his 
scepticism  and  theosophy;  his  audacity,  yet  intrinsic 
weakness  of  character;  his  baffled  longings,  but  still 
ardent  endeavours  after  Truth  and  Good  ;  his  search  for 
them  in  far  joumeyings,  not  on  the  beaten  highways. 
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but  through  the  pathless  infinitude  of  Thought.  To 
call  it  a  work  of  art  would  be  a  misapplication  of  names  : 
it  is  little  more  than  a  rhapsodic  effusion ;  the  outpour- 
ing of  a  passionate  and  mystic  soul,  only  half  knowing 
what  it  utters,  and  not  ruling  its  own  movements,  but 
ruled  by  them.  It  is  fair  to  add  that  such  also,  in  a 
great  measure,  was  Werner's  own  view  of  the  matter  ; 
most  likely  the  utterance  of  these  things  gave  him  such 
relief,  that,  crude  as  they  were,  he  could  not  suppress 
them.  For  it  ought  to  be  remembered,  that  in  this  per- 
formance one  condition,  at  least,  of  genuine  inspiration 
is  not  wanting :  Werner  evidently  thinks  that  in  these 
his  ultramundane  excursions  he  has  found  truth ;  he  has 
something  positive  to  set  forth,  and  he  feels  himself  as 
if  bound  on  a  high  and  holy  mission  in  preaching  it  to 
his  fellow  men. 

To  explain  with  any  minuteness  the  articles  of  Wer- 
ner's creed,  as  it  was  now  fEishioned,  and  is  here  exhi- 
bited, would  be  a  task  perhaps  too  hard  for  us,  and,  at 
all  events,  unprofitable  in  proportion  to  its  difficulty. 
We  have  found  some  separable  passages,  in  which,  un- 
der dark  symbolical  figures,  he  has  himself  shadowed 
forth  a  vague  likeness  of  it :  these  we  shall  now  submit 
to  the  reader,  with  such  expositions  as  we  gather  from 
the  context,  or  as  (German  readers,  frx>m  the  usual  tone 
of  speculation  in  that  country,  are  naturally  enabled  to 
supply.  This  may,  at  the  same  time,  convey  as  fair  a 
notion  of  the  work  itself,  with  its  tawdry  splendours, 
and  tumid  grandiloquence,  and  mere  playhouse  thunder 
and  lightning,  as  by  any  other  plan  our  limits  would 
admit. 

Let  the  reader  fancy  himself  in  the  island  of  C3ri»rus, 
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wbere  the  Order  of  the  Templars  still  subsists,  though 
the  heads  of  it  are  already  summoned  before  the  French 
King  and  Pope  Clement ;  which  summons  they  are  now, 
not  without  dreary  enough  forebodings,  preparing  to 
obey.  The  purport  of  this  First  Part,  so  far  as  it  has  any 
dramatic  purport,  is,  to  paint  the  situation,  outward  and 
inward,  of  that  once  pious  and  heroic,  and  still  magni- 
ficent and  powerful  body.  It  is  entitled  The  Templars 
in  Cyprus ;  but  why  it  should  also  be  called  The  Sons 
of  the  Valley  does  not  so  well  appear ;  for  the  Brother- 
hood of  the  Valley  has  yet  scarcely  come  into  activity, 
and  only  hovers  before  us  in  glimpses,  of  so  enigmatic  a 
sort,  that  we  know  not  fully  so  much  as  whether  these 
its  Sons  are  of  flesh  and  blood  like  ourselves,  or  of  some 
qiiritual  nature,  or  of  something  intermediate,  and  alto- 
gether nondescript.  For  the  rest,  it  is  a  series  of  spec- 
tacles and  dissertations ;  the  action  cannot  so  much  be 
said  to  advance  as  to  revolve.  On  this  occasion  the 
Templars  are  admitting  two  new  members ;  the  acolytes 
have  already  passed  their  preliminary  trials ;  this  is  the 
chief  and  final  one : 

ACT  FIFTH.    SCENE  FIRST. 

Midnight.  Interior  qfthe  Temple  Church,  Backwards^ 
a  deep  perspective  of  Altars  and  Gothic  Pillars.  On  the  right- 
hand  side  of  the  foreground^  a  little  Chapel;  and  in  this  an 
JUar  with  ihefyure  of  St.  Sebastian.  The  scene  is  lighted 
very  dinUy  by  a  single  Lamp  which  hangs  btfore  the  Altar. 

*  #  *  # 

ADALBBET  (drtssed  in  white^  without  mantle  or  doublet ; 

groping  his  way  in  the  dark. J 

Was  it  not  at  the  Altar  of  Sebastian 
That  I  was  bid  to  wait  for  the  Unknown  ? 
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Here  should  it  be ;  but  darkness  with  her  veil 
Id  wraps  the  figures. 

CAdvancing  to  the  Altar,) 
Here  is  the  fifth  pillar ! 
Yes,  this  is  he,  the  Sainted. — How  the  (glimmer 
Of  that  faint  lamp  falls  on  his  fading  eye! — 
Ah,  it  is  not  the  spears  o'  th'  Saracens, 
It  is  the  pangs  of  hopeless  love  that  burning 
Transfix  thy  heart,  poor  Comrade ! — O  my  Agnes, 
May  not  thy  spirit,  in  this  earnest  hour, 
Be  looking  on  ?     Art  hovering  in  that  moon  beam 
Which  struggles  through  the  painted  window,  and  dies 
Amid  the  cloister's  gloom  ?    Or  linger'st  thou 
Behind  these  pillars,  which,  ominous  and  black. 
Look  doivn  on  me,  like  horrors  of  the  Past 
Upon  the  Present ;  and  hidest  thy  gentle  form. 
Lest  with  thy  paleness  thou  too  much  affright  me  ? 
Hide  not  thyself,  pale  shadow  of  my  Agnes, 
Thou  affrightest  not  thy  lover. — Hush  !«- 
Hark !    Was  there  not  a  rustling  ? — Father !     You  ? 

PHILIP  Crushing  in  with  wild  looksj 
Yes,  Adalbert! — But  time  is  precious!— Come, 
My  son,  my  one  sole  Adalbert,  come  with  me ! 

ADALBKRT. 

What  would  you,  father,  in  this  solemn  hour? 

PHILIP. 

This  hour,  or  never ! 

{Leading  Adalbert  to  the  Altar.) 
Hither ! — Know'st  thou  him  f 

ADALBERT. 

'T  is  Saint  Sebastian. 

PHILIP. 

Because  he  would  not 
Renounce  his  faith,  a  tyrant  had  him  rourder'd. 
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(Points  to  his  head.) 
These  ibrrows,  too,  the  rage  of  tyrants  ploughed 
In  thy  old  father's  face.    My  son,  my  first-bom  child. 
In  this  great  hour  I  do  conjare  thee!     Wilt  thoa, 
Wilt  thoa  obey  me  F 

ADALBERT. 

Be  it  jost,  I  will ! 

PHILIP. 

Then  swear,  in  this  great  hoar,  in  this  dread  presence, 
Here  by  thy  father's  bead  made  early  gray, 
By  the  remembrance  of  thy  mother's  agony, 
And  by  the  ravished  blossom  of  thy  Agnes, 
Against  the  Tyranny  which  sacrificed  as. 
Inexpiable,  bloody,  everlasting  hate ! 

ADALBKRT. 

Ha !  nis  the  All-avenger  spoke  through  thee !  — 
Yes !  Bloody  shall  my  Agnes'  death-torch  bam 
In  Philip's  heart ;  I  swear  it ! 

PRiLip  (with  increasing  vehemence,) 

And  if  thou  break 
This  oath,  and  if  thou  reconcile  thee  to  him. 
Or  let  his  golden  chains,  his  gifts,  his  prayers, 
His  dying-moan  itself  avert  thy  dagger 
When  th'  hour  of  vengeance  comes,— shall  this  gray  head. 
Thy  mother's  wail,  the  last  sigh  of  thy  Agnes, 
Accuse  thee  at  the  bar  of  the  Eternal  ? 

ADALBERT. 

So  be  it,  if  I  break  my  oath ! 

PHILIP. 

Then  man  thee ! — 
(  Looking  up^  then  shrinking  together^  as  with  dazzled  eges,) 
Ha!  was  not  that  his  lightning? — Fare  thee  well! 
I  hear  the  footstep  of  the  Dreaded !  —  Firm  — 
Remei^ber  me,  remember  this  stem  midnight ! 

{Retires  hastilg.) 

VOL.  I.  *   o 


122  MI8CBLLAKXBS. 

ADALBBRT  (olone.) 

Yes,  Graybead,  whom  tbe  beckoniog  of  the  Lord 
SeDt  hither  to  awake  me  out  of  craveD  sleep, 
I  will  remember  thee  and  this  stem  midnig^ht, 
And  my  Ag^es*  spirit  shall  have  vengeance !  — 
Enter  an  armbd  man.    (He  is  tnailed/rom  head  to  foot  in 
black  harness  ;  his  visor  is  closed.) 

ARMED    MAN. 

Pray! 

(ADALBERT  kueels,) 

Bare  thyself !  — 

(He  strips  him  to  the  girdle  and  raises  him.) 
Look  on  the  ground,  and  follow ! 
(He  leads  him  into  the  backgroimd  to  a  trap-door^  on  the 
right.     He  descends  first  himself;  and  when  Adalbert  Jtas 
followed  him,  it  closes.) 

SECOND  SCENE. 
Cemetery  of  the  Templars,  under  the  Church.  The  scene 
is  lighted  only  by  a  Lamp  which  hangs  down  from  the  vault. 
Around  are  Tombstones  of  deceased  Knights,  marked  with 
Crosses  and  sculptured  Bones,  In  the  background,  two  colos- 
sal Skeletons  holding  between  them  a  large  white  Book,  marked 
with  a  red  Cross  ;  from  the  under  end  qf  the  Book  hangs  a 
long  black  curtain.  The  Book,  qf  which  only  the  cover  is 
visible,  has  an  inscription  in  black  ciphers.  The  Skeleton  on 
the  right  holds  in  its  right  hand  a  naked  drawn  Sword;  that 
on  the  l^  holds  in  its  l^  hand  a  Palm  turned  downwards. 
On  the  right  side  qf  the  foreground  stands  a  black  Coffin  open  ; 
on  the  Uft,  a  similar  one  with  the  body  of  a  Templar  in  full 
dress  qf  his  Order  ;  on  both  Coffins  are  inscriptions  in  white 
ciphers.  On  each  side,  nearer  the  background,  are  seen  the 
lowest  steps  qf  the  stairs,  which  lead  up  into  the  Temple 
Church  above  the  vault. 

ARMED  MAN  (not  yet  visible  ;  above  on  the  right-hand  stairs.) 
Dreaded !  Is  the  grave  laid  open  ? 
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CONOBALBD    VOICES. 

Yea! 
ABMBD  MAN  (who  after  apaitseshows  himteffon  the  stairs,) 
Shall  be  behold  the  Tombs  o'  th'  fathers  ? 

OONCRALED   TOICBS. 

Yea! 
(ABMBD  MAN  wtth  drowH  sword  leads  Adalbert  carefuily 
down  the  sieps  on  the  right  hand.) 

ABMBD  MAN   (tO  ADALBERT.) 

Look  down  !  'T  is  on  thy  life ! 
(  Leads  him  to  the  open  Coffin  ) 
What  seest  thou? 

ADALBERT. 

Ad  open  empty  Coffin. 

ARMED   MAN. 

'T  is  the  house 
Where  thou  one  day  shalt  dwell.   Canst  read  th^  inscrip- 
tion? 

ADALBERT. 

No. 

ARMED    MAN. 

Hear  it,  then  ;  *  Thy  wages,  Sin,  is  Death.' 
(Leads  him  to  tlie  opposite  Coffin  where  the  Body  is  lying,) 
Look  down  !  'T  is  on  thy  life  !  —  What  seest  thou  ? 

(Shoios  the  Coffin,) 

ADALBERT. 

A  Coffin  with  a  Corpse. 

ARMED  MAN. 

He  is  thy  Brother ; 
One  day  thou  art  as  he.  —  Canst  read  th'  inscription  f 

ADALBERT. 

No. 

ARMED   MAN. 

Hear :  '  Corruption  is  the  name  of  Life.' 
Now  look  around;  go  forward, — move,  and  act! — 
(  He  pushes  him  towards  the  background  of  the  stage. ) 
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ADALBERT  (observitiff  the  Book,) 
Ha !  Here  the  Book  of  Ordination? — Seems 

{Approaching,) 
As  if  th'  inscription  on  it  mip^ht  be  read. 

{He  reads  it.) 
*  Knock  four  times  on  the  ground, 
Thou  shalt  behold  thy  loved  one.' 
O  Heavens !  And  may  I  see  thee,  sainted  Agnes? 

{Hastening  close  to  the  Book.) 
My  bosom  yearns  for  thee ! — 

( ^iih  the  following  words,  he  stamps  four  times  on  the 

ground.) 
One,— Two,— Three,— Four  !— 

( TTie  Ctirtain  hanging  from  the  Book  rolls  rapidly  up,  and 
covers  it.  A  colossal  DeviVs-head  appears  between  the  two 
Skeletons;  its  form  vt  horrible  ;  it  is  gilt;  has  a  huge  golden 
Crown,  a  Heart  of  tlie  same  on  its  Brow  ;  rolling  Jlaming 
Eyes ;  Serpents  instead  of  Hair ;  golden  Chains  round  its 
neck,  which  is  visible  to  the  breast;  and  a  golden  Cross,  yet 
not  a  Crucifw,  which  rises  over  its  right  sTioulder,  as  \f  crush- 
ing it  dotvn.  TTie  whole  Bust  rests  on  four  gilt  Dragon's- 
feet.  At  sight  of  it,  Adalbert  starts  back  in  horror,  and 
earclaims :) 

Defend  us ! 

ARMED    MAN. 

Dreaded,  may  he  hear  it  ? 

CONCEALED    VOICES. 

Yea! 

ARMED  MAN  (touchcs  the  Curtaiu  with  his  sword;  it  roils 
down  over  the  DeviVs-head,  concealing  it  again  ;  and  above, 
as  brfore,  appears  the  Book,  but  now  opened,  with  white  co- 
lossal  leaves  and  red  characters.  The  armed  man,  pointing 
constantly  to  the  Book  with  his  Sword,  and  therewith  turning 
the  leaves,  addresses  Adalbert,  who  stands  on  the  other  side 
of  the  Book,  and  nearer  the  foreground.) 
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List  to  the  Story  of  the  Fallen  Master. 

(He  read$  the  following  from  the  Book  ;  yet  not  standing 
hrfore  Uj  but  on  one  side^  at  some  paces  distance^  and  whilst  he 
reads  J  twmmg  the  leaves  with  his  sword.) 

*  So  now  when  the  foundation-stone  was  laid, 
The  Lord  called  forth  the  Master,  Baffometos, 
And  said  to  him :  Go  and  complete  my  Temple ! 
Bat  in  his  heart  the  Master  thought :  What  hoots  it 
Building  thee  a  temple  ?  and  took  the  stones, 
And  built  himself  a  dwelling,  and  what  stones 
Were  left  he  gave  for  filthy  gold  and  silver. 
Now  after  forty  moons  the  Lord  returned. 
And  spake :  Where  is  my  Temple,  Baiffbmetus  ? 
The  Master  said:  I  had  to  build  myself 
A  dwelling ;  grant  me  other  forty  weeks. 
And  after  forty  weeks,  the  Lord  returns, 
And  asks :  Where  is  my  Temple,  BaffometusP 
He  said  :  There  were  no  stones  (but  he  had  sold  them 
For  filthy  gold) ;  so  wait  yet  forty  days. 
In  forty  days  thereafter  came  the  Lord, 
And  cried  :  Where  is  my  Temple,  Baffometus? 
Then  like  a  mill-stone  fell  it  on  his  soul 
How  he  for  lucre  had  betrayed  his  Lord ; 
But  yet  to  other  sin  the  Fiend  did  tempt  him. 
And  he  answered,  saying:  Give  me  forty  hours! 
And  when  the  forty  hours  were  gone,  the  Lord 
Came  down  in  wrath :  My  Temple,  Baffometus  P 
Then  fell  he  quaking  on  his  face,  and  cried 
For  mercy;  but  the  Lord  was  wroth,  and  said  : 
Since  thou  has  cozened  me  with  empty  lies. 
And  those  the  stones  I  lent  thee  for  my  Temple 
Hast  sold  them  for  a  purse  of  filthy  gold, 
Lo,  I  will  cast  thee  forth,  and  with  the  Mammon 
Will  chastise  thee,  until  a  Saviour  rise 
Of  thy  own  seed,  who  shall  redeem  thy  trespass* 
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Then  did  the  Lord  lift  up  the  purse  of  Gold  ; 

And  shook  the  gold  into  a  melting-pot, 

And  set  the  melting-pot  upon  the  Sun, 

So  that  the  metal  fused  into  a  fluid  mass. 

And  then  he  dipt  a  finger  in  the  same. 

And,  straightway  touching  BaiFometus, 

Anoints  him  on  the  chin  and  brow  and  cheeks. 

Then  was  the  face  of  Baffometus  changed : 

His  eye-balls  rolled  like  fire-flames, 

His  nose  became  a  crooked  vulture's  bill, 

The  tongue  hung  bloody  from  his  throat ;  the  fltsh 

Went  from  his  hollow  cheeks;  and  of  his  hair 

Grew  snakes,  and  of  the  snakes  grew  Devil's-horns. 

Again  the  Lord  put  forth  his  finger  with  the  gold. 

And  pressed  it  upon  Baffometus*  heart ; 

Whereby  the  heart  did  bleed  and  wither  up. 

And  all  his  members  bled  and  withered  up, 

And  fell  away,  the  one  and  then  the  other. 

At  last  his  back  itself  sunk  into  ashes : 

The  head  alone  continued  gilt  and  living ; 

And  instead  of  back,  grew  dragon  Vtalons, 

Which  destroyed  all  life  from  off  the  Earth. 

Then  from  the  ground  the  Lord  took  up  the  heart. 

Which,  as  he  touched  it,  also  grew  of  gold. 

And  placed  it  on  the  brow  of  Baffometus ; 

And  of  the  other  metal  in  the  pot 

He  made  for  him  a  burning  crown  of  gold. 

And  crushed  it  on  his  serpent-hair,  so  that 

Ev*n  to  the  bone  and  brain,  the  circlet  scorched  him. 

And  round  the  neck  he  twisted  golden  chains, 

Which  strangled  him  and  pressed  his  breath  together. 

What  in  the  pot  remained  he  poured  upon  the  ground, 

Athwart,  along,  and  there  it  formed  a  cross  ; 

The  which  he  lifted  and  laid  upon  his  neck, 

And  bent  him  that  he  could  not  raise  his  head. 
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Twro  Deaths  moreover  he  appointed  warders 

To  guard  him :  Death  of  Life,  and  Death  of  Hope. 

The  Sword  of  the  first  he  sees  not,  but  it  smites  him  ; 

The  other^s  Palm  he  sees,  hut  it  escapes  him. 

So  languishes  the  outcast  Bafibroetus 

Four  thousand  years  and  four-and-forty  moons, 

Till  ooce  a  Saviour  rise  from  his  own  seed, 

Redeem  his  trespass  and  deliver  him.' 

{To  ADALBKBT.) 

This  is  the  Story  of  the  Fallen  Master. 

{With  his  sword  he  touches  the  Curtain^  which  now  as  be^ 
fore  rolls  up  over  the  book;  so  that  ^  hbad  under  it  again 
becomes  visible^  in  its  former  shape,) 

ADALBBBT  {looking  ait  the  head.) 
Hah,  what  a  hideous  shape ! 

BEAD  {with  a  hollow  voice.) 

Deliver  me!— 

ARMED   MAN. 

Dreaded !  Shall  the  work  begin  ? 

CONCEALED    VOICES. 

Yea! 

ARMED  MAN  {tO  ADALBERT.) 

Take  the  Neckband 
Away!  {Pointing  to  the  head) 

ADALBERT. 

I  dare  not ! 
HEAD  (with  a  stiU  more  piteous  tone.) 

O,  deliver  me  I 
ADALBERT  {taking  qffthe  chains.) 
Poor  fallen  one ! 

ARMED    MAN. 

Now  lift  the  Crown  from 's  head ! 

ADALBERT. 

It  seems  so  heavy! 

ARMED    MAN. 

Touch  it,  it  grows  light. 
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ADALBERT  {taking  off  the  Crown,  and  casting  it,  as  he  did 

the  chains,  on  the  ground,) 

ARMED   MAN. 

Now  take  the  golden  heart  from  off  his  brow ! 

ADALBERT. 

It  seems  to  bum  ! 

ARMED   MAN. 

Thou  errest :  Ice  is  warmer. 
ADALBERT  {taking  the  Heart  from  the  Brow.) 
Hah !  shivering  frost ! 

ARMED    MAN. 

Take  from  his  back  the  Cross, 
And  throw  it  from  thee  !  — 

ADALBERT. 

How !  The  Saviour's  token  ? 

HEAD. 

Deliver,  O  deliver  me ! 

ARMED    MAN. 

This  Cross 
Is  not  thy  Master's,  not  that  bloody  one : 
Its  counterfeit  is  this :  throw 't  from  thee ! 
ADALBERT  {taking  it  from  the  Bust,  and  laying  it  sqftlg  on 

the  ground.) 
The  cross  of  the  Good  Lord  that  died  for  me  P 

ARMED    HAN. 

T%ou  shalt  no  more  believe  in  one  that  died; 
TTiou  shalt  henceforth  believe  in  one  that  liveth 
And  never  dies  ! —  Obey,  and  question  not,  — 
Step  over  it ! 

ADALBERT. 

Take  picy  on  me ! 
ARMED  MAN  {threatening  him  with  his  Sword.) 

Step! 

ADALBERT. 

I  do 't  with  shuddering  — 
{Steps  over,  and  then  looks  up  to  the  head,  which  raises 
itseff  as  freed  from  a  load.) 
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How  the  figure  rises 
And  looks  in  gladness ! 

ARMED    MAN. 

Him  whom  thou  hast  served 
Till  now,  deny! 

ADALBERT  {JiOTTOr  StrUck.) 

Deny  the  Lord  my  God? 

ARMED    MAN. 

Thy  God 't  is  not :  the  Idol  of  this  World !  — 
Deny  him,  or — 
( Pressing  on  him  with  the  Sword  in  a  threatening  posture) 

—  thou  diest ! 

ADALBERT. 

I  deny! 
ARMED  MAN  {pointing  to  the  Head  with  his  Sword.) 
Go  to  the  Fallen !  —  Kiss  his  lips !  — 

— ^And  so  on  through  many  other  sulphurous  pages! 
How  much  of  this  mummery  is  copied  from  the  actual 
practice  of  the  Templars  we  know  not  with  certainty ; 
nor  what  precisely  either  they  or  Werner  intended,  hy  this 
marvellous  '  Story  of  the  Fallen  Master/  to  shadow  forth. 
At  first  view,  one  might  take  it  for  an  allegory,  couched 
in  masonic  language, — and  truly  no  flattering  allegory, 
—of  the  Catholic  Church ;  and  this  trampling  on  the 
Cross,  which  is  said  to  have  been  actually  enjoined  on 
every  Templar  at  his  initiation,  to  be  a  type  of  his  secret 
behest  to  undermine  that  Institution,  and  redeem  the 
spirit  of  Religion  from  the  state  of  thraldom  and  dis- 
tortion under  which  it  was  there  held.  It  is  known  at 
least,  and  was  well  known  to  Werner,  that  the  heads  of 
the  Templars  entertained  views,  both  on  religion  and 
politics,  which  they  did  not  think  meet  for  communi- 
cating to  thdr  age,  and  only  imparted  by  degrees,  and 

o2 
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under  mysterious  adumbrations,  to  the  wiser  of  their  own 
Order.  They  had  even  publicly  resisted,  and  succeeded 
in  thwarting,  some  iniquitous  measures  of  Philippe  Au- 
guste,  the  French  King,  in  regard  to  his  coinage ;  and 
this,  while  it  secured  them  the  love  of  the  people,  was 
one  great  cause,  perhaps  second  only  to  their  wealth,  of 
the  hatred  which  that  sovereign  bore  them,  and  of  the 
savage  doom  which  he  at  last  executed  on  the  whole 
body. 

But  on  these  secret  principles  of  theirs,  as  on  Wer- 
ner's manner  of  conceiving  them,  we  are  only  enabled  to 
guess ;  for  Werner,  too,  has  an  esoteric  doctrine,  which 
he  does  not  promulgate,  except  in  dark  Sybilline  enig- 
mas, to  the  uninitiated.  As  we  are  here  seeking  chiefly 
for  his  religious  creed,  which  forms,  in  truth,  wilii  its 
changes,  the  main  thread  whereby  his  wayward,  desultory 
existence  attains  any  unity  or  even  coherence  in  our 
thoughts,  we  may  quote  another  passage  from  the  same 
First  Part  of  this  rhapsody  ;*  which,  at  the  same  time, 
will  afford  us  a  glimpse  of  his  favourite  hero,  Robert 
d'Heredon,  lately  the  darling  of  the  Templars,  but  now, 
for  some  momentary  infraction  of  their  rules,  cast  into 
prison,  and  expecting  death,  or,  at  best,  exclusion  from 
the  Order.  Gottfried  is  another  Templar,  in  all  points 
the  reverse  of  Robert. 

ACT  FOURTH.    SCENE  FIRST. 

Prison;  at  the  wall  a  Table,  robbrt,  without  sword,  cap^ 
or  mantlet  sits  downcast  on  one  side  of  it:  Gottfried^ 
who  keeps  watch  by  him,  sitting  at  the  other.) 

OOTTFRIKD. 

But  how  could'st  thon  so  far  forget  thyself? 

Thou  wert  our  pride,  the  Master's  friend  and  favourite! 
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ROBERT. 

I  did  it,  thoo  perceiv'st! 

GOTTFRIED. 

How  could  a  word 
Of  the  old  surly  Hugo  so  provoke  thee  ? 

ROBERT. 

Ask  not  —  Man's  being  is  a  spider-web: 

The  passionate  flash  o'  th'  soul  —  comes  not  of  him ; 

It  is  the  breath  of  that  dark  Genius, 

Which  whirls  invisible  along  the  threads : 

A  servant  of  eternal  Destiny, 

It  purifies  them  from  the  vulgar  dust, 

Which  earthward  strives  to  press  the  net : 

Bat  Fate  gives  sign ;  the  breath  becomes  a  whirlwind, 

Aod  in  a  moment  rends  to  shreds  the  thing 

We  thought  was  woven  for  Eternity. 

GOTTFRIED. 

Yet  each  roan  shapes  his  Destiny  himself. 

ROBBRT. 

Small  soul !  Dost  thou  too  know  it?    Has  the  story 

Of  Force  and  free  Volition,  that,  defying 

The  corporal  Atoms  and  Annihilation, 

Methodic  guides  the  car  of  Destiny, 

Come  down  to  thee  f  Dream'st  thou,  poor  Nothingness, 

That  thou,  and  like  of  thee,  and  ten  times  better 

Than  thou  or  T,  can  lead  the  wheel  of  Fate 

One  hair's-breadtb  from  its  everlasting  track  ? 

1  too  have  had  such  dreams :  but  fearfully 

Have  I  been  shook  from  sleep ;  and  they  are  fled ! — 

Look  at  our  Order :  has  it  spared  its  thousands 

Of  noblest  lives,  the  victims  of  its  Purpose ; 

And  has  it  gained  this  Purpose ;  can  it  gain  it? 

Look  at  our  noble  Molay's  silvered  hair : 

The  fruit  of  watchful  nights  and  stormful  days, 

And  of  the  broken  yet  still  burning  heart ! 
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That  mighty  heart!  —  Through  sixty  battling  years, 
'T  has  beat  in  pain  for  nothing :  his  creation 
Remains  the  vision  of  his  own  great  soul ; 
It  dies  with  him  ;  and  one  day  shall  the  pilgrim 
Ask  where  his  dust  is  lying,  and  not  learn ! 

GOTTFRIED  (yaujnififf). 

But  then  the  Christian  has  the  joy  of  Heaven 
For  recompense :  in  his  flesh  he  shall  see  God. 

ROBERT. 

In  his  flesh  ?  —  Now  fair  befal  the  journey ! 
Wilt  stow  it  in  behind,  by  way  of  luggage, 
When  the  Angel  comes  to  coach  thee  into  QloryP 
Mind  also  that  the  memory  of  those  fair  hours 
When  dinner  smoked  before  thee,  or  thou  osedst 
To  dress  thy  nag,  or  scour  thy  rusty  harness. 
And  such  like  noble  business  be  not  left  behind !  — 
Ha  !  self-deceiving  bipeds,  is  it  not  enough 
The  carcase  should  at  every  step  oppress, 
Imprison  you ;  that  tooth-ache,  head-ache, 
Qout,  —  who  knows  what  all,  —  at  every  moment, 
Degrades  the  god  of  Earth  into  a  beast ; 
But  you  would  take  this  villainous  mingle, 
The  coarser  dross  of  all  the  elements, 
Which,  by  the  Light-beam  from  on  high  that  visits 
And  dwells  in  it,  but  baser  shows  its  baseness,  — 
Take  this,  and  all  the  freaks  which,  bubble-like. 
Spring  forth  o*  th'  blood,  and  which  by  such  fair  names 
You  call,  —  along  with  you  into  your  Heaven  ?  — 
Well  be  it  so !  much  good  may  *t  — 
{Js  his  eye,  by  chance^  lights  on  Gottfried^  who  meanwhile 
has  fallen  asleep,) 

— Sound  already  ? 
There  is  a  race  for  whom  all  serves  as  —  pillow, 
Even  rattling  chains  are  but  a  lullaby. 
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This  Robert  d'Heredon,  whose  preaching  has  here 
such  a  narcotic  virtue,  is  destined  ultimately  for  a 
higher  office  than  to  rattle  his  chains  by  way  of  lullaby. 
He  is  ejected  from  the  Order ;  not,  however,  wilii  dis- 
grace and  in  anger,  but  in  sad  feeling  of  necessity,  and 
with  tears  and  blessings  from  his  brethren;  and  the 
messenger  of  the  Valley,  a  strange,  ambiguous,  little 
sylph-like  maiden,  gives  him  obscure  encouragement, 
before  his  departure,  to  possess  his  soul  in  patience ; 
seeing,  if  he  can  learn  the  grand  secret  of  Renunciation, 
his  course  is  not  ended,  but  only  opening  on  a  fedrer 
scene.  Robert  knows  not  well  what  to  make  of  this ; 
but  sails  for  his  native  Hebrides,  in  darkness  and  con- 
trition, as  one  who  can  do  no  other. 

In  the  end  of  the  Second  Part,  which  Is  represented 
as  divided  from  the  First  by  an  interval  of  seven  years, 
Robert  is  again  summoned  forth ;  and  the  whole  sur- 
prising secret  of  his  mission,  and  of  the  Valley  which 
appoints  it  for  him,  is  disclosed.  This  Friedenthal  (Val- 
ley of  Peace),  it  now  appears,  is  an  immense  secret  asso- 
ciation, which  has  its  chief  seat  somewhere  about  the 
roots  of  Mount  Carmel,  if  we  mistake  not ;  but,  com- 
prehending in  its  ramifications  the  best  heads  and  hearts 
of  every  country,  extends  over  the  whole  civilized  world ; 
and  has,  in  particular,  a  strong  body  of  adherents  in 
Paris,  and  indeed  a  subterraneous,  but  seemingly  very 
commodious  suite  of  rooms,  under  the  Carmelite  Mon- 
astery of  that  city.  Here  sit  in  solemn  conclave  the 
heads  of  the  Establishment ;  directing  from  their  lodge, 
in  deepest  concealment,  the  principal  movements  of  the 
kingdom:  for  William  of  Paris,  archbishop  of  Sens, 
being  of  their  number,  the  king  and  his  other  ministers. 
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fancying  within  themselves  the  utmost  freedom  of  ac- 
tion, are  nothing  more  than  puppets  in  the  hands  of  this 
all-powerful  Brotherhood,  which  watches,  like  a  sort  of 
Fate,  over  the  interests  of  mankind,  and  by  mysterious 
agencies,  forwards,  we  suppose,  '  the  cause  of  civil  and 
religious  hberty  all  over  the  world.'  It  is  they  that 
have  doomed  the  Templars;  and,  without  malice  or 
pity,  are  sending  their  leaders  to  the  dungeon  and  the 
stake.  That  knightly  Order,  once  a  favourite  minister 
oi  good,  has  now  degenerated  from  its  purity,  and  come 
to  mistake  its  purpose,  having  taken  up  politics  and  a 
sort  of  radical  reform  ;  and  so  must  now  be  broken  and 
reshaped,  like  a  worn  implement,  which  can  no  longer 
do  its  i4>pointed  work. 

Such  a  magnificent  '  Society  for  the  Suppression 
of  Vice '  may  well  be  supposed  to  walk  by  the  most 
philosophical  principles.  These  Friedenthalers,  in  hct, 
profess  to  be  a  sort  of  Invisible  Church ;  preserving  in 
vestal  purity  the  sacred  fire  of  religion,  which  bums  with 
more  or  less  fuliginous  admixture  in  the  worship  of  every 
people,  but  only  with  its  dear  sidereal  lustre  in  the  re- 
cesses of  the  Valley.  They  are  Bramins  on  the  Ghmges, 
Bonzes  on  the  Hoangho,  Monks  on  the  Seine.  They 
addict  themselves  to  contemplation,  and  the  subtlest 
study  ;  have  penetrated  far  into  ttie  mysteries  of  spiri- 
tual and  physical  nature ;  they  command  the  deep-hid- 
den virtues  of  plant  and  mineral ;  and  their  sages  can 
diBcriminate  the  eye  of  the  mind  from  its  sensual  instru- 
ments, and  behold,  without  type  or  material  embody- 
ment,  the  essence  of  Being.  Their  activity  is  all-ccnn- 
prehending  and  unerringly  calculated :  they  rule  over 
the  world  by  the  authority  of  wisdom  over  ignorance. 
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In  the  Fifth  Act  of  the  Second  Part,  we  are  at 
length,  after  many  a  hint  and  significant  note  of  prepa- 
ration, introduced  to  the  privacies  of  this  philosophical 
Swtta  Hermandad.  A  strange  Delphic  cave  this  of 
dieirs,  under  the  very  pavements  of  Paris !  There  are 
brazen  folding-dooiB,  and  concealed  voices,  and  sphinxes, 
and  naphtha-lamps,  and  all  manner  of  wondrous  furni- 
ture. It  seems,  moreover,  to  be  a  sort  of  gala  evening 
with  them ;  for  the  '  Old  Man  of  Carmel,  in  eremite 
garb,  with  a  long  beard  reaching  to  his  ^dle,'  is  for  a 
moment  discovered  '  reading  in  a  deep  monotonous 
voice.'  The  '  Strong  Ones,'  meanwhile,  are  out  in 
quest  of  Robert  d'Heredon ;  who,  by  cunning  practices, 
has  been  enticed  from  his  Hebridean  soHtude,  in  the  hope 
of  saving  Molay,  and  is  even  now  to  be  initiated,  and 
equipped  for  his  task.  After  a  due  allowance  of  pompous 
ceremonial,  Robert  is  at  last  ushered  in,  or  rather  dragged 
in  ;  for  it  appears  that  he  has  made  a  stout  debate,  not 
submitting  to  the  customary  form  of  being  ducked, — an 
essential  preliminary,  it  would  seem, — ^till  compelled  by 
the  direst  necessity.  He  is  in  a  truly  Highland  anger, 
as  is  natural :  but  by  various  manipulations  and  solace- 
ments,  he  is  reduced  to  reason  again ;  finding,  indeed,  the 
fruitlessness  of  an3rthing  else ;  for  when  lance  and  sword 
and  free  space  are  given  him,  and  he  makes  a  thrust  at 
Adam  of  Valincourt,  the  master  of  the  ceremonies,  it  is 
to  no  purpose :  the  old  man  has  a  torpedo  quality  in  him, 
which  benumbs  the  stoutest  arm ;  and  no  death  issues 
from  the  baffled  sword-point,  but  only  a  small  spark  of 
electric  fire.  With  his  Scottish  prudence,  Robert,  under 
these  circumstances,  cannot  but  perceive  that  quietness 
is  best.     The  people  hand  him,  in  succession,  the  '  Cup 
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of  Strength,'  the  *  Cup  of  Beauty,'  and  the  *  Cup  of  Wis- 
dom ;'  liquors  brewed,  if  we  may  judge  from  their  effects, 
with  the  highest  stretch  oi  Rosicrucian  art ;  and  which 
must  have  gone  far  to  disgust  Robert  d'Heredon  with  his 
natural  usquebaugh,  however  excellent,  had  that  fierce 
drink  been  in  use  then.  He  rages  in  a  fine  frenzy ;  dies 
away  in  raptures ;  and  then,  at  last,  '  considers  what  he 
wanted  and  what  he  wants.'  Now  b  the  time  for  Adam 
of  Valincourt  to  strike  in  with  an  interminable  exposi- 
tion of  the  '  objects  of  the  society.'  To  not  unwilling, 
but  still  cautious  ears,  he  unbosoms  himself,  in  mystic 
wise,  with  extreme  copiousness  ;  turning  aside  objections 
like  a  veteran  disputant,  and  leading  his  apt  and  courage- 
ous pupil,  by  signs  and  wonders,  as  well  as  by  logic, 
deeper  and  deeper  into  the  secrets  of  theosophic  and  thau- 
maturgic  science.  A  little  glimpse  of  this  our  readers 
may  share  with  us;  though  we  fear  the  allegory  will 
seem  to  most  of  them  but  a  hollow  nut.  Nevertheless, 
it  is  an  allegory  —  of  its  sort;  and  we  can  prof  ess  to  have 
translated  with  entire  fidelity  : 


ADAM. 

Thy  rid<)le  by  a  secood  will  be  solved. 

(He  leads  him  to  the  Sphinw.) 

Behold  this  Spbiox!  Half-beast,  half-angel,  both 
CombiDed  in  one,  it  is  an  emblem  to  thee 
Of  th*  ancient  Mother,  Nature,  herself  a  riddle. 
And  only  by  a  deeper  to  be  master'd. 
Eternal  Clearness  in  th'  eternal  Ferment : 
This  is  the  riddle  of  Existence :  —  read  it,  — 
Propose  that  other  to  her,  and  she  serves  thee  t 
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(  Hie  docT  on  the  right  hand  opens,  and,  in  the  space  behind 
it,  appears  as  btfore  the  old  man  of  oarmel,  sitting  at  a 
Table,  and,  reading  in  a  large  Volume.  Three  deep  strokes 
of  a  Bell  are  heard,) 

old  man  of  oarhbl  (reading  with  a  loud  btU  still  monoto* 

nous  voice.) 

*  And  when  the  Lord  saw  Phosphoroe'  — 

ROBBRT  (interrupting  him,) 

Ha !  Again 
A  story  as  of  Bafibmetos  ? 

ADAM. 

Not  so. 
That  tale  of  theirs  was  but  some  poor  distortion 
Of  th'  outmost  image  of  our  Sanctuary  — . 
Keep  silence  here ;  and  see  thou  interrupt  not, 
By  too  bold  cavilling,  this  mystery. 

OLD  MAN  (reading.) 

*  And  when  the  Lord  saw  Phosphoros  his  pride. 
Being  wroth  thereat,  he  cast  him  forth, 

And  shut  him  in  a  prison  called  Life  ; 
And  gave  him  for  a  Garment,  earth  and  water. 
And  bound  him  straitly  in  four  Azure  Chains, 
And  poor'd  for  him  the  bitter  Cup  of  Fire. 
The  Lord  moreover  spake :  Because  thou  hast  forgotten 
My  will,  T  yield  thee  to  the  Element, 
And  thou  shalt  be  his  slave,  and  have  no  longer 
Remembrance  of  thy  Birthplace  or  my  name. 
And  sithence  thou  hast  sinnM  against  me  by 
Thy  prideful  Thought  of  being  One  and  Somewhat, 
I  leave  with  thee  that  Thought  to  be  thy  whip. 
And  this  thy  weakness  for  a  Bit  and  Bridle ; 
Till  once  a  Saviour  from  the  Waters  rise. 
Who  shall  again  baptize  thee  in  my  bosom, 
That  so  thou  may'st  be  Nought  and  All. 
'  And  when  the  Lord  had  spoken,  he  drew  back 
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As  in  a  mig^hty  rusbing ;  and  the  Element 
Rose  up  round  Phospboroe,  and  tower'd  itself 
Aloft  to  Heav'n ;  and  be  lay  stunn'd  beneatb  it. 

'  But  wben  his  first-bom  Sister  saw  his  pain, 
Her  heart  was  full  of  sorrow,  and  she  turned  her 
To  the  Lord ;  and  with  veil'd  face,  thus  spake  Mylitta  :* 
Pity  my  Brother,  and  let  me  console  him  ! 

*Then  did  the  Lord  in  pity  rend  asunder 
A  little  chink  in  Phospboros  bis  dungeon, 
That  so  he  might  behold  his  Sister's  face ; 
And  when  she  silent  peep'd  into  his  Prison, 
She  left  with  him  a  Mirror  for  his  solace. 
And  when  he  look'd  therein,  his  earthly  Garment 
Pressed  bko  less ;  and,  like  the  gleam  of  morning. 
Some  faint  remembrance  of  his  Birthplace  dawnM. 

'  But  yet  the  Azure  Chains  she  could  not  break, 
The  bitter  Cup  of  Fire  not  take  from  him. 
Therefore  she  pray'd  to  Mytbras,  to  her  Father, 
To  save  his  youngest-bom  ;  and  Mytbras  went 
Up  to  the  footstool  of  the  Lord,  and  said : 
Take  pity  on  my  Son !  —  Then  said  the  Lord : 
Have  I  not  sent  Mylitta  that  he  may 
Behold  his  birthplace  ? — Wherefore  Mytbras  answer'd  : 
What  profits  it?    The  Chains  she  cannot  break. 
The  bitter  Cup  of  Fire  not  take  from  him. 
So  will  I,  said  the  Lord,  the  Salt  be  given  him. 
That  so  the  bitter  Cup  of  Fire  be  softened ; 
But  yet  the  Azure  Chains  must  lie  on  him 
Till  once  a  Saviour  rise  from  out  the  Waters. — 
And  when  the  Salt  was  laid  on  Phosphor's  tongue. 
The  Fire's  piercing  ceased ;  but  th'  Element 
Congeal'd  the  Salt  to  Ice,  and  Phospboros 
Lay  there  benurob'd,  and  had  not  power  to  move. 

*  Mylitta^  in  the  old  Fenian  mysteries,  was  the  name  of  the 
Moon ;  MythroM  that  of  the  Sun. 
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But  Isis  saw  him,  and  thus  spake  the  mother : 

*  ThoQ  who  art  Father,  Strength  and  Word  and  Light ! 
6hali  he  my  last-horn  grandchild  lie  for  ever 

lu  pain,  the  down-pressed  thrall  of  his  rode  Brother? 

Then  had  the  Lord  compassion,  and  he  sent  him 

The  Herald  of  the  Saviour  from  the  Waters ; 

The  cop  of  Fluidness,  and  in  the  Gup 

The  drops  of  Sadness  and  the  drops  of  Longing : 

And  then  the  Ice  was  thawed,  the  Fire  grew  cool. 

And  Phosphoros  again  had  room  to  breathe. 

But  yet  the  earthy  Garment  cumber'd  him, 

The  Asure  Chains  still  gall'd,  and  the  Remembrance 

Of  the  Name,  the  Lord's,  which  he  had  lost,  was  wanting. 

*  Then  the  Mother's  heart  was  mov'd  with  pity. 
She  beckoned  the  Son  to  her,  and  said  : 

Tboo  who  art  more  than  I,  and  yet  my  nursling. 

Put  on  this  Robe  of  Earth,  and  show  thyself 

To  fallen  Phosphoros  bound  in  the  dungeon. 

And  open  him  that  dungeon's  narrow  coven 

Then  said  the  Word :  It  shall  be  so!  and  sent 

His  messenger  Disease;  she  broke  the  roof 

Of  Phosphor's  Prison,  so  that  once  again 

The  Fount  of  Light  he  saw :  the  Element 

Was  dazzled  blind ;  but  Phosphor  knew  his  Father. 

And  when  the  Word,  in  Earth,  came  to  the  Prison, 

The  Element  address'd  him  as  his  like ; 

But  Phosphoros  look'd  up  to  him,  and  said : 

Thou  art  sent  hither  to  redeem  from  Sin, 

Yet  thou  art  not  the  Saviour  from  the  Waters.  — 

Then  spake  the  Word  :  The  Sanour  from  the  Waters 

I  surely  am  not ;  yet  when  thou  hast  >drunk 

The  Cup  of  Fluidness,  I  will  redeem  thee. 

Then  Phosphor  drank  the  Cup  of  Fluidness, 

Of  Longing,  and  of  Sadness  ;  and  his  Garment 

Did  drop  sweet  drops ;  wherewith  the  Messenger 
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Of  the  Word  washM  all  his  Garment,  till  its  folds 

And  stiffness  vanished,  and  it  'gan  grow  light. 

And  when  the  Prison  Life  she  touch'd,  staightway 

It  waxed  thin  and  lucid  like  to  crystal. 

But  yet  the  Azure  Chains  she  could  not  break.  — 

Then  did  the  Word  vouchsafe  him  the  Gup  of  Faith, 

And  having  drunk  it,  Phosphoros  look'd  up, 

And  saw  the  Saviour  standing  in  the  Waters. 

Both  hands  the  Captive  stretch'd  to  grasp  that  Saviour ; 

But  he  fled. 

'  So  Phosphoros  was  griev'd  in  heart : 
But  yet  the  Word  spake  comfort,  giving  him 
The  Pillow  Patience^  there  to  lay  his  head. 
And  having  rested,  he  rais'd  his  head,  and  said  : 
Wilt  thou  redeem  me  from  the  Prison  too  ? 
Then  said  the  Word  :  Wait  yet  in  peace  seven  moons, 
It  may  be  nine,  until  thy  hour  shall  come. 
And  Phosphor  answer'd.  Lord,  thy  will  be  done ! 

*  Which  when  the  mother  Isis  saw,  it  griev'd  her ; 
She  called  the  Rainbow  up,  and  said  to  him  : 
Go  thou  and  tell  the  Word  that  he  forgive 
The  Captive  these  seven  moons !  And  Rainbow  flew 
Where  he  was  sent;  and  as  he  shook  his  wings 
There  dropt  from  them  the  Oil  of  Purity: 
And  this  Uie  Word  did  gather  in  a  Cup, 
And  deans'd  with  it  the  Sinner's  head  and  bosom. 
Then  passing  forth  into  his  Father's  Garden, 
He  breath'd  upon  the  ground,  and  there  arose 
A  flow'ret  out  of  it,  like  milk  and  rose-bloom  ; 
Which  having  wetted  with  the  dew  of  Rapture, 
He  crown'd  therewith  theCapti ve's  brow ;  then  grasped  hira 
With  his  right  hand,  the  Rainbow  with  the  left ; 
Mylitta  likewise  with  her  Mirror  came, 
And  Phosphoros  looked  into  it,  and  saw 
Wrote  on  the  Azure  of  Infinity 
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The  loog-forgotten  Name,  and  the  Remkm bbanck 
Of  HIS  BiBTHPLACE,  gleaming  as  io  light  of  gold. 

*  Then  fell  there  as  if  scales  from  Phosphor's  eyes, 
He  left  the  Thought  of  heing  Oae  and  Somewhat, 
His  natare  melted  in  the  mighty  All; 
Like  sighings  from  above  came  balmy  healing, 
So  that  his  heart  for  very  bliss  was  bursting. 
For  Chains  and  Garment  cumberM  him  no  more : 
The  Garment  he  had  changed  to  royal  purple. 
And  of  his  Chains  were  fashion'd  glancing  jewels. 

'  True,  still  the  Saviour  from  the  Waters  tarried ; 
Yet  came  the  Spirit  over  him  ;  the  Lord 
TumM  towards  him  a  gracious  countenance, 
And  I  sis  held  him  in  her  mother-arms. 

'  This  is  the  last  of  the  Evangels.' 

{TTie  door  closet,  and  again  conceals  the  old  man  of 

cabmbl) 

The  purport  of  this  enigma  Robert  confesses  that 
he  does  not '  wholly  understand ; '  an  admission  in  which, 
we  suspect,  most  of  our  readers,  and  the  Old  Man  of 
Carmel  himself,  were  he  candid,  might  be  inclined  to 
agree  with  him.  Sometimes,  in  the  deeper  consideration 
which  translators  are  bound  to  bestow  on  such  extrava- 
gances, we  have  fancied  we  could  discern  in  this  apo- 
logue some  glimmerings  of  meaning,  scattered  here  and 
there  like  weak  lamps  in  the  darkness ;  not  enough  to 
interpret  the  riddle,  but  to  show  that  by  possibility  it 
might  have  an  interpretation, — ^was  a  typical  vision,  with 
a  certain  degree  of  significance  in  the  wild  mind  of  the 
poet,  not  an  inane  fever-dream.  Might  not  Phosphoros, 
for  example,  indicate  generally  the  spiritual  essence  of 
man,  and  this  story  be  an  emblem  of  his  history  ?  He 
longs  to  he  '  One  and  Somewhat  ;*  that  is,  he  labours 
under  the  very  common  complaint  of  egoism ;  cannot,  in 
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the  grandeur  of  Beauty  and  Virtue,  forget  his  own  so 
beautiful  and  virtuous  Self;  but,  amid  the  glories  of  the 
majestic  AH,  is  still  haunted  and  blinded  by  some  shadow 
of  his  own  little  Me.  For  this  reason  he  is  punished ; 
imprisoned  in  the  'Element'  (of  a  material  body),  and 
has  the  '  four  Azure  Chains'  (the  four  principles  of  mat- 
ter) bound  round  him ;  so  that  he  can  neither  think  nor 
act,  except  in  a  foreign  medium,  and  under  conditions 
that  encumber  and  confuse  him.  The  '  Cup  of  Fire'  is 
given  him;  perhaps,  the  rude,  barbarous  passion  and 
cruelty  natural  to  all  uncultivated  tribes  ?  But,  at  length, 
he  beholds  the  '  Moon ;'  begins  to  have  some  sight  and 
love  of  material  Nature ;  and,  looking  into  her  '  Mirror/ 
forms  to  himself,  under  gross  emblems,  a  theOgony  and 
sort  of  m3rthologic  poetry ;  in  which,  if  he  still  cannot 
behold  the  '  Name,'  and  has  forgotten  his  own  '  Birth- 
place,' both  of  which  are  blotted  out  and  hidden  by  the 
'  Element,'  he  finds  some  spiritual  solace,  and  breathes 
more  freely.  Still,  however,  the  *  Cup  of  Fire'  tortures 
him ;  till  the  '  Salt'  (intellectual  culture  ?)  is  vouchsafed  ; 
which,  indeed,  calms  the  raging  of  that  furious  blood- 
thirstiness  and  warlike  strife,  but  leaves  him,  as  mere 
culture  of  the  understanding  may  be  supposed  to  do, 
frozen  into  irreligion  and  moral  inactivity,  and  fieuther 
from  the  'Name'  and  his  'Own  Original'  than  ever. 
Then,  is  the  '  Cup  of  Fluidness'  a  more  merciful  dispo- 
sition ?  and  intended,  with  '  the  Drops  of  Sadness  and 
the  Drops  of  Longing,'  to  shadow  forth  that  woestruck, 
desolate,  yet  softer  and  devouter  state  in  which  mankind 
displayed  itself  at  the  coming  of  the  '  Word'  at  the  first 
promulgation  of  the  Christian  religion  ?  Is  the  '  Rain- 
bow *  the  modem  poetry  of  Europe,  the  Chivalry,  the 
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new  fonn  of  Stoicism,  the  whole  ronuMtic  feeling  of  these 
later  days?  But  who  or  what  the  ' Heihrnd  aus  den 
Wassem  (Sayiour  from  the  Waters) '  may  be,  we  need 
not  hide  our  entire  ignorance ;  this  being  apparently  a 
secret  of  the  Valley,  which  Robert  d'Heredon,  and  Wer- 
ner, and  men  of  like  gifts,  are  in  due  time  to  show  the 
worid,  but  unhappily  have  not  yet  succeeded  in  bringing 
to  light.  Perhaps,  indeed,  our  whole  interpretation  may 
be  thought  little  better  than  lost  labour ;  a  reading  of 
what  was  only  scrawled  and  flourished,  not  written ;  a 
shaping  of  gay  castles  and  metallic  palaces  from  the 
sunset  clouds,  which,  though  mountain-like,  and  purple 
and  golden  of  hue,  and  towered  together  as  if  by  Cyclo- 
pean arms,  are  but  dyed  vapour. 

Adam  of  Valincourt  continues  his  exposition  in  the 
most  liberal  way ;  but,  through  many  pages  of  metrical 
lecturing,  he  does  little  to  satisfy  us.  What  was  more  to 
his  purpose,  he  partly  succeeds  in  satisfying  Robeit 
d'Heredon ;  who,  alter  due  preparation,  —  Molay  being 
burnt  like  a  martyr,  under  the  most  promising  omens, 
and  the  Pope  and  the  King  of  France  struck  dead,  or 
nearly  so,  —  sets  out  to  found  the  order  of  St.  Andrews 
in  his  own  country,  thatof  Calatrava  in  Spain,  and  other 
knightly  Missions  of  the  Heiland  aus  den  Wassem  else- 
where ;  and  thus,  to  the  great  satisfaction  of  all  parties, 
the  Sons  of  the  Valley  terminates,  '  positively  for  the 
last  time.' 

Our  reader  may  have  already  convinced  himself 
that  in  this  strange  phantasmagoria  there  are  not  wanting 
indications  of  a  very  high  poetic  talent.  We  see  a  mind 
of  great  depth,  if  not  of  suflicient  strength ;  struggling 
with  objects  which,  though  it  cannot  master  them,  are 
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essentially  of  ricliest  significance.  Had  the  writer  only 
kept  his  piece  till  the  ninth  year ;  meditating  it  with  true 
diligence  and  unwearied  will !  But  the  weak  Werner 
was  not  a  man  for  such  things :  he  must  ret^  the  har- 
vest on  the  morrow  after  seed-day,  and  so  stands  before 
us  at  last,  as  a  man  capable  of  much,  only  not  of  bring- 
ing aught  to  perfection. 

Of  his  natural  dramatic  genius,  this  work,  ill-con- 
cocted as  it  is,  affords  no  un&yoijuuble  specimen ;  and 
may,  indeed,  have  justified  expectations  which  were  never 
realized.    It  is  true,  he  cannot  yet  give  form  and  anima- 
tion to  a  character,  in  the  genuine  poetic  sense ;  we  do 
not  see  any  of  his  dramatis  persona,  but  only  hear  <^ 
them:  yet,  in  some  cases,  his  endeavour,  though  im- 
perfect, is  by  no  means  abortive ;  and  here,  for  instance, 
Jacques  Molay,  Philip  Adalbert,  Hugo,  and  the  like, 
though  not  living  men,  have  still  as  much  life  as  many 
a  buff-and-scarlet  Sebastian  or  Barbarossa,  whom  we 
find  swaggering,   for  years,  with  acceptance,  on  the 
boards.     Of  his  spiritual  beings,  whom  in  most  of  his 
Plays  he  introduces  too  profusely,  we  cannot  speak  in 
commendation :  they  are  of  a  mongrel  nature,  neither 
rightly  dead  nor  alive ;  in  fact,  they  sometimes  glide 
about  Hke  real,  though  rather  singular  mortals,  through 
the  whole  piece ;  and  only  vanish  as  ghosts  in  the  fifth 
act.     But,  on  the  other  hand,  in  contriving  theatrical 
incidents  and  sentiments ;  in  scenic  shows,  and  all  man- 
ner of  gorgeous,  frightful,  or  astonishing  machinery, 
Werner  exhibits  a  copious  invention,  and  strong  though 
untutored  feeling.     Doubtless,  it  is  all  crude  enough ; 
all  illuminated  by  an  impure,  barbaric  splendour ;  not 
the  soft,  peaceful  brightness  of  sunlight,  but  the  red. 
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resinous  glare  of  playhouse  torches.  Werner,  however, 
was  still  young ;  and  had  he  been  of  a  right  spirit,  all 
that  was  impure  and  crude  might  in  time  have  become 
ripe  and  dear ;  and  a  poet  of  no  ordinary  excellence 
would  have  been  moulded  out  of  him. 

But,  as  matters  stood,  this  was  by  no  means  the 
thing  Werner  had  most  at  heart.     It  is  not  the  degree 
of  poetic  talent  manifested  in  the  Sons  of  the  Valley 
that  he  prizes,  but  the  religious  truth  shadowed  forth 
in  it.     To  judge  from  the  parables  of  Baffometus  and 
Phosphoros,  our  readers  may  be  disposed  to  hold  his 
revelations  on  this  subject  rather  cheap.     Nevertheless, 
taking  up  the  character  of  Vates  in  its  widest  sense, 
Werner  earnestly  desires  not  only  to  be  a  poet,  but  a 
prophet ;  and,  indeed,  looks  upon  his  merits  in  the  for- 
mer province  as  altogether  subservient  to  his  higher 
purposes  in  the  latter.     We  have  a  series  of  the  most 
confused  and  longwinded  letters  to  Hitzig,  who  had 
now  removed  to  Berlin  ;  setting  forth,  with  a  singular 
simplicity,  the  mighty  projects  Werner  was  cherishing 
aa  this  head.     He  thinks  that  there  ought  to  be  a  new 
Creed  promulgated,  a  new  Body  of  Religionists  esta- 
blished ;  and  that,  for  this  purpose,  not  writing,  but  ac- 
tual preaching,  can  avail.     He  detests  common  Protes- 
tantism, under  which  he  seems  to  mean  a  sort  of  So- 
dnianism,  or  diluted  French  Infidelity :  he  talks  of  Jacob 
Bohme,  and  Luther,  and  Schleiermacher,  and  a  new 
Trinity  of  '  Art,  Religion,  and  Love.'     All  this  should 
be  sounded  in  the  ears  of  men,  and  in  a  loud  voice,  that 
so  their  torpid  slumber,  the  harbinger  of  spiritual  death, 
may  be  driven  away.     With  the  utmost  gravity,  he 
eommissions  his  correspondent  to  wait  upon  Schlegel, 

VOL.  I.  B 
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Tieck,  and  others  of  a  like  spirit,  and  see  whether  they 
will  not  join  him.  For  his  own  share  in  the  matter,  he 
is  totally  indifferent ;  will  serve  in  the  meanest  capacity, 
and  rejoice  with  his  whole  heart,  if,  in  zeal  and  ability 
as  poets  and  preachers,  not  some  only,  but  every  one, 
should  infinitely  outstrip  him.  We  suppose,  he  had 
dropped  the  thought  of  being  '  One  and  Somewhat ;' 
and  now  wished,  rapt  away  by  this  divine  purpose,  to 
be  '  Nought  and  All.' 

On  the  Heiland  aus  den  Wassem  this  correspond- 
ence throws  no  farther  light :  what  the  new  Creed  spe- 
cially was,  which  Werner  felt  so  eager  to  plant  and  pro- 
pagate, we  nowhere  learn  with  any  distinctness.     Pro- 
bably, he  might  himself  have  been  rather  at  a  loss  to  ex- 
plain it  in  brief  compass.  His  theogony,  we  suspect,  was 
still  very  much  in  posse ;  and  perhaps  only  the  moral  part 
of  this  system  could  stand  before  him  with  some  degree 
of  clearness.     On  this  latter  point,  indeed,  he  is  deter- 
mined enough  ;  well  assured  of  his  dogmas,  and  appa- 
rently waiting  but  for  some  proper  vehicle  in  which  to 
convey  them  to  the  minds  of  men.  His  fundamental  prin- 
ciple of  morals  we  have  seen  in  part  already  :  it  does  not 
exclusively  or  primarily  belong  to  himself ;  being  little 
more  than  that  high  tenet  of  entire  Self-forgetfulness, 
that '  merging  of  the  Me  in  the  Idea ; '  a  principle  which 
reigns  both  in  Stoical  and  Christian  ethics,  and  is  at  this 
day  common,  in  theory,  among  all  Grerman  philosophers, 
especially  of  the  Transcendental  class.  Werner  has  adopt- 
ed this  principle  with  his  whole  heart  and  his  whole  soul, 
as  the  indispensable  condition  of  all  Virtue.  He  believes 
it,  we  should  say,  intensely,  and  without  compromise,  ex- 
aggerating rather  than  softening  or  concealing  its  pecu- 
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llarities.  He  will  not  have  Happmess,  under  any  fonn, 
to  be  iiie  real  or  chief  end  of  man :  this  is  but  love  of  en- 
joyment, disguise  it  as  we  Uke ;  a  more  complex  and 
sometimes  more  respectable  species  of  hunger,  he  would 
say ;  to  be  admitted  as  an  indestructible  element  in  hu- 
man nature,  but  nowise  to  be  recognised  as  the  highest ; 
on  the  contrary,  to  be  resisted  and  incessantly  warred 
with,  tiU  it  become  obedient  to  love  of  Gkxl,  which  is  only, 
in  the  truest  sense,  love  of  (Goodness,  and  the  germ  of 
which  lies  deep  in  the  inmost  nature  of  man ;  of  autho- 
rity superior  to  all  sensitive  impulses ;  forming,  in  fact, 
ihe  grand  law  of  his  being,  as  subjection  to  it  forms  the 
first  and  last  condition  oi  spiritual  health.  He  thinks 
that  to  propose  a  reward  for  virtue  is  to  render  virtue 
impossible.  He  warmly  seconds  Schleiermacher  in  de- 
daring  that  even  the  hope  of  hnmortality  is  a  considera- 
tion unfit  to  be  introduced  into  religion,  and  tending  only 
to  pervert  it,  and  impair  its  sacredness.  Strange  as  this 
may  seem,  Werner  Lb  firmly  convinced  of  its  importance ; 
and  has  even  enforced  it  specifically  in  a  passage  of  his 
Sbkne  de9  Thais,  which  he  is  at  the  pains  to  cite  and  ex- 
pound in  his  correspondence  with  Hitzig.  Here  is  ano- 
ther fraction  of  that  wondrous  dialogue  between  Robert 
d'Heredon  aud  Adam  of  Valincourt,  in  the  cavern  of  the 
Valley: 

3|c  ♦  4e  4(  ♦  ♦ 

BOBBRT. 

And  Death,  —  so  dawns  it  on  me,  —  Death  perhaps, 
The  doom  that  leaves  nought  of  this  Me  remaining, 
May  be  perhaps  the  Symbol  of  that  Self-denial,  — 

Perhaps  still  more, perhaps,  —  I  have  it,  friend !  — 

That  cripplish  Immortality,  —  think'st  not  ?  — 
Which  but  spins  forth  our  paltry  itfe,  so  thin 
And  pitiful,  into  Infinitude, 
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Thai  too  must  die  f  —  This  shallow  Self  of  oars^ 
We  are  not  nail*d  to  it  eternally  ? 
We  caD,  we  must  be  free  of  it,  and  then 
Uncumbered  wanton  in  the  Force  of  All ! 

ADAM  {caUing  jo^/fidly  into  the  interior  qfthe  Cavern.) 
Brethren,  he  has  renounced !  Himself  has  foand  it ! 
O,  praised  be  Light!  He  sees !  The  North  is  sav'd ! 

ooNOBALBD  VOICES  o/ the  Old  Men  qfthe  VaUey, 
Hail  and  joy  to  thee,  thou  Strong  One : 
Force  to  thee  from  above,  and  Light ! 
Complete,  —  complete  the  work ! 

ADAM  (embracing  Robert.) 
Come  to  my  heart !  —  &c.  &c. 

Such  was  the  spirit  of  that  new  Faith,  which,  sym- 
bolized under  mythuses  of  Baffbmetus  and  Phosphoros, 
and  '  Saviours  from  the  Waters,'  and  '  Trinities  of  Art, 
Religion,  and  Love,'  and  to  be  preached  abroad  by  the 
aid  of  Schleiermacher,  and  what  was  th^  called  the  New 
Poetical  School,  Werner  seriously  purposed,  like  another 
Luther,  to  cast  forth,  as  good  seed,  among  the  ruins  of 
decayed  and  down-trodden  Protestantism  !  Whether  Hit- 
zig  was  still  young  enough  to  attempt  executing  his  com- 
mission, and  applying  to  Schlegel  and  Heck  for  help ; 
and  if  so,  in  what  gestures  of  speechless  astonishment,  or 
what  peals  of  inextinguishable  laughter  they  answered 
him,  we  are  not  informed.  One  thing,  however,  is  dear : 
that  a  man  with  so  unbridled  an  imagination,  joined  to 
so  weak  an  understanding,  and  so  broken  a  volition ;  who 
had  plunged  so  deep  into  Theosophy,  and  still  hovered  so 
near  the  surface  in  all  practical  knowledge  of  men  and 
their  afiairs ;  who,  shattered  and  degraded  in  his  own 
private  character,  could  meditate  such  apostolic  enter- 
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prises,  was  a  man  likely,  if  he*  lived  long,  to  play  fiantas 
tic  tricks  in  abundance ;  and,  at  least,  in  his  religions  his^ 
toiy,  to  set  the  world  a- wondering.     Conversion,  not  to 
Popery,  bat,  if  it  so  chanced,  to  Braminism,  was  a  thing 
nowise  to  be  thon^t  impossible. 

Nevertheless,  let  his  missionary  zeal  have  justice  from 
us.  It  does  seem  to  have  been  grounded  on  no  wicked 
or  even  iUaudable  motive :  to  all  appearance,  he  not  only 
believed  what  he  professed,  but  thought  it  of  the  highest 
moment  that  others  should  believe  it.  And  if  the  pro- 
8el3rtizing  spirit,  which  dwells  in  all  men,  be  allowed  ex- 
ercise even  when  it  only  assaults  what  it  reckons  Errors, 
still  more  should  this  be  so,  when  it  proclaims  what  it 
reckcms  Truth,  and  fiancies  itself  not  taking  from  us 
what  in  our  eyes  may  be  good,  but  adding  thereto  what 
is  better. 

Meanwhile,  Werner  was  not  so  absorbed  in  spiritual 
8(^iemes,  that  he  altogether  overlooked  his  own  merely 
temporal  comfort.  In  contempt  of  former  failures,  he  was 
now  courting  for  himself  a  third  wife,  '  a  young  Poless  of 
thehi^est  personal  attractions ;'  and  this  under  difficul- 
ties which  would  have  appalled  an  ordinary  wooer  :  for 
the  two  had  no  language  in  common  ;  he  not  understand- 
ing three  words  of  Polish,  she  not  one  of  G^erman.  Never- 
theless, nothing  daunted  by  this  circimistance,  nay  per- 
haps discerning  in  it  an  assurance  against  many  a  sor- 
rowful curtain-lecture,  he  prosecuted  his  suit,  we  suppose 
by  signs  and  dumb-show,  with  such  ardour,  that  he  quite 
gained  the  fair  mute :  wedded  her  in  1801 ;  and  soon 
after,  in  her  company,  quitted  Warsaw  for  Konigsberg, 
where  the  helpless  state  of  lus  mother  required  immediate 
attention.     It  is  from  Konigsberg  that  most  of  his  mis- 
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sionary  epistles  to  Hitzig  are  written ;  the  latter,  as  we 
have  hinted  above,  being  now  stationed,  by  his  official 
appointment,  in  Berlin.  The  sad  duty  of  watching  over 
his  crazed,  forsaken,  and  dying  mother,  Werner  appears 
to  have  discharged  with  true  filial  assiduity :  for  three 
years  she  lingered  in  the  most  painful  state,  under  his 
nursing ;  and  her  death,  in  1804,  seems  notwithstanding 
to  have  filled  him  with  the  deepest  sorrow.  This  is  an 
extract  of  his  letter  to  Hitzig  on  that  mournful  occasion : 

*  £  know  Dot  whether  thou  hast  heard  that  on  the  24th  of 
February  (the  same  day  when  our  excellent  Mnioch  died  in 
Warsaw),  my  mother  departed  here,  in  my  arms.  My  Friend ! 
God  knocks  with  an  iron  hammer  at  our  hearts ;  and  we  are 
duller  than  stone,  if  we  do  not  feel  it ;  and  madder  than  mad, 
if  we  think  it  shame  to  cast  ourselves  into  the  dust  before 
the  All-powerful,  and  let  our  whole  so  highly  miserable  Self 
be  annihilated  in  the  sentiment  of  His  infiuite  greatness  and 
long-suffering.    I  wish  I  had  words  to  paint  how  inexpres- 
sibly pitiful  my  Sdhne  des  TTials  appeared  to  me  in  that  hour, 
when,  after  eighteen  years  of  neglect,  I  again  went  to  par- 
take in  the  Communion !    This  death  of  my  mother,  — -  the 
pure,  royal  poet-and-martvr  spirit,  who  for  eight  years  had 
Iain  continually  on  a  sick-bed,  and  suffered  unspeakable 
things,  —  affected  me  (much  as,  for  her  sake  and  my  own,  I 
could  not  but  wish  it)  with  altogether  agonizing  feelings. 
Ah,  Friend,  how  heavy  do  my  youthful  faults  lie  on  me ! 
How  much  would  I  give  to  have  my  mother  —  (though  both 
I  and  my  wife  have  of  late  times  lived  wholly  for  her,  and 
had  much  to  endure  on  her  account) «—  how  much  would  I 
give  to  have  her  back  to  me  but  one  week,  that  I  might 
disburden  my  heavy-laden  heart  with  tears  of  repentance ! 
My  beloved  Friend,  give  thou  no  grief  to  thy  parents :  ah, 
no  earthly  voice  can  awaken  the  dead !     God  and  Parents, 
that  is  the  first  concern ;  ail  else  is  secondary.' 
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This  affection  for  his  mother  forms,  as  it  were,  a  little 
ialaiid  of  li^t  and  verdure  in  Werner's  history,  where, 
amid  so  much  that  is  dark  and  desolate,  one  feels  it  plea- 
sant to  linger.  Here  was  at  least  one  duty,  perhaps  in- 
deed the  only  one,  which,  in  a  wayward  wasted  life,  he 
discharged  with  fidelity :  from  his  conduct  towards  this 
one  hapless  being,  we  may  perhaps  still  learn  that  his 
heart,  however  perverted  by  circumstances,  was  not  in- 
capable of  true,  disinterested  love.  A  rich  heart  by  Na- 
ture ;  but  unwisely  squandering  its  riches,  and  attaining 
to  a  pure  union  only  with  this  one  heart ;  for  it  seems 
doubtful  whether  he  ever  loved  another !  His  poor  mother, 
while  alive,  was  the  haven  of  all  his  earthly  voyagings ; 
and,  in  after  years,  from  amid  far  scenes,  and  crushing 
perplexities,  he  often  looks  back  to  her  grave  with  a  feel- 
ing, to  which  all  bosoms  must  respond.*  The  date  of 
her  decease  became  a  memorable  era  in  his  mind ;  as  may 
appear  from  the  title  which  he  gave,  long  afterwards,  to 
one  of  his  most  popular  and  tragical  productions.  Die 
Vter-und-iwanzigste  Fehruar  (The  Twenty-fourth  of 
February). 

After  this  event,  which  left  him  in  possession  of  a 

^  See,  for  example,  the  Preface  to  his  Mutter  der  Makkabcler, 
written  at  Tienna,  fai  1819.  The  tone  of  ftOl,  but  deep  and  heart* 
fdt  sadness,  which  runs  throogfa  the  whole  of  this  piece,  cannot  be 
communicated  in  extracts.  We  quote  onlj  a  half  stanxa,  whicfai 
except  tn  proae,  we  shall  not  venture  to  translate : 

*  Icht  dem  der  Liebe  Kosen 
Und  alle  Freudenroeen^ 
Beym  ertten  Schat{felto$en 
Am  Mutter  grab*  en^hn,**^ 
*  I,  for  whom  tiie  caresses  of  lore  and  all  roses  of  joy  withered 
'  away,  as  the  first  shovel  with  its  mould  sounded  on  the  coffin  of 
*  my  mother.' 
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small  but  competent  fortune,  Werner  returned  with  his 
wife  to  his  post  at  Warsaw.  By  this  time,  Hitzig  too 
had  been  sent  back,  and  to  a  higher  post :  he  was  now 
married  likewise ;  and  the  two  wives,  he  says,  soon  be- 
came as  intimate  as  their  husbands.  In  a  little  while 
Hofimann  joined  them ;  a  colleague  in  Hitzig's  office, 
and  by  him  ere  long  introduced  to  Werner,  and  the  other 
circle  of  Prussian  men  of  law ;  who,  in  this  foreign  ci^i- 
tal,  formed  each  other's  chief  society ;  and,  of  course, 
clave  to  one  another  more  closely  than  they  might  have 
done  elsewhere.  Hofl^nann  does  not  seem  to  have  loved 
Werner ;  as,  indeed,  he  was  at  all  times  rather  shy  in  his 
attachments ;  and  to  his  quick  eye,  and  more  rigid  £e»- 
tidious  feeling,  the  lofty  theory  and  low  selfish  practice, 
the  general  difiuseness,  nay  incoherence  of  character,  the 
pedantry  and  solenm  affectation,  too  visible  in  the  man, 
could  nowise  be  hidden.  Nevertheless,  he  feels  and  ac- 
knowledges the  frequent  charm  of  his  conversation :  frar 
Werner  many  times  could  be  frank  and  simple ;  and  the 
true  humour  and  abandonment  with  which  he  often 
launched  forth  into  bland  satire  on  his  friends,  and  still 
oftener  on  himself,  atoned  for  many  of  his  whims  and 
weaknesses.  Probably  the  two  could  not  have  lived  to- 
gether by  themselves  :  but  in  a  circle  of  common  men, 
where  these  touchy  elements  were  attempered  by  a  fair 
addition  of  wholesome  insensibilities  and  formalities,  they 
even  relished  one  another ;  and,  indeed,  the  whole  social 
union  seems  to  have  stood  on  no  undesirable  footing. 
For  the  rest,  Warsaw  itself  was,  at  this  time,  a  gay,  pic- 
turesque, and  stirring  city ;  full  of  resources  for  spending 
life  in  pleasant  occupation,  either  wisely  or  unwisely.* 

*  Hitxighaa  thoB  described  the  first  aspect  it  presented  to  Hoff- 
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It  was  here  that,  m  1805,  Werner's  Kreut  an  der 
Ostsee  (Cross  on  the  Baltic)  was  written :  a  sort  of  half 
operatic  performance,  for  which  Hoffioiann,  who  to  his 
gifts  as  a  writer  added  perhaps  still  higher  attainments 
both  as  a  musician  and  a  painter,  composed  the  accom- 
paniment. He  complains  that,  in  this  matter,  Werner 
was  very  ill  to  please.  A  ridiculous  scene,  at  the  first 
reading  of  the  piece,  the  same  shrewd  wag  has  recorded 
in  his  SerapionS'Bruder :  Hitzig  assures  us  that  it  is 
literally  true,  and  that  Hofimann  himself  was  the  main 
actor  in  the  husiness. 


maiiB :  '  Stzeets  of  stately  breadth,  formed  of  palaces  in  the  finest 

*  Italian  style,  and  wooden  huts  which  threatened  every  moment  to 
'  m^  down  orer  the  heads  of  their  inmates ;  in  these  edifices, 

*  Asiatic  pomp  combined  in  strange  onion  with  Greenland  squalor. 

*  An  erer-moring  population,  forming  the  sharpest  contrasts,  as  in  a 

*  perpetual  masquerade :  long-bearded  Jews ;  monks  in  the  garb  of 
'  erery  order ;  here  veiled  and  deeply-shrouded  nuns  of  strictest  dis- 

*  dplzne,  walking  self-seduded  and  apart ;  their  flights  of  young 
'  Poksses,  in  silk  mantles  of  the  brightest  colours,  talking  and  pro- 

*  menading  over  broad  squares.  The  venerable  ancient  Polish  noble, 

*  with  moustaches,  caftan,  girdle,  sabre,  and  red  or  yellow  boots ; 
'  Uie  new  generation  equipt  to  the  utmost  pitdi  as  Paririan/«tcroy- 
'  tbiet ;  with  Turks,  Greeks,  Russians,  Italians,  Frenchmen,  in  ever- 

*  changing  throng.    Add  to  this  a  police  of  inconceivable  tolerance, 

*  disturbing  no  popular  sport ;  so  that  little  puppet-theatres,  apes, 

*  camek,  dancing  bears,  practised  incessantly  in  open  spaces  and 
'  streets ;  while  the  most  elegant  equipages,  and  the  poorest  pedes- 

*  trim  bearers  of  burden,  stood  gazing  at  tiiem.  Farther,  a  theatre 
'in  the  national  language;  a  good  French  company;  an  Italian  opera; 
'  German  players  of  at  least  a  very  passable  sort ;  masked-balls  on  a 
'  quite  original  but  highly  entertaining  plan ;  places  for  pleasure- 

*  excursions  all  round  the  city,'  &c.  &c. — Hoffmanns  Leben  und 
NaekUm.  B.  I.  s.  287. 

H  2 


154  MI8CBLLANIB8. 

'  Our  Poet  had  invited  a  few  frienda,  to  read  to  them,  in 
manuscript,  his  Krevz  an  der  Osisee,  of  which  they  already 
knew  some  fragments  that  had  raised  their  expectations  to 
the  highest  stretch.  Planted,  as  usaaU  in  the  middle  of  the 
circle,  at  a  little  miniature  tahle,  on  which  two  clear  lights, 
stuck  in  high  candlesticks,  were  burning,  sat  the  Poet :  he 
had  drawn  the  manuscript  from  his  breast ;  the  huge  snuff- 
box, the  blue- checked  handkerchief,  aptly  reminding  you  of 
Baltic  muslin,  as  in  use  for  petticoats  and  other  indispensa- 
ble things,  lay  arranged  in  order  before  him.  —  Deep  silence 
on  all  sides !  —  Not  a  breath  heard !  —  The  Poet  cuts  one  of 
those  unparalleled,  ever-memorable,  altogether  indescribable 
faces  you  have  seen  in  him,  and  begins.  —  Now  you  recollect, 
at  the  rising  of  the  curtain,  the  Prussians  are  assembled  on 
the  coast  of  the  Baltic,  fishing  amber,  and  commence  by  call- 
ing on  the  god  who  presides  over  this  vocation.  —  So  begins : 

Bangputtis!  Bangputtis!  Bangputtis! 
—  Brief  pause !  —  Incipient  stare  in  the  audience !  —  and 
from  a  fellow  in  the  comer  comes  a  small  clear  voice :  "  My 
dearest,  most  valued  friend !  my  best  of  poets !  If  thy  whole 
dear  opera  is  written  in  that  cursed  language,  no  soul  of  us 
knows  a  syllable  of  it ;  and  I  beg,  in  the  Devil's  name,  thou 
wouldst  have  the  goodness  to  translate  it  first !" '  * 

Of  this  Kreuz  an  der  Ostsee  our  limits  will  permit  us 
to  say  but  little.  It  is  still  a  fragment ;  the  Second 
Part,  which  was  often  promised,  and,  we  believe,  partly 
written,  having  never  yet  been  published.  In  some 
respects,  it  appears  to  us  the  best  of  Werner's  dramas  : 
there  is  a  decisive  coherence  in  the  plot,  such  as  we 
seldom  find  with  him ;  and  a  firmness,  a  rugged  ner- 
vous brevity  in  the  dialogue,  which  is  equally  rare. 
Here,  too,  the  mystic  dreamy  agencies,  which,  as  in 
most  of  his  pieces,  he  has  interwoven  with  the  action, 

*  Hoffmann's  Sengntmi-Briider,    B.  IV.  s.  240. 
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harmonize  more  than  osoally  with  the  spirit  of  the 
whole.  It  is  a  wild  subject,  and  this  helps  to  give  it  a 
corresponding  wildness  of  locality.  The  first  planting 
of  Christianity  among  the  Prussians,  by  the  Teutonic 
Knights,  leads  us  back  of  itself  into  dim  ages  of  anti- 
quity, of  superstitious  barbarism,  and  stem  apostolic 
zeal :  it  is  a  scene  hanging,  as  it  were,  in  half-ghastly 
chiaroscuro,  on  a  ground  of  primeval  Night :  where  the 
Cross  and  St.  Adalbert  come  in  contact  with  the  Sacred 
Oak  and  the  Idols  of  Romova,  we  are  not  surprised  that 
spectral  shapes  peer  forth  on  us  from  the  gloom. 

In  constructing  and  depicting  of  characters,  Werner, 
indeed,  is  still  little  better  than  a  mannerist :  lus  per- 
sons, differing  in  external  figure,  differ  too  slightly  in 
inward  nature ;  and  no  one  of  them  comes  forward  on  us 
with  a  rightly  visible  or  living  air.  Yet,  in  scenes  and 
incidents,  in  what  may  be  called  the  general  costume  of 
his  subject,  he  has  here  attained  a  really  superior  ex- 
odlence.  The  savage  Prussians,  with  their  amber-fish- 
ing, their  bear-hunting,  their  bloody  idolatry,  and  storm- 
ful  untutored  energy,  are  brought  vividly  into  view ;  no 
less  so  the  Polish  Court  of  Plozk,  and  the  German  Cru- 
saders, in  their  bridal-feasts  and  battles,  as  they  live 
and  move,  here  placed  on  the  verge  of  Heathendom,  as 
it  were,  the  vanguard  of  light  in  conflict  with  the  king- 
doms of  Darkness.  The  nocturnal  assault  on  Plozk  by 
the  Prussians,  where  the  handfid  of  Teutonic  Knights 
is  overpowered,  but  the  city  saved  from  ruin  by  the  mi- 
raculous interposition  of  the  '  Harper,'  who  now  proves 
to  be  the  Spirit  of  St.  Adalbert ;  this,  Mdth  the  scene 
which  follows  it,  on  the  Island  of  the  Vistula,  where  the 
dawn   slowly  breaks  over  doings  of  woe  and  horrid 
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cruelty,  but  of  woe  and  cruelty  atoned  for  by  immortal 
hope, — belong  undoubtedly  to  Werner's  most  successful 
efforts.  With  much  that  is  questionable,  much  that  is 
merely  common,  there  are  intermingled  touches  from 
the  true  Land  of  Wonders ;  indeed,  the  whole  is  over- 
spread with  a  certain  dim  religious  light,  in  which  its 
many  pettinesses  and  exaggerations  are  softened  into 
something  which  at  least  resembles  poetic  harmony. 
We  give  this  drama  a  high  praise,  when  we  say  that 
more  than  once  it  has  reminded  us  of  Calderon. 

The  'Cross  on  the  Baltic'  had  been  bespoken  by 
Iffland,  for  the  Berlin  theatre  ;  but  the  complex  machi- 
nery of  the  piece,  the  '  little  flames'  springing,  at  inter- 
vals, from  the  heads  of  certain  characters,  and  the  other 
supernatural  ware  with  which  it  is  replenished,  were 
found  to  transcend  the  capabilities  of  any  merely  ter- 
restrial stage.  Iffland,  the  best  actor  in  G^ermany,  was 
himself  a  dramatist,  and  man  of  talent,  but  in  all  points 
differing  from  Werner,  as  a  stage-machinist  may  differ 
from  a  man  with  the  second'Sight,  Hofimann  chuckles  in 
secret  over  the  perplexities  in  which  the  shrewd  prosaic 
manager  and  playwright  must  have  found  himself,  when 
he  came  to  the  '  little  flame.'  Nothing  remained  but  to 
write  back  a  refusal,  full  of  admiration  and  expostulation : 
and  Iffland  wrote  one  which,  says  Hoffinann,  '  passes  for 
a  masterpiece  of  theatrical  diplomacy.' 

In  this  one  respect,  at  least,  Werner's  next  play  was 
happier,  for  it  actually  crossed  the  '  Stygian  marsh'  of 
green-room  hesitations,  and  reached,  though  in  a  maimed 
state,  the  Elysium  of  the  boards ;  and  this  to  the  great 
joy,  as  it  proved,  both  of  Iffland  and  all  other  parties 
interested.  We  allude  to  the  Martin  Luther,  oder  die 
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Weike  der  Kraft  (Martin  Luther,  or  the  Consecration 
of  Strength),  Werner's  most  popular  performance; 
'which  came  out  at  Berlin  in  1807,  and  soon  spread  over 
all  Germany,  Catholic  as  weU  as  Protestant;  being 
acted,  it  would  seem,  even  in  Vienna,  to  overflowing 
and  delighted  audiences. 

If  instant  acceptance,  therefore,  were  a  measure  of 
dramatic  merit,  this  play  should  rank  high  among  that 
class  of  works.  Nevertheless,  to  judge  from  our  own 
impressions,  the  sober  reader  of  Martin  Luther  will  be 
for  from  finding  in  it  such  excellence.  It  cannot  be 
named  among  the  best  dramas :  it  is  not  even  the  best  of 
Werner's.  There  is,  indeed,  much  scenic  exhibition, 
many  a  '  fervid  sentiment,'  as  the  newspapers  have  it ; 
nay,  with  all  its  mixture  of  coarseness,  here  and  there 
a  glimpse  of  genuine  dramatic  inspiration ;  but,  as  a 
whole,  the  work  sorely  disappoints  us  ;  it  is  of  so  loose 
and  mixed  a  structure,  and  falls  asunder  in  our  thoughts, 
like  the  iron  and  the  clay  in  the  Chaldean's  Dream. 
There  b  an  interest,  perhaps  of  no  trivial  sort,  awakened 
in  the  First  Act ;  but,  unhappily,  it  goes  on  declining, 
till,  in  the  Fifth,  an  ill-natured  critic  might  almost  say, 
it  expires.  The  story  is  too  wide  for  Werner's  dramatic 
lens  to  gather  into  a  focus ;  besides,  the  reader  brings 
with  him  an  image  of  it,  too  fixed  for  being  so  boldly 
metamorphosed,  and  too  high  and  august  for  being  or- 
namented with  tinsel  and  gilt  pasteboard.  Accordingly, 
the  Diet  of  Worms,  plentifully  furnished  as  it  is  with 
sceptres  and  armorial  shields,  continues  a  much  grander 
scene  in  History,  than  it  is  here  in  Fiction.  Neither, 
with  regard  to  the  persons  of  the  play,  excepting  those 
of  Luther  and  Catharine,  the  Nun  whom  he  weds,  csm 
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we  find  much  scope  for  praise.  Nay,  our  praise  even  of 
these  two  must  have  many  limitations.  Catharine,  though 
carefully  enough  depicted,  is,  in  fact,  little  more  than  a 
common  tragedy-queen,  with  the  storminess,  the  love, 
and  other  stage-heroism,  which  belong  prescriptively  to 
that  class  of  dignitaries.  With  regard  to  Luther  him- 
self, it  is  evident  that  Werner  has  put  forth  his  whole 
strength  in  this  delineation ;  and,  trying  him  by  common 
standards,  we  are  far  from  saying  that  he  has  fedled. 
Doubtless  it  is,  in  some  respects,  a  significant  and  even 
sublime  delineation ;  yet  must  we  ask  whether  it  is  Lu- 
ther, the  Luther  of  History,  or  even  the  Luther  proper 
for  this  drama ;  and  not  rather  some  ideal  portraiture  of 
Zacharias  Werner  himself  ?  Is  not  this  Luther,  with 
his  too  assiduous  flute-playing,  his  trances  of  three  days, 
his  visions  of  the  Devil  (at  whom,  to  the  sorrow  of  the 
housemaid,  he  resolutely  throws  his  huge  inkbottle), 
by  much  too  spasmodic  and  brainsick  a  personage  ?  We 
cannot  but  question  the  dramatic  beauty,  whatever  it 
may  be  in  history,  of  that  three  days'  trance  ;  the  hero 
must  before  this  have  been  in  want  of  mere  victuals ; 
and  there,  as  he  sits  deaf  and  dumb,  with  his  eyes  ught- 
less,  yet  fixed  and  staring,  are  we  not  tempted  less  to 
admire,  than  to  send  in  all  haste  for  some  ofiioer  of  the 
Humane  Society  ?  —  Seriously,  we  cannot  but  regret 
that  these  and  other  such  blemishes  had  not  been 
avoided,  and  the  character,  worked  into  chasteness  and 
purity,  been  presented  to  us  in  the  simple  grandeur 
which  essentially  belongs  to  it.  For,  censure  as  we 
may,  it  were  blindness  to  deny  that  this  figure  of  Lu- 
ther has  in  it  features  of  an  austere  loveliness,  a  mild, 
yet  awfiil  beauty :  undoubtedly  a  figure  rising  firom  the 
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depths  of  the  poet's  soul ;  and,  marred  as  it  is  with  such 
adhesions,  piercing  at  times  into  the  depths  of  ours! 
Among  so  many  poetical  sins,  it  forms  the  chief  redeem- 
ing virtue,  and  truly  were  almost  in  itself  a  sort  of 
atonement. 

As  for  the  other  characters,  they  need  not  detain  us 
kmg.  Of  Charles  the  Fifth,  by  fax  the  most  ambitious, 
—  meant,  indeed,  as  the  counterpoise  of  Luther, — 
we  may  say,  without  hesitation,  that  he  is  a  feilure.  An 
empty  Gascon  this ;  bragging  of  his  power,  and  honour, 
and  the  like,  in  a  style  which  Charles,  even  in  his  nine- 
teenth year,  could  never  have  used.  '  One  Qod,  one 
Charles,'  is  no  speech  for  an  emperor ;  and,  besides,  is 
borrowed  from  some  panegyrist  of  a  Spanish  opera- 
singer.  Neither  can  we  fall  in  with  Charles,  when  he 
tells  us  that  '  he  fears  nothing,  — not  even  God.'  We 
humbly  think  he  must  be  mistaken.  With  the  old  Mi- 
ners, again,  with  Hans  Luther  and  his  Wife,  the  Re- 
former's parents,  there  is  more  reason  to  be  sa^fied ; 
yet  in  Werner's  hands  simplicity  is  always  apt,  in  such 
cases,  to  become  too  simple,  and  these  honest  peasants, 
like  the  honest  Hugo  in  the  '  Sons  of  the  Valley,'  are 
very  garrulous. 

This  drama  of  Martin  Luther  is  named  likewise  the 
Omsecration  of  Strength ;  that  is,  we  suppose,  the  pu- 
rifying of  this  great  theologian  from  all  renmants  of 
earthly  passion,  into  a  clear  heavenly  zeal ;  an  opera- 
tion which  is  brought  about,  strangely  enough,  by  two 
half-ghosts  and  one  whole  ghost,  —  a  little  fairy  girl, 
Catharine's  servant,  who  impersonates  Faith ;  a  little 
ftdry  youth,  Luther's  servant,  who  represents  Art ;  and 
the  '  Spirit  of  Cotta's  wife,'  an  honest  housekeeper,  but 
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defunct  many  years  before,  who  stands  for  Purity.  These 
three  supematurals  hover  about  in  very  whimsical  wise, 
cultivating  flowers,  playing  on  flutes,  and  singing  dirge- 
like epithalamiums  over  unsound  sleepers :  we  cannot 
see  how  aught  of  this  is  to  '  consecrate  strength ;'  or, 
indeed,  what  such  jack-o'-lantern  personages  have  in 
the  least  to  do  with  so  grave  a  business.  If  the  author 
intended  by  such  machinery  to  elevate  his  subject  from 
the  Common,  and  unite  it  with  the  higher  region  of  the 
Infinite  and  the  Invisible,  we  cannot  think  that  his 
contrivance  has  succeeded,  or  was  worthy  to  succeed. 
These  half-allegorical,  half-corporeal  beings  yield  no 
contentment  an3rwhere :  Abstract  Ideas,  however  they 
may  put  on  fleshly  garm^its,  are  a  class  of  characters 
whom  we  cannot  sympathize  with  or  delight  in.  Besides, 
how  can  this  mere  embodyment  of  an  allegory  be  sup- 
posed to  act  on  the  rugged  materials  of  life,  and  elevate 
into  ideal  grandeur  the  doings  of  real  men,  that  live  and 
move  amid  the  actual  pressure  of  worldly  things  ?  At 
best,  it  can  stand  but  like  a  hand  in  the  margin :  it  is  not 
performing  the  task  proposed,  but  only  telling  us  that 
it  was  meant  to  be  performed.  To  our  feelings,  this 
entire  episode  runs  like  straggling  bindweed  through 
the  whole  growth  of  the  piece,  not  so  much  uniting  as 
enciunbering  and  choking  up  what  it  meets  with ;  in 
itself,  perhaps,  a  green  and  rather  pretty  weed ;  yet  here 
superfluous,  and,  like  any  other  weed,  deserving  only  to 
be  altogether  cut  away. 

Our  general  opinion  of  Martin  Luther,  it  would 
seem,  therefore,  corresponds  ill  with  that  of  the  '  over- 
flowing and  delighted  audiences'  over  all  (Germany.  We 
believe,  however,  that  now,  in  its  twentieth  year,  the 
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work  may  be  somewhat  more  calmly  judged  of  even 
there.  As  a  classical  drama  it  could  never  pass  with 
any  critic ;  nor,  on  the  other  hand,  shall  we  ourselves 
deny  that,  in  the  lower  sphere  of  a  popular  spectacle,  its 
attractions  are  manifold.  We  find  it,  what,  more  or 
less,  we  find  all  Werner's  pieces  to  be,  a  splendid,  spark- 
ling mass ;  yet  not  of  pure  metal,  but  of  many-coloured 
scoria,  not  unmingled  with  metal ;  and  must  regret,  as 
ever,  that  it  had  not  been  refined  in  a  stronger  furnace, 
and  kept  in  the  crucible  till  the  true  silver-gleam,  glanc- 
ing from  it,  had  shown  that  the  process  was  complete. 

Werner's  dramatic  popularity  could  not  remain  with- 
out influence  on  him,  more  especiaUy  as  he  was  now  in 
the  very  centre  of  its  brilliancy,  having  changed  his 
residence  from  Warsaw  to  Berlin,  some  time  before  his 
Weihe  der  Kraft  was  acted,  or  indeed  written.  Von 
Schroter,  one  of  the  state-ministers,  a  man  harmonizing 
with  Werner  in  his  '  zeal  both  for  religion  and  free- 
masonry,' had  been  persuaded  by  some  friends  to  i^point 
him  his  secretary.  Werner  naturally  rejoiced  in  such 
promotion ;  yet,  combined  with  his  theatrical  success,  it 
perhaps,  in  the  long-run,  did  him  more  harm  than  good. 
He  might  now,  for  the  first  time,  be  said  to  see  the  busy 
and  influential  world  with  his  own  eyes :  but  to  draw 
friture  instruction  from  it,  or  even  to  guide  himself  in 
its  present  complexities,  he  was  little  qualified.  He 
took  a  shorter  method :  '  he  plunged  into  the  vortex  of 
society,'  says  Hitzig,  with  brief  expressiveness ;  became 
acquainted,  indeed,  with  Fichte,  Johannes  MUUer,  and 
other  excellent  men,  but  united  himself  abo,  and  with 
closer  partiality,  to  players,  play-lovers,  and  a  long  list 
of  jovial,  admiring,  but  highly  unprofitable  companions. 
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His  religious  schemes,  perhaps  rebutted  by  collision 
with  actual  life,  lay  dormant  for  the  time,  or  mingled 
in  strange  union  with  wine-vapours,  and  the  '  feast  of 
reason,  and  the  flow  of  soul.'  The  result  of  all  this 
might,  in  some  measure,  be  foreseen.  In  eight  weeks, 
for  example,  Werner  had  parted  with  his  wife.  It  was 
not  to  be  expected,  he  writes,  that  she  should  be  happy 
with  him.  '  I  am  no  bad  man,'  continues  he,  with  con- 
siderable  candour ;  '  yet  a  weakling  in  many  respects 
'  (for  God  strengthens  me  abo  in  several),  fretful,  capri- 
'  dous,  greedy,  impure.  Thou  knowest  me !  Still,  im- 
'  mersed  in  my  fantasies,  in  my  occupation :  so  that  here, 
'  what  with  playhouses,  what  with  social  parties,  she  had 
'  no  manner  of  enjoyment  with  me.  She  is  innocent :  I 
'  too  perhaps  ;  for  can  I  pledge  myself  that  I  am  so  ? ' 
These  repeated  divorces  of  Werner's  at  length  convinced 
him  that  he  had  no  talent  for  managing  wives ;  indeed, 
we  subsequently  find  him,  more  than  once,  arguing  ii) 
dissuasion  of  marriage  altogether.  To  our  readers  one 
other  consideration  may  occur :  astonishment  at  the  state 
of  marriage-law,  and  the  strange  footing  this  'sacrament' 
must  stand  on  throughout  Protestant  Germany.  For 
a  Christian  man,  at  least  not  a  Mahometan,  to  leave 
three  widows  behind  him,  certainly  wears  a  peculiar  as- 
pect. Perhaps  it  is  saying  much  for  German  morality, 
that  so  absurd  a  system  has  not,  by  the  disorders  re- 
sulting from  from  it,  already  brought  about  its  own  ab- 
rogation. 

Of  Werner's  farther  proceedings  in  Berlin,  except 
by  implication,  we  have  little  notice.  After  the  arrival 
of  the  French  armies,  his  secretaryship  ceased ;  and  now 
wifeless  and  placeless,  in  the  summer  of  1807,  '  he  felt 
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'  himself/  he  says,  '  authorized  by  Fate  to  indulge  his 
'  taste  for  pilgriming.'     Indulge  it  accordingly  he  did ; 
for  he  wandered  to  and  fro  many  years,  nay  we  may  al- 
most say,  to  the  end  of  his  life,  like  a  perfect  Bedouin. 
Hie  various  stages  and  occurrences  of  his  traveb,  he  has 
himself  recorded  in  a  paper,  furnished  by  him  for  his  own 
Name,  in  some  Biographical  Dictionary.     Hitzig  quotes 
great  part  of  it,  but  it  is  too  long  and  too  meagre  for 
being  quoted  here.     Werner  was  at  Prague,  Vienna, 
Munich,  —  everywhere  received  with  open  arms ;  '  saw 
'  at  Jena,  in  December  1807,  for  the  first  time,  the  most 
'universal  and  the  clearest  man  of  his  age  (the  man 
'  whose  like  no  one  that  has  seen  him  will  ever  see 
'  again),  the  great,  nay,  only  Goethe  ;  and,  under  his 
'  introduction,  the  pattern  of  G^erman  princes '   (the 
Duke  of  Weimar)  ;  and  then,  '  after  three  ever-memo- 
'  rable  months  in  this  society,  beheld  at  Berlin  the  tri- 
'umphant  entry  of  the  pattern  of  European  tyrants' 
(Napoleon).    On  the  summit  of  the  Rigi,  at  sunrise,  he 
became  acquainted  with  the  Crown  Prince,  now  King,  of 
Bavaria ;  was  by  him  introduced  to  the  Swiss  festival  at 
Interlaken,  and  to  the  most '  intellectual  lady  of  our  time, 
'  the  Baroness  de  Stael ;  and  must  beg  to  be  credited 
'  when,  after  sufficient  individual  experience,  he  can  de- 
*  dare,  that  the  heart  of  this  high  and  noble  woman  was 
'  at  least  as  great  as  her  genius.'  Coppet,  for  a  while,  was 
his  head  quarters,  but  he  went  to  Paris,  to  Weimar,* 

*  It  waa  here  that  Hitzig  saw  him,  for  the  last  time,  in  1809 ; 
fomid  admittance,  through  his  means,  to  a  court  festival  in  honour 
of  Bemadotte ;  and  be  still  recollects,  with  gratification,  '  the  lordly 
'  spectacle  of  Goetiie  and  that  sorereign  standing  front  to  front,  en- 
'  gaged  in  the  livdiest  conversation.' 
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again  to  Switzerland ;  in  short,  trudged  and  hurried 
hither  and  thither,  inconstant  as  an  ignis  /atuus,  and 
restless  as  the  Wandering  Jew. 

On  his  mood  of  mind  during  all  this  period,  Werner 
gives  us  no  direct  information  ;  but  so  unquiet  an  out- 
ward life  betokens  of  itself  no  inward  repose ;  and  when 
we,  from  other  lights,  gain  a  transient  glimpse  into  the 
wayfarer's  thoughts,  they  seem  still  more  fluctuating 
than  his  footsteps.     His  project  of  a  New  Religion  was 
by  this  time  abandoned  :  Hitzig  thinks  his  closer  sur- 
vey of  life  at  Berlin  had  taught  him  the  impracticability 
of  such  chimeras.  Nevertheless,  the  subject  of  Reli^on, 
in  one  shape  or  another,  nay  of  propagating  it  in  new 
purity  by  teaching  and  preaching,  had  nowise  vanished 
firom  his  meditations.   On  the  contrary,  we  can  perceive 
that  it  still  formed  the  master-principle  of  his  soul,  '  the 
piUar  of  cloud  by  day,  and  the  pillar  of  fire  by  night,' 
which  guided  him,  so  far  as  he  had  any  guidance,  in  the 
pathless  desert  of  his  now  solitary,  barren  and  cheerless 
existence.     What  his  special  opinions  or  prospects  on 
the  matter  had,  at  this  period,  become,  we  nowhere 
learn;  except,  indeed,  negatively,  —  for  if  he  has  not  yet 
found  the  new,  he  still  cordially  enough  detests  the  old. 
All  his  admiration  of  Luther  cannot  reconcile  him  to 
modem  Lutheranism.     This  he  regards  but  as  another 
and  more  hideous  impersonation  of  the  Utilitarian  spirit 
of  the  age,  nay  as  the  last  triumph  of  Infidelity,  which 
has  now  dressed  itself  in  priestly  garb,  and  even  mount- 
ed the  pulpit,  to  preach,  in  heavenly  symbols,  a  doc- 
trine which  is  altogether  of  the  earth.  A  curious  passage 
from  his  Preface  to  the  Cross  on  the  Baltic  we  may 
quote,  by  way  of  iQustration.     After  speaking  of  St. 
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Adalbert's  miracles,  and  how  this  body,  when  purchased 
from  the  heathen  for  its  weight  in  gold,  became  Hght  as 
gossamer,  he  proceeds : 

'  Though  these  things  may  be  justly  doubted ;  yet  one 
miracle  cannot  be  denied  him,  the  miracle,  namely,  that 
after  his  death  he  has  extorted  from  this  Spirit  of  Protest- 
anism  against  Strength  in  general,  —  which  now  replaces 
the  old  heathen  and  catholic  Spirit  of  Persecution,  and 
weighs  almost  as  much  as  Adalbert's  body, — the  admission, 
that  he  knew  what  he  wanted  ;  was  what  he  wished  to  be ; 
was  so  wholly ;  and  therefore  must  have  been  a  man,  at  all 
points  diametrically  opposite  both  to  that  Protestanism,  and 
to  the  culture  of  our  day.'  In  a  Note,  he  adds :  '  There  is 
another  Protestanism,  however,  which  constitutes  in  Con- 
duct, what  Art  is  in  Speculation,  and  which  I  reverence  so 
highly,  that  I  even  place  it  above  Art,  as  Conduct  is  above 
Speculation  at  all  times.  But  in  this,  St  Adalbert  and  St. 
Luther  are  —  colleagues :  and  if  God,  which  I  daily  pray 
for,  should  awaken  Luther  to  us  b^ore  the  Last  Day,  the 
Jh^  task  he  would  find,  in  respect  of  that  degenerate  and 
spurious  Protestantism,  would  be,  in  his  somewhat  rugged 
manner,  to — protest  against  it.' 

A  similar,  or  perhaps  still  more  reckless  temper,  is 
to  be  traced  elsewhere,  in  passages  of  a  gay,  as  well  as 
grave  character.  This  is  the  conclusion  of  a  letter  from 
Vienna,  in  1807  : 

'  We  have  Tragedies  here  which  contain  so  many  edi- 
fying maxims,  that  you  might  use  them  instead  of  Jesus 
Sirachf  and  have  them  read  from  beginning  to  end  in  the 
Berlin  Sunday  Schools.  Comedies,  likewise,  absolutely 
bursting  with  household  felicity  and  nobleness  of  mind. 
The  genuine  Kasperl  is  dead,  and  Schikander  has  gone  his 
ways ;  but  here  too  Bigotry  and  Superstition  are  attacked  in 
enlightened  Journals  with  such  profit,  that  the  people  care 
less  for  Popery  than  even  you  in  Berlin  do ;  and  prize,  for 
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instance,  the  fFeihe  der  Kraft,  which  has  also  heen  de- 
claimed in  Regensharg  and  Munich  to  thronging  audiences, 
—  chiefly  for  the  multitude  of  liberal  Protestant  opinions 
therein  brought  to  light;  and  regard  the  author,  all  his 
struggling  to  the  contrary  unheeded,  as  a  secret  lUuminatus, 
or  at  worst  an  amiable  Enthusiast.  In  a  word,  Vienna  is 
determined,  without  loss  of  time,  to  overtake  Berlin  in  the 
career  of  improvement ;  and  when  I  recollect  that  Berlin, 
on  her  side,  carries  Porsten's  HyrMi-hook  with  her,  in  her 
reticule,  to  the  shows  in  the  Thiergarten;  and  that  the 
ray  of  Christiano-catholico-platonic  Faith  pierces  deeper 
and  deeper  into  your  (already  by  nature  very  deep)  Privy- 
councillor  Mamsell,  —  I  almost  fancy  that  Germany  is  one 
great  madhouse;  and  could  find  in  my  heart  to  pack  up 
my  goods,  and  set  off  for  Italy,  to-morrow  morning ;  — 
not,  indeed,  that  I  might  work  there,  where  follies  enough 
are  to  be  had  too  ;  but  that,  amid  ruins  and  flowers,  I  might 
forget  all  things,  and  myself  in  the  first  place.'  * 

To  Italy  accordingly  he  went,  though  with  rather 
different  objects,  and  not  quite  so  soon  as  on  the  mor- 
row. In  the  course  of  his  wanderings,  a  munificent 
ecclesiastical  Prince,  the  Furst  Primas  von  Dalberg, 
had  settled  a  yearly  pension  on  him ;  so  that  now  he 
felt  still  more  at  liberty  to  go  whither  he  listed.  In  the 
course  of  a  second  visit  to  Coppet,  and  which  lasted 
four  months,  Madame  de  Stael  encouraged  and  assisted 
him  to  execute  his  favourite  project ;  he  set  out,  through 
Turin  and  Florence,  and  '  on  the  9th  of  December 
1809,  saw,  for  the  first  time,  the  Capital  of  the  World !' 
Of  his  proceedings  here,  much  as  we  should  desire  to 
have  minute  details,  no  information  is  given  in  this  Nar- 
rative; and  Hitzig  seems  to  know,  by  a  letter,  merely, 
that  '  he  knelt  with  streaming  eyes  over  the  graves  of 

♦  I-ebenS'Abritt,  s.  70. 
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St.  Peter  and  St.  Pftul.'  This  little  phrase  says  much. 
Werner  appears  likewise  to  have  assisted  at  certain 
'  Spiritual  Exerdtations '  {(xeUtliche  Uebumgen)  ;  a  new 
invention  set  on  foot  at  Rome  for  quickening  the  devo- 
tion of  the  faithful ;  consisting,  so  far  as  we  can  gather, 
in  a  sort  of  fasting-and-prayer  meetings,  conducted  on 
the  most  rigorous  principles ;  the  considerable  band  of 
devotees  being  bound  over  to  strict  silence,  and  secluded 
for  several  days,  with  conventual  care,  from  every  sort 
of  intercourse  with  the  world.  The  effect  of  these  £x- 
ercitations,  Werner  elsewhere  declares,  was  edifying  to 
an  extreme  degree ;  at  parting  on  the  threshold  of  their 
holy  tabernacle,  all  the  brethren  '  embraced  each  other, 
'  as  if  intoxicated  with  divine  joy  ;  and  each  confessed 
'  to  the  other,  that  throughout  these  precious  days  he 
'  had  been,  as  it  were,  in  heaven  ;  and  now,  strength- 
'  ened  as  by  a  soul-purifying  bath,  was  but  loath  to  ven- 
'  ture  back  into  the  cold  weekday  world.'  The  next 
step  from  these  Tabor- feasts,  if,  indeed,  it  had  not  pre- 
ceded them,  was  a  decisive  one  :  '  On  the  19th  of  April. 
'  1811,  Werner  had  grace  given  him  to  return  to  the 
'  Faith  of  his  fathers,  the  Catholic !' 

Here,  then,  the  '  crowning  mercy '  had  at  length 
arrived !  This  passing  of  the  Rubicon  determined  the 
whole  remainder  of  Werner's  Hfe ;  which  had  henceforth 
the  merit,  at  least  of  entire  consistency.  He  forthwith 
set  about  the  professional  study  of  llieology:  then, 
being  perfected  in  this,  he  left  Italy  in  1813,  taking 
care,  however,  by  the  road,  '  to  supplicate,  and  certainly 
'  not  in  vain,  the  help  of  the  Gracious  Mother  at  Lo- 
'  retto ;'  and  after  due  preparation,  under  the  superin- 
tendence of  his  patron,  the  Prince  Archbishop  von  Dal- 
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berg,  had  himself  ordained  a  Priest  at  Aschaffenburg, 
in  June,    1814.     Next  from  Aschaffenbnrg  he  has- 
tened to  Vienna ;  and  there,  with  all  his  might,  began 
preaching;  his  first  auditory  being  the   Congress  of 
the  Holy  Alliance,  which  had  then  just  begun  its  vene- 
rable sessions.     '  The  novelty  and  strangeness,'  he  says, 
'  nay  originality  of  his  appearance,  secured  him  an  ez- 
'  traordinary  concourse  of  hearers.'     He  was,  indeed,  a 
man  worth  hearing  and  seeing;  for  Ids  name,  noised 
abroad  in  many-sounding  peals,  was  filling  all  Grermany 
from  the  hut  to  the  palace.    This,  he  thinks,  might  have 
affected  his  head ;  but  he  '  had  a  trust  in  GKxl,  which 
bore  him  through.'  Neither  did  he  seem  anywise  anxious 
to  still  this  clamour  of  his  judges,  least  of  all  to  propi- 
tiate  Ids   detractors:   for  already,  before  arriving  at 
Vienna,  he  had  published,  as  a  pendant  to  his  Martin 
Luther,  or  the  Consecration  of  Strength,  a  Pamphlet,  in 
doggrel  metre,  entitled,  the  Consecration  of  Weakness, 
wherein  he  proclaims  himself  to  the  whole  world  as  an 
honest  seeker  and  finder  of  truth,  and  takes  occasion  to 
revoke  Ids  old  *  Trinity,'  of  art,  religion,  and  love  ;  love 
having  now  turned  out  to  be  a  dangerous  ingredient  in 
such  mixtures.     The  writing  of  this  Weihe  der  Unkraft 
was  reckoned  by  many  a  bold  but  injudicious  measure, — 
a  throwing  down  of  the  gauntlet  when  the  lists  were  frdl 
of  tumultuous  foes,  and  the  knight  was  but  weak,  and 
Ids  cause,  at  best,  of  the  most  questionable  sort.     To 
reports,  and  calumnies,  and  criticisms,  and  vitupera- 
tions, there  was  no  limit. 

What  remains  of  this  strange  eventful  history  may 
be  summed  up  in  few  words.  Werner  accepted  no  spe- 
cial charge  in  the  Church ;  but  continued  a  private  and 
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secular  Priest ;  preaching  diligently,  but  only  where  he 
himself  saw  good ;  oftenest  at  Vienna,  but  in  summer 
over  all  parts  of  Austria,  in  Styria,  Carinthia,  and  even 
Venice.  Everywhere,  he  says,  the  opinions  of  his  hearers 
were  *  violently  divided.*     At  one  time,  he  thought  of 
becoming  Monk,  and  had  actually  entered  on  a  sort  of 
noviciate ;   but  he  quitted  the  establishment  rather  sud- 
denly, and,  as  he  is  reported  to  have  said,  '  for  reasons 
known  only  to  God  and  himself.'  By  degrees,  his  health 
grew  very  weak :  yet  he  still  laboured  hard  both  in  pub- 
lic and  private ;   writing  or  revising  poems,  devotional 
or  dramatic ;   preaching,  and  officiating  as  father-con- 
fessor, in  which  last  capacity  he  is  said  to  have  been  in 
great  request.     Of  his  poetical  productions  during  this 
period,  there  is  none  of  any  moment  known  to  us,  ex- 
cept the  Mother  of  the  Maccabees  (1819) ;   a  tragedy  of 
careful  structure,  and  apparently  in  high  favour  with  the 
author,  but  which,  notwithstanding,,  need  not  detain  us 
long.     In  our  view,  it  is  the  worst  of  all  his  pieces  ;   a 
pale,  bloodless,  indeed  quite  ghost-like  affair;    for  a 
cold  breath  as  from  a  sepulchre  chiUs  the  heart  in 
perusing  it :  there  is  no  passion  or  interest,  but  a  certain 
woestruck  martyr  zeal,  or  rather  frenzy,  and  this  not  so 
much  storming  as  shrieking;    not  loud  and  resolute, 
but  shrill,  hysterical,  and  bleared  with  ineffectual  tears. 
To  read  it  may  well  sadden  us :    it  is  a  convulsive  fit, 
whose  uncontrollable  writhings  indicate,  not  strength, 
but  the  last  decay  of  that.* 

^  Of  his  Attila  (1808),  his  Vter.und-zwanzigtte  Februar 
(1809),  his  Cunegtmde  (1814),  and  yarioos  other  pieces  written 
in  his  wanderings,  we  have  not  room  to  speak.  It  is  the  less  ne- 
r,  as  the  Attila  and  Twenty-fourth  qf  February^  by  much 
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Werner  was,  in  fact,  drawing  to  his  latter  end :  his 
health  had  long  been  ruined ;  especially  of  later  years, 
he  had  suffered  much  from  disorders  of  the  lungs.  In 
1817,  he  was  thought  to  be  dangerously  ill ;  and  after- 
wards, in  1822,  when  a  journey  to  the  Baths  partly 
restored  him ;  though  he  himself  still  felt  that  his  term 
was  near,  and  spoke  and  acted  like  a  man  that  was 
shortly  to  depart.  In  January,  1823,  he  was  evidently 
dying :  his  affetirs  he  had  already  settled ;  much  of  his 
time  he  spent  in  prayer ;  was  constantly  cheerful,  at  in- 
tervals even  gay.  '  His  death,'  says  Hitzig,  '  was  es- 
'  pecially  mild.  On  the  eleventh  day  of  his  disorder, 
'  he  felt  himself,  particulariy  towards  evening,  as  if  al- 
'  together  light  and  well ;  so  that  he  would  hardly  con- 
/  sent  to  have  any  one  to  watch  with  him.  The  ser- 
'  vant  whose  turn  it  was  did  watch,  however ;  he  had 
'  sat  down  by  the  bedside  between  two  and  three  next 
'  morning  (the  17th),  and  continued  there  a  consider- 
'  able  while,  in  the  belief  that  his  patient  was  asleep. 
'  Surprised,  however,  that  no  breathing  was  to  be  heard, 
'  he  hastily  aroused  the  household,  and  it  was  found  that 
'  Werner  had  already  passed  away.' 

In  imitation,  it  is  thought,  of  Lipsius,  he  bequeathed 
his  Pen  to  the  treasury  of  the  Virgin  at  Mariazell,  '  as 
'  a  chief  instrument  of  his  aberrations,  his  sins,  and  his 


the  best  of  theie,  have  already  been  forcibly,  and,  on  the  whole, 
fairly  characterized  by  Madame  de  Staid.  Of  the  last-named  little 
work  we  might  say,  with  double  emphasis,  Nee  puerot  coram 
popuh  Medea  trucidei :  it  has  a  deep  and  genuine  tragic  interest, 
were  it  not  so  painfully  protracted  into  the  regions  of  pure  horror. 
Werner's  SermotUf  his  Hymm,  his  Prrface  to  Thomas  i  Kengm, 
&c.,  are  entirely  unknown  to  us. 
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'  repentance.'  He  was  honourably  interred  at  Enzers- 
dorf  on  the  Hill ;  where  a  aimple  inscription,  composed 
by  himself,  begs  the  wanderer  to  '  pray  charitably  for 
his  poor  soul ;'  and  expresses  a  trembHng  hope  that,  as 
to  Mary  Magdalen,  '  because  she  loved  much,'  so  to 
him  also '  much  may  be  forgiven.' 

We  have  thus,  in  hurried  movement,  travelled  over 
Zacharias  Werner's  Life  and  Works  ;  noting  down  from 
the  former  such  particulars  as  seemed  most  character- 
istic ;  and  gleaning  from  the  latter  some  more  curious 
passages,  less  indeed  with  a  view  to  their  intrinsic  ex- 
cellence, than  to  their  fitness  for  illustrating  the  man. 
Tliese  scattered  indications  we  must  now  leave  our  rea- 
ders to  interpret  each  for  himself:  each  will  adjust  them 
into  that  combination  which  shall  best  harmonize  with 
his  own  way  of  thought.  As  a  writer,  Werner's  cha- 
racter will  occasion  little  difficulty.  A  richly  gifted  na- 
ture ;  but  never  wisely  guided,  or  resolutely  applied :  a 
loving  heart ;  an  intellect  subtle  and  inquisitive,  if  not 
always  dear  and  strong;  a  gorgeous,  deep,  and  bold 
imagination  ;  a  true,  nay  keen  and  burning  sympathy 
with  all  high,  all  tender  and  holy  things :  here  lay  the 
main  elements  of  no  common  poet ;  save  only  that  one 
was  still  wanting,  —  the  force  to  cultivate  them,  and 
mould  them  into  pure  union.  But  they  have  remain- 
ed uncultivated,  disunited,  too  often  struggling  in  wild 
disorder :  his  poetry,  like  his  life,  is  still  not  so  much 
an  edifice  as  a  quarry.  Werner  had  cast  a  look  into 
perhaps  the  very  deepest  region  of  the  Wonderful ;  but 
he  had  not  learned  to  live  there  :  he  was  yet  no  denizen 
of  that  mysterious  land ;  and,  in  his  visions,  its  splen- 
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dour  is  strangely  mingled  and  overclouded  yrith  the 
flame  or  smoke  of  mere  eartkly  fire.  Of  his  dramas  we 
have  already  spoken ;  and  with  much  to  praise,  found 
always  more  to  censure.  In  his  rhymed  pieces,  his 
shorter,  more  didactic  poems,  we  are  better  satisfied : 
here,  in  the  rude,  jolting  vehicle  of  a  certain  Stemhold- 
and-Hopkins  metre,  we  often  find  a  strain  of  true  pa- 
thos, and  a  deep  though  quaint  significance.  His  prose» 
again,  is  among  the  worst  known  to  us:  degraded 
with  silliness ;  diffuse,  nay  tautological,  yet  obscure  and 
vague ;  contorted  into  endless  involutions ;  a  misshapen^ 
lumbering,  complected  coil,  well  nigh  inexplicable  in  its 
entanglements,  and  seldom  worth  the  trouble  of  unravel- 
ling. He  does  not  move  through  his  subject,  and  ar- 
range it,  and  rule  over  it :  for  the  most  part,  he  but 
welters  in  it,  and  laboriously  tumbles  it,  and  at  last 
sinks  under  it. 

As  a  man,  the  ill-fated  Werner  can  still  less  content 
us.  His  feverish,  inconstant,  and  wasted  life  we  have 
already  lodced  at.  Hitzig,  his  determined  well^isher, 
admits  that  in  practice  he  was  selfish,  wearying  out  his 
best  friends  by  the  most  barefaced  importunities ;  a  man 
of  no  dignity ;  avaricious,  greedy,  sensual,  at  times  ob- 
scene; in  discourse,  with  all  his  humour  and  hearti- 
ness, apt  to  be  intolerably  longwinded ;  and  of  a  mala- 
droitness,  a  blank  ineptitude,  which  exposed  him  to  in- 
cessant ridicule  and  manifold  mystifications  from  people 
of  the  world.  Nevertheless,  under  all  this  rubbish,  con- 
tends the  friendly  Biographer,  there  dwelt,  for  those 
who  could  look  more  narrowly,  a  spirit,  marred  indeed 
in  its  beauty,  and  languishing  in  painfril  conscious  op- 
pression, yet  never  wholly  forgetful  of  its  original  noble- 


LIFE  AKO  WBITINOS  OP  WBRNSB.  1  73 

ness.  •  Wemer'8  soul  was  made  for  affection  ;  and  often 
as,  under  his  too  rude  collisions  with  external  things,  it 
was  struck  into  harshness  and  dissonance,  there  was  a 
tone  which  spoke  of  melody,  even  in  its  jarrings.  A 
kind,  a  sad,  and  heartfelt  remembrance  of  his  friends 
seems  never  to  have  quitted  him  :  to  the  last  he  ceased 
not  £rom  warm  love  to  men  at  large ;  nay,  to  awaken  in 
them,  with  such  knowledge  as  he  had,  a  sense  for  what 
was  best  and  highest,  may  be  said  to  have  formed  the 
earnest,  though  weak  and  unstable  elm  of  his  whole  ex- 
istence. The  truth  is,  his  defects  as  a  writer  were  also 
his  defects  as  a  man :  he  was  feeble,  and  without  voli- 
tion ;  in  life,  as  in  poetry,  his  endowments  fell  into  con- 
fusion ;  his  character  relaxed  itself  on  all  sides  into  inco- 
herent expansion ;  his  activity  became  gigantic  endea- 
vour, followed  by  most  dwarfish  performance. 

The  grand  incident  of  his  life,  hb  adoption  of  the 
Roman  Catholic  religion,  is  one  on  which  we  need  not 
heap  fJEother  censure ;  for  already,  as  appears  to  us,  it  is 
rather  liable  to  be  too  harshly  than  too  leniently  dealt 
widi.  There  is  a  feeling  in  the  popular  mind,  which, 
in  well-meant  hatred  of  inconsistency,  perhaps  in  gene- 
ral too  sweepingly  condemns  such  changes.  Werner, 
it  should  be  recollected,  had  at  all  periods  of  his  life  a 
religion ;  nay,  he  hungered  and  thirsted  after  truth  in 
this  matter,  as  after  the  highest  good  of  man ;  a  fieict 
which  of  itself  must,  in  this  respect,  set  him  far  above 
the  most  consistent  of  mere  unbelievers,  —  in  whose 
barren  and  callous  soul  consistency  perhaps  is  no  such 
brilliant  virtue.  We  pardon  genial  weather  for  its 
changes;  but  the  steadiest  of  all  climates  is  that  of 
Ghreenland.     Farther,  we  must  say  that,  strange  as  it 
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may  seem,  in  Werner's  whole  conduct,  both  before  and 
after  his  conversion,  there  is  not  visible  the  slightest 
trace  of  insincerity.  On  the  whole,  there  are  fewer  ge- 
nuine renegades  than  men  are  apt  to  imagine.  Surely, 
indeed,  that  must  be  a  nature  of  extreme  baseness,  who 
feels  that,  in  worldly  good,  he  can  gain  by  such  a  step. 
Is  the  contempt,  the  execration  of  all  that  have  known 
and  loved  us,  and  of  millions  that  have  never  known  us, 
to  be  weighed  against  a  mess  of  pottage,  or  a  piece  of 
money  ?  We  hope  there  are  not  many,  even  in  the  rank 
of  sharpers,  that  would  think  so.  But  for  Werner  there 
was  no  gain  in  any  way ;  nay,  rather  certainty  of  loss. 
He  enjoyed  or  sought  no  patronage ;  with  his  own  re- 
sources he  was  already  independent  though  poor,  and 
on  a  footing  of  good  esteem  with  all  that  was  most  esti- 
mable in  his  country.  His  little  pension,  conferred  on 
him,  at  a  prior  date,  by  a  Catholic  Prince,  was  not 
continued  after  his  conversion,  except  by  die  Duke  of 
Weimar,  a  Protestant.  He  became  a  mark  for  calumny ; 
the  defenceless  butt  at  which  every  callow  witling  made 
his  proof-shot ;  his  character  was  more  dfiformed  and 
mangled  than  that  of  any  other  man.  What  had  he  to 
gain  ?  Insult  and  persecution ;  and  with  these,  as  can- 
dour bids  us  believe,  the  approving  voice  of  his  own 
conscience.  To  judge  from  his  writings,  he  was  hr 
from  repenting  of  the  change  he  had  made ;  his  Catholic 
fEuth  evidently  stands  in  his  own  mind  as  the  first  bless- 
ing of  his  life ;  and  he  clings  to  it  as  the  anchor  of  his 
soul.  Scarcely  more  than  once  (in  the  Pre&ce  to  his 
Mutter  der  Makkabaer)  does  he  allude  to  the  legions  of 
folsehoods  that  were  in  circulation  against  him ;  and  it 
is  in  a  spirit  which,  without  entirely  concealing  the 


LIFE  AND  WBITIN68  OF  WBBNBS.  1 75 

quorulousness  of  nature,  nowise  ficuls  in  the  meekness 
and  endurance  which  became  him  as  a  Christian.  Here 
is  a  fragment  of  another  Paper,  published  since  his 
death,  as  it  was  meant  to  be ;  which  exhibits  him  in  a 
still  clearer  light.  The  reader  may  contemn,  or,  what 
will  be  better,  pity  and  sympathize  with  him ;  but  the 
structure  of  this  strange  piece  surely  bespeaks  anything 
but  insincerity.  We  translate  it  with  all  its  breaks  and 
fantastic  crotchets,  as  it  stands  before  us  : 

'Tkstambntaet  Inscription,  from  Friedrich  Lud- 
wig  Zacharias  Werner,  a  son,'  &c.  —  (here  follows  a  state- 
ment of  his  parentage  and  birth,  with  vacant  spaces  for  the 
date  of  his  death),  —  *  of  the  following  lines,  submitted  to 
all  such  as  have  more  or  less  felt  any  friendly  interest  in  his 
unworthy  person,  with  the  request  to  take  warning  by  his 
example,  and  charitably  to  remember  the  poorsoulof  the 
writer  before  God,  in  prayer  and  good  deeds. 


'  Begun  at  Florence,  on  the  24th  of  September,  about 
eight  in  the  evening,  amid  the  still  distant  sound  of  approach  • 
ing  thander.    Concluded,  when  and  where  Qod  will ! 


*  Motto,  Device,  and  Watchword  in  Death :  Remittun- 
tur  ei  peccaia  multa^  guatiiam  dilexit  muUum  !  f  1 -^  Lucas, 
Caput  vii.  V.  47* 


*  N.B.  Most  humbly  and  earnestly,  and  in  the  name  of 
God,  does  the  Author  of  this  Writing  beg,  of  such  honest 
persons  as  may  find  it,  to  submit  the  same  io  any  suitable 
way  to  public  examination. 


'  FecUH  noi,  Domine,  ad  TV,  et  irrequietum  est  cor  not' 
trwn,  donee  requiescat  in  TV, — 5.  Augustinus. 

*  Per  muita  dispetyitur,  et  hie  illucque  qwerit  fcorj  ubi 
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requiescere  possit,  et  nihil  invenit  quod  ei  sufficiat^  donee  ad 
ipsum  Csc,  Deumj  redeat, — S,  Bernardus. 


*  In  the  name  of  God  the  Father,  Son,  and  Holy  Ghost, 
Amen ! 

*  The  thunder  came  hither,  and  is  still  rolling,  though 
now  at  a  distance.  —  The  name  of  the  Lord  be  praised ! 
Hallelujah !  —  I  begin  : 

'  This  Paper  must  needs  be  brief;  because  the  appoint- 
ed term  for  my  life  itself  may  already  be  near  at  hand. 
There  are  not  wanting  examples  of  important  and  unim- 
portant men,  who  have  left  behind  them  in  writing  the  de- 
fence, or  even  sometimes  the  accusation,  of  their  earthly 
life.  Without  estimating  such  procedure,  I  am  not  minded 
to  imitate  it.  With  trembling  I  reflect  that  I  myself  shall 
first  learn  in  its  whole  terrific  compass  what  properly  I  was, 
when  thiese  lines  shall  be  read  by  men  ;  that  is  to  say,  in  a 
point  of  Time  which  for  me  will  be  no  Time ;  in  a  condition 
wherein  all  experience  will  for  me  be  too  late  I 

Hew  tremend<B  mc^estatis^ 
Qui  saivandos  salvos  gratis, 
Salva  mey  fons  pietatis  /  !  ! 

But  if  I  do,  till  that  day  when  All  shall  be  laid  open,  draw  a 
veil  over  my  past  life,  it  is  not  merely  out  of  false  shame  that 
I  so  order  it ;  for  though  not  free  from  this  vice  also,  I 
would  willingly  make  known  my  guilt  to  all  and  every  one 
whom  my  voice  might  reach,  could  I  hope,  by  such  confes- 
sion, to  atone  for  what  I  have  done ;  or  thereby  to  save  a 
single  soul  from  perdition.  There  are  two  motives,  how- 
ever, which  forbid  me  to  make  such  an  open  personal  reve- 
lation after  death  :  the  one,  because  the  unclosing  of  a  pes- 
tilential grave  may  be  dangerous  to  the  health  of  the  unin- 
fected looker-on ;  the  o^er^  because  in  my  Writings  (which 
may  God  forgive  me) !  amid  a  wilderness  of  poisonous  weeds 
and  garbage,  there  may  also  be  here  and  there  a  medicinal 
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herb  lyin^  scattered,  from  which  poor  patients,  to  whom  it 
mig'ht  be  useful,  would  start  back  with  shuddering,  did  they 
know  the  pestiferous  soil  on  which  it  grew. 

'  So  much,  however,  in  regard  to  those  good  creatures 
as  they  call  themselves,  namely  to  those  feeble  weaklings 
who  brag  of  what  they  designate  their  good  hearts,  —  so 
much  must  I  say  before  God,  that  such  a  heart  alone,  when 
it  is  not  checked  and  regelated  by  forethought  and  stead- 
fastness, is  not  only  incapable  of  saving  its  possessor  from 
destruction,  but  is  rather  certain  to  hurry  him,  full  speed, 
into  that  abyss,  where  T  have  been,  whence  I  —  perhaps  ? ! ! ! 
—  by  God's  grace  am  snatched,  Hud  from  which  may  God 
mercifully  preserve  every  reader  of  these  lines.'* 

All  this  is  melancholy  enough  ;  but  it  is  not  like  the 
writing  of  a  hypocrite  or  repentant  apostate.  To  Pro- 
testantism, above  all  things,  Werner  shows  no  thought 
of  returning.  In  allusion  to  a  rumour,  which  had 
spread,  of  his  having  given  up  Catholicism,  he  says  (in 
the  Preface  already  quoted)  : 

'  A  stupid  falsehood  I  must  reckon  it ;  since,  according 
to  my  deepest  conviction,  it  is  as  impossible  that  a  soul  in 
Bliss  should  return  back  into  the  Grave,  as  that  a  man,  who, 
like  me,  after  a  life  of  error  and  search  has  found  the  price- 
less jewel  of  Truth,  should,  I  will  not  say,  give  up  the  same, 
but  hesitate  to  sacrifice  for  it  blood  and  life,  nay  many 
things  perhaps  far  dearer,  with  J6yful  heart,  when  the  one 
good  cause  is  concerned.' 

And  elsewhere  in  a  private  letter  : 

<  I  not  only  assure  thee,  but  I  beg  of  thee  to  assure  all  men, 
if  God  should  ever  so  withdraw  the  light  of  his  grace  from 


*  Wemen  Letzte  Lehemtagen  (quoted  by  Hitzig,  p.  80). 
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me,  that  I  ceased  to  be  a  Catholic,  I  would  a  thousand  times 
sooner  join  myself  to  Judaism,  or  to  the  Bramins  on  the 
Granges  :  but  to  that  shallowest,  driest,  most  contradictory, 
inanest  Inanity  of  Protestantism,  never^  never^  never  P 

Here,  perhaps,  there  is  a  touch  of  priestly,  of  al- 
most feminine  vehemence ;  for  it  is  to  a  Protestant  and 
an  old  friend  that  he  writes  :  but  the  conclusion  of  his 
Preface  shows  him  in  a  better  light.  Speaking  of  Second 
Parts,  and  regretting  that  so  many  of  his  works  were 
unfinished,  he  adds : 

<  But  what  specially  comforts  me  is  the  prospect  of  — 
our  general  Second  Part,  where,  even  in  the  first  Scene,  this 
consolation,  that  there  dU  our  works  will  be  known,  may  not 
indeed  prove  solacing /or  us  all ;  but  where,  through  the 
strength  of  Him  that  alone  completes  all  works,  it  will  be 
granted  to  those  whom  He  has  saved,  not  only  to  know  each 
other,  but  even  to  know  Him,  as  by  Him  they  are  known !  — 
With  my  trust  in  Christ,  whom  I  have  not  yet  won,  I  regard, 
with  the  Teacher  of  the  Gentiles,  all  things  but  dross  that  I 
may  win  Him ;  and  to  him,  cordially  and  lovingly  do  I,  in 
life  or  at  death,  commit  you  all,  my  beloved  Friends  and  my 
beloved  Enemies ! ' 

On  the  whole,  we  cannot  think  it  doubtful  that 
Werner's  belief  was  real  and  heartfelt.  But  how  then, 
our  wondering  readers  may  inquire,  if  his  belief  was 
real  and  not  pretended,  how  then  did  he  believe  ?  He, 
who  scoffs  in  infidel  style  at  the  truths  of  Protestantism, 
by  what  alchemy  did  he  succeed  in  tempering  into  credi- 
bility the  harder  and  bulkier  dogmas  of  Popery  ?  Of 
Popery,  too,  the  frauds  and  gross  corruptions  of  which 
he  has  so  fiercely  exposed  in  his  Martin  Luther ;  and 
this,  moreover,  without  cancelling,  or  even  softening 
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his  vituperations,  long  after  his  conversion,  in  the  very 
last  edition  of  that  drama  ?  To  this  question,  we  are 
fieur  from  pretending  to  have  any  answer  that  altogether 
satisfies  ourselves ;  much  less  that  shall  altogether  sa- 
tisfy others.  Meanwhile,  there  are  two  considerations 
which  throw  light  on  the  difficulty  for  us :  these,  as 
some  step,  or  at  least,  attempt  towards  a  solution  of  it, 
we  shall  not  withhold.  The  first  lies  in  Werner's  indi- 
vidual character  and  mode  of  life.  Not  only  was  he  bom 
a  mystic,  not  only  had  he  lived  from  of  old  amid  free- 
masonry, and  all  manner  of  cabalistic  and  other  tra- 
ditionary chimeras ;  he  was  also,  and  had  long  been, 
what  is  emphatically  called  dissolute ;  a  word,  which 
has  now  lost  somewhat  of  its  original  force  ;  but  which, 
as  applied  here,  is  still  more  just  and  significant  in  its 
etymological,  than  in  its  common  acceptation.  He  was 
a  man  dissolute  ;  that  is,  by  a  long  course  of  vicious  in- 
dulgences, enervated  and  loosened  asunder.  Everywhere 
in  Werner's  life  and  actions,  we  discern  a  mind  relaxed 
frx>m  its  proper  tension ;  no  longer  capable  of  effort  and 
toilsome  resolute  vigilance;  but  floating  almost  pas- 
sively with  the  current  of  its  impulses,  in  languid,  ima- 
ginative, Asiatic  reverie.  That  such  a  man  should  dis- 
criminate, with  sharp  fearless  logic,  between  beloved 
errors  and  unwelcome  truths,  was  not  to  be  expected. 
His  belief  is  likely  to  have  been  persuasion  rather  than 
conviction,  both  as  it  related  to  Religion,  and  to  other 
subjects.  What,  or  how  much  a  man  in  this  way  may 
bring  himself  to  believe,  with  such  force  and  distinctness 
as  he  honestly  and  usually  calls  belief,  there  is  no  pre- 
dicting. 

But  another  ccmsideration,  which  we  think  should 
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nowise  be  omitted,  is  the  general  state  of  religious  opi- 
nion in  Germany,  especially  among  such  minds  as  Wer- 
ner was  most  apt  to  take  for  his  exemplars.     To  this 
complex  and  highly  interesting  subject  we  can,  for  the 
present,  do  nothing  more  than  allude.     So  much,  how- 
ever, we  may  say :    It  is  a  common  theory  among  the 
Germans,  that  every  Creed,  every  Form  of  worship,  is  a 
form  merely ;    the  mortal  and  ever-changing  body,  in 
which  the  immortal  and  unchanging  spirit  of  Religion 
is,  with  more  or  less  completeness,  expressed  to  die  ma- 
terial eye,  and  made  manifest  and  influential  among  the 
doings  of  men.     It  is  thus,  for  instance,  that  Johannes 
Miiller,  in  his  Universal  History,  professes  to  consider 
the  Mosaic  Law,  the  creed  of  Mahomet,  nay  Luther's 
Reformation ;   and,  in  short,  all  other  systems  of  Faith ; 
which   he  scruples  not  to  designate,  without  special 
praise  or  censure,  simply  as  Vorstellungsarten,  *  Modes 
of  Representation.'     We  could  report  equally  singular 
things  of  Schelling  and  others,  belonging  to  the  philo- 
sophic class ;  nay  of  Herder,  a  Protestant  clergyman, 
and  even  bearing  high  authority  in  the  Church.     Now, 
it  is  clear,  in  a  country  where  such  opinions  are  openly 
and  generally  professed,  a  change  of  religious  creed 
must  be  comparatively  a  slight  matter.     Conversions  to 
Catholicism    are  accordingly  by  no  means  unknown 
among    the    Oermans:    Friedrich   Schlegel,  and   the 
younger  Count  von  Stolberg,  men,  as  we  should  think, 
of  vigorous  intellect,  and  of  character  above  suspicion, 
were  colleagues,  or  rather  precursors,  of  Werner  in  this 
adventure ;   and,  indeed,  formed  part  of  his  acquaint- 
ance at  Vienna.     It  is  but,  they  would  perhaps  say,  as 
if  a  melodist,  inspired  with  harmony  of  inward  music. 
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should  choose  this  instrument  in  preference  to  that,  for 
giving  voice  to  it :  the  inward  inspiration  is  the  grand 
concern  ;  and  to  express  it,  the  '  deep  majestic  solemn 
organ  '  of  the  Unchangeable  Church  may  be  better  fitted 
than  the  '  scrannel  pipe '  of  a  withered,  trivial,  Arian 
Protestantism.  That  Werner,  still  more  that  Schlegel 
and  Stolberg  could,  on  the  strength  of  such  hypotheses, 
put  off  or  put  on  their  religious  creed,  like  a  new  suit 
of  apparel,  we  are  ^  from  asserting  ;  they  are  men  of 
earnest  hearts,  and  seem  to  have  a  deep  feeling  of  devo- 
tion :  but  it  should  be  remembered,  that  what  forms 
the  groundwork  of  their  religion,  is  professedly  not  De- 
monstration but  Faith ;  and  so  pliant  a  theory  could 
not  but  help  to  soften  the  transition  from  the  former  to 
the  latter.  That  some  such  principle,  in  one  shape  or 
another,  lurked  in  Werner's  mind,  we  think  we  can 
perceive  from  several  indications ;  among  others,  from 
the  Prologue  to  his  last  tragedy,  where,  mysteriously 
enough,  under  the  emblem  of  a  Phoenix,  he  seems  to  be 
shadowing  forth  the  history  of  his  own  Faith ;  and  re- 
presents himself  even  then  as  merely  '  climbing  the 
tree,  where  the  pinions  of  his  Phoenix  ]Bat  vanished  i' 
but  not  hoping  to  regain  that  blissful  vision,  till  his 
eyes  shall  have  been  opened  by  death. 

On  the  whole,  we  must  not  pretend  to  understand 
Werner,  or  expound  him  with  scientific  rigour :  acting 
many  times  with  only  half  consciousness,  he  was  always, 
in  some  degree,  an  enigma  to  himself,  and  may  well  be 
obscure  to  us.  Above  all,  there  are  mysteries  and  un- 
sounded abysses  in  every  human  heart ;  and  that  is  but 
a  questionable  philosophy  which  undertakes  so  readily 
to  explain  them.     Religious  belief  especially,  at  least 
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when  it  seems  heartfelt  and  well-intentioned,  is  no  sub- 
ject for  harsh  or  even  irreverent  investigation.  He  is  a 
wise  man  that,  having  such  a  belief,  knows  and  sees 
clearly  the  grounds  of  it  in  himself :  and  those,  we  ima- 
gine,who  have  explored  with  strictest  scrutiny  the  secret 
of  their  own  bosoms,  will  be  least  apt  to  rush  with  in- 
tolerant violence  into  that  of  other  men's. 

'  The  good  Werner,'  says  Jean  Paul,  '  fell,  like  our 
'  more  vigorous  Hoffmann,  into  the  poetical  fermenting- 
'  vat  (Gahrbottich)  of  our  time,  where  all  Literatures, 
'  Freedoms,  Tastes,  and  Untastes  are  foaming  through 
'  each  other ;  and  where  all  is  to  be  found,  excepting 
'  truth,  diligence,  and  the  polish  of  the  file.  Both  would 
'  have  come  forth  clearer  had  they  studied  in  Lessing's 
•  cjUiy.'*  We  cannot  justify  Werner :  yet  let  him  be  con- 
demned with  pity  !  And  well  were  it  could  each  of  us 
apply  to  himself  those  words,  which  Hitzig,  in  his 
friendly  indignation,  would  '  thunder  in  the  ears '  of 
many  a  (German  gainsayer  :  7\ike  thou  the  beam  out  of 
thine  oum  eye;  then  shalt  thou  see  clearly  to  take  the  mote 
out  of  thy  brother's, 

*  Letter  to  Hitzig,  in  Jean  PauTt  Leben,  by  DUnog, 
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GOETHE'S  HELENA.* 

[1828.] 

N0VALI8  has  rather  tauntingly  asserted  of  Gk)ethe,  that 
the  grand  law  of  his  being  is  to  conclude  whatsoever  he 
undertakes ;  that,  let  him  engage  in  any  task,  no  mat- 
ter what  its  difficulties  or  how  small  its  worth,  he  can- 
not quit  it  till  he  has  mastered  its  whole  secret,  finished 
it,  and  made  the  result  of  it  his  own.  This,  surely, 
whaterer  Novalis  might  think,  is  a  quality  of  which  it 
is  fiEir  safer  to  have  too  much  than  too  little  :  and  if,  in 
a  friendlier  spirit,  we  admit  that  it  does  strikingly  be- 
long to  Goethe,  these  his  present  occupations  will  not 
seem  out  of  harmony  with  the  rest  of  his  life  ;  but  ra- 
ther it  may  be  regarded  as  a  singular  constancy  of  for- 
tune, which  now  allows  him,  after  completing  so  many 
single  enterprises,  to  adjust  deliberately  the  details  and 
combination  of  the  whole ;  and  thus,  in  perfecting  his 
individual  works,  to  put  the  last  hand  to  the  highest  of 
all  his  woiks,  his  own  Hterary  character,  and  leave  the 
impress  of  it  to  posterity  in  that  form  and  accompani- 
ment which  he  himself  reckons  fittest.  For  the  last  two 
years,  as  many  of  our  readers  may  know,  the  venerable 

*  Foreign  Review,  No.  2. — Goethe* 9  S'dmmiliche  Werke, 
Vollitandige  Autgabe  letzter  Hand,  (Goethe's  CoUectiye  Works. 
Complete  Editioii,  with  his  final  Correctioiis).  —  First  Portion, 
voL  i  -  T.  16mo.  and  8to.  Cotta.  Stuttgard  &  Tiibingen.  1827. 
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Poet  has  been  employed  in  a  patient  and  thorough  re- 
visal  of  all  his  Writings  ;  an  edition  of  which,  designated 
as  the  '  complete  and  final '  one,  was  commenced  in 
1827,  under  external  encouragements  of  the  most  flat- 
tering sort,  and  with  arrangements  for  private  co-opera- 
tion, which,  as  we  learn,  have  secured  the  constant  pro- 
gress of  the  work  *  against  every  accident.'  The  first 
Lieferung,  of  five  volumes,  is  now  in  our  hands ;  a 
second  of  like  extent,  we  understand  to  be  already  on 
its  way  hither  ;  and  thus  by  regular  '  Deliveries,'  from 
half-year  to  half-year,  the  whole  Forty  Volumes  are  to 
be  completed  in  1831. 

To  the  lover  of  Grerman  literature,  or  of  literature  in 
general,  this  imdertaking  will  not  be  indifferent :  consi- 
dering, as  he  must  do,  the  works  of  Gk)ethe  to  be  among 
the  most  important  which  Germany  for  some  centuries 
has  sent  forth,  he  will  value  their  correctness  and  com- 
pleteness for  its  own  sake ;  and  not  the  less,  as  forming 
the  conclusion  of  a  long  process  to  which  the  last  step 
was  still  wanting ;  whereby  he  may  not  only  enjoy  the 
result,  but  instruct  himself  by  following  so  greafa  mas- 
ter through  the  changes  which  led  to  it.  We  can  now 
add,  that,  to  the  mere  book-collector  also,  the  business 
promises  to  be  satisfactory.  This  Edition,  avoiding  any 
attempt  at  splendour  or  imneressary  decoration,  ranks, 
nevertheless,  in  regard  to  accuracy,  convenience,  and 
true  simple  elegance,  among  the  best  specimens  of  Ger- 
man typography.  The  cost  too  seems  moderate  ;  so  that, 
on  every  account,  we  doubt  not  but  these  tasteful  vo- 
lumes wiU  spread  for  and  wide  in  their  own  country, 
and  by  and  by,  we  may  hope,  be  met  with  here  in  many 
a  British  library. 
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Hitherto,  in  this  First  Portion,  we  have  found  little 
or  no  alteration  of  what  was  already  known ;  but,  in  re- 
turn, some  changes  of  arrangement ;  and,  what  is  more 
important,  some  additions  of  heretofore  unpublished 
poems ;  in  particular,  a  piece  entitled  '  Helena,  a  classico*- 
romantic  PhoHtasmagoria,'  which  occupies  some  eighty 
pages  of  Volume  Fourth.  It  is  to  this  piece  that  we  now 
propose  directing  the  attention  of  our  readers.  Such  of 
these  as  have  studied  Helena  for  themselves,  must  have 
felt  how  little  calculated  it  is,  either  intrinsically  or  by 
its  extrinsic  relations  and  allusions,  to  be  rendered  very 
interesting  or  even  very  intelligible  to  the  English  pub* 
lie,  and  may  incline  to  augur  ill  of  our  enterprise.  In* 
deed,  to  our  own  eyes  it  already  looks  dubious  enough. 
But  the  dainty  little  '  Phantasmagoria,'  it  would  appear, 
has  become  a  subject  of  diligent  and  truly  wonderful  spe- 
culation to  our  German  neighbours :  of  which  also  some 
vague  rumours  seem  now  to  have  reached  this  country ; 
and  these  likely  enough  to  awaken  on  all  hands  a  curio- 
sity,* which,  whether  intelligent  or  idle,  it  were  a  kind 
of  good  deed  to  allay.  In  a  Journal  of  this  sort,  what 
little  light  on  such  a  matter  is  at  our  disposal  may  natu- 
rally be  looked  for. 

Helena,  like  many  of  Goethe's  works,  by  no  means 
carries  its  significance  written  on  its  forehead,  so  that 
he  who  runs  may  read  ;  but,  on  the  contrary,  it  is  en- 
veloped in  a  certain  mystery,  under  coy  disguises,  which, 
to  hasty  readers,  may  be  not  only  offensively  obscure,  but 


*  See,  for  instance,  the  *  Athensum,'  No.  vii.,  where  an  article 
ftands  headed  with  these  words :  Faust,  Hxlxn  of  Troy,  and 
Load  Btron. 
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altogether  provoking  and  impenetrable.  Neither  h  this 
any  new  thing  with  Goethe.  Often  has  he  produced 
compositions,  both  in  prose  and  verse,  which  bring  critic 
and  commentator  into  straits,  or  even  to  a  total  nonplus. 
Some  we  have,  wholly  parabolic ;  some  half-literal,  half- 
parabolic  ;  these  latter  are  occasionally  studied,  by  dull 
heads,  in  the  literal  sense  alone ;  and  not  only  studied, 
but  condemned :  for,  in  truth,  the  outward  meaning 
seems  unsatisfactory  enough,  were  it  not  that  ever  and 
anon  we  are  reminded  of  a  cunning,  manifold  meaning 
which  lies  hidden  under  it ;  and  incited  by  capricious 
beckonings  to  evolve  this,  more  and  more  completely, 
from  its  quaint  concealment. 

Did  we  believe  that  Gk)ethe  adopted  this  mode  of 
writing  as  a  vulgar  lure,  to  confer  on  his  poems  the  in- 
terest which  might  belong  to  so  many  charades,  we 
should  hold  it  a  very  poor  proceeding.  Of  this  most 
readers  of  Gk)ethe  will  know  that  he  is  incapable.  Such 
juggleries,  and  uncertain  anglings  for  distinction,  are  a 
class  of  accomplishments  to  which  he  has  never  made 
any  pretension.  The  truth  is,  this  style  has,  in  many 
cases,  its  own  appropriateness.  Certainly,  in  all  matters 
of  Business  and  Science,  in  all  expositions  of  fact  or  ar- 
gument, clearness  and  ready  comprehensibility  are  a 
great,  often  an  indispensable,  object.  Nor  is  there  any 
man  better  aware  of  this  principle  than  Qoeihe,  or  who 
more  rigorously  adheres  to  it,  or  more  happily  exempli- 
fies it,  wherever  it  seems  applicable.  But  in  this,  as  in 
many  other  respects.  Science  and  Poetry,  having  sepa- 
rate purposes,  may  have  each  its  several  law.  If  an 
artist  has  conceived  his  subject  in  the  secret  shrine  of 
his  own  mind,  and  knows,  with  a  knowledge  beyond  all 
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power  of  cavil,  that  it  is  true  and  pure,  he  may  choose 
his  own  manner  of  exhibiting  it,  and  will  generally  be 
the  fittest  to  choose  it  well.  One  degree  of  light,  he 
may  find,  will  beseem  one  delineation ;  quite  a  different 
degree  of  light  another.  The  hce  of  Agamemnon  was 
not  painted  but  hidden  in  the  old  picture :  the  Veiled 
Figure  at  Sais  was  the  most  expressive  in  the  Temple. 
In  fax^,  the  grand  point  is  to  have  a  meaning,  a  genuine, 
deep,  and  noble  one;  the  proper  form  for  embodying 
tiiis,  the  form  best  suited  to  ihe  subject  and  to  the  au- 
thor, win  gather  round  it  almost  of  its  own  accord.  We 
profess  ourselves  unfriendly  to  no  mode  of  communi- 
cating Truth;  which  we  rejoice  to  meet  with  in  all 
shapes,  from  that  of  the  child's  Catechism  to  the  deepest 
poetical  Allegory.  Nay,  the  Allegory  itself  may  some- 
times be  the  truest  part  of  the  matter.  John  Bunyan, 
we  hope,  is  nowise  our  best  theologian ;  neither,  un- 
happily, is  theology  our  most  attractive  science;  yet, 
which  of  our  compends  and  treatises,  nay  which  of  our 
romances  and  poems,  lives  in  such  mild  simshine  as  the 
good  old  Pilgrim's  Progress,  in  the  memory  of  so  many 
men? 

Under  (Goethe's  management,  this  style  of  composi- 
tion has  often  a  singular  charm.  The  reader  is  kept  on 
the  alert,  ever  conscious  of  his  own  active  co-operation ; 
light  breaks  on  him,  and  clearer  and  clearer  vision,  by 
d^rees ;  till  at  last  the  whcde  lovely  Shape  comes  forth, 
definite,  it  may  be,  and  bright  with  heavenly  radiance, 
or  fading,  on  this  side  and  that,  into  vague  expressive 
mystery;  but  true  in  both  cases,  and  beautiful  with 
nameless  enchantments,  as  the  poet's  own  eye  may  have 
beheld  it.    We  love  it  the  more  for  the  labour  it  has 
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given  118 :  we  almost  feel  as  if  we  ourselves  had  assisted 
in  its  creation.  And  herein  lies  the  highest  merit  of  a 
piece,  and  the  proper  art  of  reading  it.  We  have  not 
read  an  author  till  we  have  seen  his  object,  whatever  it 
may  be,  as  ^  saw  it.  Is  it  a  matter  of  reasoning,  and 
has  he  reasoned  stupidly  and  fedsely  ?  We  should  under** 
stand  the  circumstances  which,  to  his  mind,  made  it 
seem  true,  or  persuaded  him  to  write  it,  knowing  that  it 
was  not  so.  In  any  other  way  we  do  him  injustice  if  we 
judge  him.  Is  it  of  poetry  ?  His  words  are  so  many 
83rmbol8,  to  which  we  ourselves  must  furnish  the  inter- 
pretation ;  or  they  remain,  as  in  all  prosaic  minds  the 
words  of  poetry  ever  do,  a  dead  letter :  indications  they 
are,  barren  in  themselves,  but,  by  following  which,  we 
also  may  reach,  or  approach,  that  Hill  of  Vision  where 
the  poet  stood,  beholding  the  glorious  scene  which  it  is 
the  purport  of  his  poem  to  show  others.  A  reposing 
state,  in  which  the  Hill  were  brought  under  us,  not  we 
obliged  to  mount  it,  might  indeed  for  the  present  be 
more  convenient ;  but,  in  the  end,  it  could  not  be  equally 
satisfying.  Continuance  of  passive  pleasure,  it  should 
never  be  forgotten,  is  here,  as  under  all  conditions  of 
mortal  existence,  an  impossibility.  Everywhere  in  life, 
the  true  question  is,  not  what  we  gain,  but  what  we  do: 
so  also  in  intellectual  matters,  in  conversation,  in  read- 
ing, which  is  more  predse  and  careful  conversation,  it  is 
not  what  we  receive,  but  what  we  are  made  to  give,  that 
diiefly  contents  and  profits  us.  True,  the  mass  of  read- 
ers will  object ;  because,  like  the  mass  of  men,  they  are 
too  indolent.  But  if  any  one  affect,  not  the  active  and 
watchful,  but  the  pasidve  and  somnolent  line  of  study, 
are  there  not  writers,  expressly  fashioned  for  him,  enou^ 
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and  to  spare  ?  It  is  but  the  smaller  number  of  books 
that  become  more  instructive  by  a  second  perusal :  the 
great  majority  are  as  perfectly  plain  as  perfect  triteness 
can  make  them.  Yet,  if  time  is  precious,  no  book  that 
will  not  improve  by  repeated  readings  deserves  to  be  read 
at  all.  And  were  there  an  artist  of  a  right  spirit ;  a  man 
of  wisdom,  conscious  of  his  high  vocation,  of  whom  we 
could  know  beforehand  that  he  had  not  written  without 
purpose  and  earnest  meditation,  that  he  knew  what  he 
had  written,  and  had  embodied  in  it,  more  or  less,  the 
creations  of  a  deep  and  noble  soul,  —  should  we  not 
draw  near  to  him  reverently,  as  disciples  to  a  master ; 
and  what  task  could  there  be  more  profitable  than  to 
read  him  as  we  have  described,  to  study  him  even  to  his 
minutest  meanings  ?  For,  were  not  this  to  think  as  he 
had  thought,  to  see  with  his  gifted  eyes,  to  make  the 
very  mood  and  feeling  of  his  great  and  rich  mind 
the  mood  also  of  our  poor  and  little  one  ?  It  is  under 
the  consciousness  of  some  such  mutual  relation  that 
Goethe  writes,  and  that  his  countrymen  now  reckon 
themselves  bound  to  read  him :  a  relation  singular,  we 
might  say  solitary,  in  the  present  time ;  but  which  it  is 
ever  necessary  to  bear  in  mind  in  estimating  his  literary 
procedure. 

To  justify  it  in  this  particular,  much  more  might  be 
said,  were  it  our  chief  business  at  present.  But  what 
mainly  concerns  us  here,  is,  to  know  that  such,  justified 
or  not,  is  the  poet's  manner  of  writing ;  which  also  must 
prescribe  for  us  a  correspondent  manner  of  studying  him, 
if  we  study  him  at  all.  For  the  rest,  on  this  latter  point 
he  nowhere  expresses  any  undue  anxiety.  His  works 
have  invariably  been  sent  forth  without  preface,  without 
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note  or  comment  of  any  kind ;  but  left,  sometimes  plain 
and  direct,  sometimes  dim  and  typical,  in  what  degree  <^ 
clearness  or  obscurity  he  himself  may  have  judged  best, 
to  be  scanned,  and  glossed,  and  censured,  and  distorted, 
as  might  please  the  innumerable  multitude  of  critics  ;  to 
whose  verdicts  he  has  been,  for  a  great  part  of  his  life, 
accused  of  listening  with  imwarrantable  composure. 
Helena  is  no  exception  to  that  practice,  but  rather  among 
the  strong  instances  of  it.  This  Interlude  to  Faust  pre- 
sents itself  abruptly,  under  a  character  not  a  little  enig- 
matic ;  so  that,  at  first  view,  we  know  not  well  what  to 
make  of  it ;  and  only  after  repeated  perusals,  wiU  the 
scattered  glimmerings  of  significance  begin  to  coalesce 
into  continuous  light,  and  the  whole,  in  any  measure, 
rise  before  us  with  that  greater  or  less  degree  of  cohe- 
rence which  it  may  have  had  in  the  mind  of  the  poet. 
Nay,  after  all,  no  perfect  deamess  may  be  attained,  but 
only  various  approximations  to  it ;  hints  and  half  glances 
of  ar  meaning,  which  is  still  shrouded  in  vagueness  ;  nay, 
to  the  just  picturing  of  which  this  very  vagueness  was 
essential.  For  the  whole  piece  has  a  dreamlike  cha- 
racter ;  and,  in  these  cases,  no  prudent  soothsayer  will 
be  altogether  confident.  To  our  readers  we  must  now 
endeavour,  so  far  as  possible,  to  show  both  the  dream 
and  its  interpretation :  the  former  as  it  stands  written 
before  us;  the  latter  from  our  own  private  conjecture 
alone ;  for  of  those  strange  G^erman  comments  we  yet 
know  nothing,  except  by  the  faintest  hearsay. 

Helena  forms  part  of  a  continuation  to  Faust ;  but, 
happily  for  our  present  undertaking,  its  connexion  with 
the  latter  work  is  much  looser  than  might  have  been  ex- 
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pected.  We  say,  happily ;  because  Faust,  though  con- 
siderably talked  of  in  England,  appears  still  to  be  nowise 
known.  We  have  made  it  bur  duty  to  inspect  the  Eng- 
lish Translation  of  Faust,  as  well  as  the  Extracts  which 
accompany  Retzsch's  Outlines;  and  various  disquisi- 
tions and  animadversions,  vituperative  or  laudatory, 
grounded  on  these  two  works ;  but,  unfortunately,  have 
found  there  no  cause  to  alter  the  above  persuasion. 
Faust  is  emphatically  a  work  of  Art ;  a  work  matured 
in  the  mysterious  depths  of  a  vast  and  wonderful  mind ; 
and  bodied  forth  with  that  truth  and  curious  felicity  of 
composition,  in  which  this  man  is  generally  admitted  to 
have  no  living  rival.  To  reconstruct  such  a  work  in 
another  language ;  to  show  it  in  its  hard  yet  graceful 
strength ;  with  those  slight  witching  traits  of  pathos  or 
of  sarcasm,  those  glimpses  of  solemnity  or  terror,  and  so 
many  reflexes  and  evanescent  echoes  of  meaning,  which 
connect  it  in  strange  union  with  the  whole  Infinite  of 
thought,  —  were  business  for  a  man  of  different  powers 
than  has  yet  attempted  German  translation  among  us. 
In  fact,  Faust  is  to  be  read  not  once  but  many  times,  if 
we  would  understand  it :  every  line,  every  word  has  its 
purport ;  and  only  in  such  minute  inspection  will  the 
essential  significance  of  the  poem  display  itself.  Per- 
haps it  is  even  chiefly  by  following  these  fiednter  traces 
and  tokens  that  the  true  point  of  vision  for  the  whole 
is  discovered  to  us ;  that  we  get  to  stand  at  last  in  the 
proper  scene  of  Faust ;  a  wild  and  wondrous  region, 
where,  in  pale  light,  the  primeval  Shapes  of  Chaos,  — 
as  it  were,  the  Foundations  of  Being  itself,  —  seem  to 
loom  forth,  dim  and  huge,  in  the  vague  Immensity 
around  us ;  and  the  life  and  nature  of  man,  with  its 
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brief  interests,  its  misery  and  sin,  its  mad  passion  and 
poor  frivolity,  struts  and  £rets  its  hour,  encompassed 
and  overlooked  by  that  stupendous  All,  of  which  it 
forms  an  indissoluble  though  so  mean  a  fraction.  He 
who  would  study  all  this  must  for  a  long  time,  we  are 
afraid,  be  content  to  study  it  in  the  original. 

But  our  English  criticisms  of  Faust  have  been  of  a 
still  more  imedifying  sort.     Let  any  man  fancy  the 
(EcUpus  Tyrannus  discovered  for  the  first  time  ;  trans- 
lated from  an  unknown  Greek  manuscript,  by  some 
ready- writing  manufacturer;  and  '  brought  out'  at  Drury 
Lane,  with  new  music,  made  as  '  apothecaries  make 
'  new  mixtures,  by  pouring  out  of  one  vessel  into  ano- 
'  ther ! '  Then  read  the  theatrical  report  in  the  Morning 
Papers,  and  the  Magazines  of  next  month.     Was  not 
the  whole  affair  rather  '  heavy '  ?     How  indifierent  did 
the  audience  sit ;  how  little  use  was  made  of  the  hand- 
kerchief, except  by  such  as  took  snuff!     Did  not  C£di- 
pus  somewhat  remind  us  of  a  blubbering  schoolboy,  and 
Jocasta  of  a  decayed  milliner  ?     Confess  that  the  plot 
was  monstrous ;  nay«  considering  the  marriage-law  of 
England,  highly  immoral.     On  the  whole,  what  a  singu- 
lar deficiency  of  taste  must  this  Sophocles  have  laboured 
under !  But  probably  he  was  excluded  from  the  '  society 
of  the  influential  classes : '  for,  after  all,  the  man  is  not 
without  indications  of  genius :  had  we  had  the  training 
of  him  —  And  so  on,  through  all  the  variations  of  the 
critical  compipe. 

So  might  it  have  hied  with  the  ancient  Grecian; 
for  so  has  it  fared  with  the  only  modern  that  writes  in 
a  Grecian  spirit.  This  treatment  of  Faust  may  deserve 
to  be  mentioned,  for  various  reasons  ;  not  to  be  lamented 
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over,  because,  as  in  much  more  important  instances,  it 
is  inevitable,  and  lies  in  the  nature  of  the  case.  Besides, 
a  better  state  of  things  is  evidently  enough  coming 
round.  By  and  by,  the  laboiurs,  poetical  and  intellectual, 
of  the  G^ermans,  as  of  other  nations,  will  appear  before 
us  in  their  true  shape ;  and  Faust,  among  the  rest,  will 
have  justice  done  it.  For  ourselves,  it  were  unwise  pre- 
sumption, at  any  time,  to  pretend  opening  the  full  poeti- 
cal significance  of  Faust ;  nor  is  this  the  place  for  mak- 
ing such  an  attempt.  Present  purposes  will  be  answered 
if  we  can  point  out  some  general  features  and  bearings 
of  the  piece ;  such  as  to  exhibit  its  relations  with  Helena ; 
by  what  contrivances  this  latter  has  been  intercalated 
into  it,  and  how  fiur  the  strange  picture  and  the  strange 
framing  it  is  inclosed  in  correspond. 

The  story  of  Faust  forms  one  of  the  most  remark- 
able productions  of  the  Middle  Ages ;  or  rather,  it  is 
the  most  striking  embodyment  of  a  highly  remarkable 
belief,  which  originated  or  prevailed  in  those  ages.  Con- 
sidered strictly,  it  may  take  the  rank  of  a  Christian  my- 
thus,  in  the  same  sense  as  the  story  of  Prometheus,  of 
'Htan,  and  the  like,  are  P^igan  ones  ;  and  to  our  keener 
inspection,  it  will  disclose  a  no  less  impressive  or  cha- 
racteristic aspect  of  the  same  human  nature,  —  here 
bright,  joyful,  self-confident,  smiling  even  in  its  sternness, 
there  deep,  meditative,  awe-struck,  austere,  —  in  which 
both  they  and  it  took  their  rise.  To  us,  in  these  days, 
it  is  not  easy  to  estimate  how  this  story  of  Faust,  in- 
vested with  its  magic  and  infernal  horrors,  must  have 
harrowed  up  ^e  souls  of  a  rude  and  earnest  people,  in 
an  age  when  its  dialect  was  not  yet  obsolete,  and  such 
contracts  with  the  principle  of  Evil  were  thought  not  only 
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credible  in  general,  but  possible  to  every  individual  audi- 
tor who  here  shuddered  at  the  mention  of  them.  The 
day  of  Magic  is  gone  by ;  Witchcraft  has  been  put  a 
stop  to  by  act  of  parliament.  But  the  mysterious  rela- 
tions which  it  emblemed  still  continue ;  the  Soul  of  Man 
still  fights  with  the  dark  influences  of  Ignorance,  Misery, 
and  Sin ;  still  lacerates  itself,  like  a  captive  bird,  against 
the  iron  limits  which  Necessity  has  drawn  round  it ;  still 
follows  False  Shows,  seeking  peace  and  good  on  paths 
where  no  peace  or  good  is  to  be  found.  In  this  sense, 
Faust  may  still  be  considered  as  true  ;  nay,  as  a  truth 
of  the  most  impressive  sort,  and  one  which  will  always 
remain  true.  To  body  forth,  in  modem  symbols,  a  feel- 
ing so  old  and  deep-rooted  in  our  whole  European  way 
of  thought,  were  a  task  not  unworthy  of  the  highest 
poetical  genius.  In  Oermany,  accordingly,  it  has  seve- 
ral times  been  attempted,  and  with  very  various  suc- 
cess. Klinger  has  produced  a  Romance  of  Faust,  full 
of  rugged  sense,  and  here  and  there  not  without  consi- 
derable strength  of  delineation ;  yet,  on  the  whole,  of  an 
essentially  unpoetical  character ;  dead,  or  Uving  with 
only  a  mechanical  life  ;  coarse,  almost  gross,  and  to  our 
minds,  far  too  redolent  of  pitch  and  bitumen.  Maler 
Miiller's  Faust,  which  is  a  Drama,  must  be  regarded  as 
a  much  more  genial  performance,  so  feu:  as  it  goes :  the 
secondary  characters,  the  Jews  and  rakish  Students, 
often  remind  us  of  our  own  Fords  and  Marlowes.  His 
main  persons,  however,  Faust  and  the  Devil,  are  but 
inadequately  conceived ;  Faust  is  little  more  than  self- 
willed,  supercilious,  and,  alas,  insolvent;  the  Devils, 
above  all,  are  savage,  long  winded,  and  insufferably 
noisy.   Besides,  the  piece  has  been  left  in  a  fragmentary 
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state;  it  can  nowise  pass  as  the  best  work  of  MUl« 
ler's.*  KHngemann's  Faust,  which  also  is  (or  lately  was) 
aDrama,  we  have  never  seen ;  and  have  only  heard  of  it 
as  of  a  tawdry  and  hollow  article,  suited  for  immediate 
use,  and  immediate  oblivion. 

€K)ethe,  we  believe,  was  the  first  who  tried  this  sub* 
ject ;  and  is,  on  all  hands,  considered  as  by  fieur  the  most 
successful.     His  manner  of  treating  it  appears  to  us,  so 


*  Friedricfa  MQller  (more  oommonly  called  Maler,  or  Painter 
Mttlkr)  is  here,  so  £u-  as  we  know,  named  for  the  first  time  to  Eng- 
lish readers.  Nevertheless,  in  any  solid  stady  of  German  litera- 
ture, this  author  must  take  precedence  of  many  hundreds  whose 
reputation  has  travelled  faster.  But  Miiller  has  been  unfortunate 
in  hb  own  country,  as  well  as  here.  At  an  early  age,  meeting 
with  no  snooeat  as  a  poet,  he  quitted  that  art  for  painting ;  and  re- 
tired, perhaps  in  disgust,  into  Italy ;  where  also  but  little  prefer- 
ment seems  to  have  awaited  him.  His  writings,  after  almost  half 
a  century  of  neglect,  were  at  length  brought  into  sight  and  gene- 
ral estimation  by  Ludwig  "Heck ;  at  a  time  when  the  author  might 
indeed  say,  that  he  was  '  old  and  could  not  enjoy  it,  solitary  and 
could  not  impart  it,'  but  not,  unhappily,  that  he  was  '  known  and 
did  not  want  it,'  for  his  fine  genius  had  yet  made  for  itsdf  no  free 
way  amid  so  many  obstructions,  and  still  continued  unrewarded 
and  unrecognised.  His  paintings,  chiefly  of  still-life  and  animals, 
are  said  to  possess  a  true  though  no  very  extraordinary  merit :  but 
of  his  poetry  we  will  venture  to  assert  that  it  bespeaks  a  genuine 
feding  and  talent,  nay  rises  at  times  even  into  the  higher  regions  of 
Art.  Hn  Adam*$  Awakening ^  his  Satyr  Mopeua^  his  Nueekemen 
(Nntshelling),  informed  as  they  are  with  simple  kindly  strength, 
with  dear  vision,  and  love  of  nature,  are  incomparably  the  best 
German,  or,  indeed,  modem  Idyls ;  his  Genovetta  wiU  stand  read- 
ing, even  with  that  of  Tieck.  These  things  are  now  acknowledged 
among  the  Germans ;  but  to  Miiller  the  acknowledgment  is  of  no 
avaiL  He  died  some  two  years  ago  at  Rome,  where  he  seems  to 
have  sttbatated  latterly  as  a  sort  of  a  picture-dcerone. 
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far  as  we  can  understand  it,  peculiarly  just  and  happy. 
He  retains  the  supernatural  vesture  of  the  story,  but  re- 
tains it  with  the  consciousness,  on  his  and  our  part, 
that  it  is  a  chimera.  His  art-magic  comes  forth  in  doubt* 
ful  twilight ;  vague  in  its  outline ;  interwoven  everywhere 
with  light  sarcasm ;  nowise  as  a  real  Object,  but  as  a 
real  Shadow  of  an  Object,  which  is  also  real,  yet  lies  be- 
yond our  horizon,  and,  except  in  its  shadows,  cannot  it- 
self be  seen.  Nothing  were  simpler  than  to  look  in  this 
poem  for  a  new  '  Satan's  Invisible  World  displayed,'  or 
any  effort  to  excite  the  sceptical  minds  of  these  days  by 
goblins,  wizards,  and  other  infernal  ware.  Such  enter- 
prises belong  to  artists  of  a  different  species :  (Goethe's 
Devil  is  a  cultivated  personage,  and  acquainted  with  the 
modem  sciences ;  sneers  at  witchcraft  and  the  black-art, 
even  while  employing  them,  as  heartily  as  any  member 
of  the  French  Institute;  for  he  is  a  philosopher  and 
doubts  most  things,  nay,  half  disbelieves  even  his  own 
existence.  It  is  not  without  a  cunning  effort  that  all 
this  is  managed ;  but  managed,  in  a  considerable  degree, 
it  is  ;  for  a  world  of  magic  is  opened  to  us  which,  we 
might  almost  say,  we  feel  at  once  to  be  true  and  not  true. 

In  fact,  Mephistopheles  comes  before  us,  not  arrayed 
in  the  terrors  of  Cocytus  and  Phlegethon,  but  in  the  na- 
tural indelible  deformity  of  Wickedness ;  he  is  the  Devil, 
not  of  Superstition,  but  of  Knowledge.  Here  is  no  clo- 
ven foot,  or  horns  and  tail :  he  himself  informs  us  that, 
during  the  late  march  of  intellect,  the  very  Devil  has 
participated  in  the  spirit  of  the  age,  and  laid  these  ap- 
pendages aside.  Doubtless,  Mephistopheles  '  has  the 
manners  of  a  gentleman  ; '  he  '  knows  the  world ; '  no- 
thing can  exceed  the  easy  tact  with  which  he  manages 
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himself;  his  wit  and  sarcasm  are  unlimited;  the  cool 
heartfelt  contempt  with  which  he  despises  all  things, 
hnman  and  divine,  might  make  the  fortune  of  half  a  do* 
zen  '  fellows  about  town.'  Yet,  withal,  he  is  a  devil  in 
very  deed ;  a  genuine  Son  of  Night.  He  calls  himself 
the  Denier,  and  this  truly  is  his  name ;  for,  as  Voltaire 
did  with  historical  doubts,  so  does  he  with  all  moral 
appearances ;  settles  them  with  a  N'en  croyez  rien.  The 
shrewd,  all-informed  intellect  he  has,  is  an  attorney  in* 
tellect ;  it  can  contradict,  but  it  cannot  affirm.  With 
lynx  vision,  he  descries  at  a  glance  the  ridiculous,  the 
unsuitable,  the  bed ;  but  for  the  solemn,  the  noble,  the 
worthy,  he  is  blind  as  his  ancient  Mother.  Thus  does 
he  go  along,  qualifying,  confuting,  despising;  on  all 
hands  detecting  the  fialse,  but  without  force  to  bring 
forth,  or  even  to  discern,  any  glimpse  of  the  true.  Poor 
Devil !  what  truth  should  there  be  for  him  ?  To  see 
Falsehood  is  his  only  Truth :  fedsehood  and  evil  are  the 
rule,  truth  and  good  the  exception  which  confirms  it. 
He  can  believe  in  nothing,  but  in  his  own  self-conceit, 
and  in  the  indestructible  baseness,  folly,  and  hypocrisy 
<^  men.  For  him,  virtue  is  some  bubble  of  the  blood  : 
'  it  stands  written  on  his  face  that  he  never  loved  a  liv- 
'  ing  soul.'  Nay,  he  cannot  even  hate  :  at  Faust  himself 
he  has  no  grudge ;  he  merely  tempts  him  by  way  of  ex- 
periment, and  to  pass  the  time  scientifically.  Such  a 
combination  of  perfect  Understanding  with  perfect  Self- 
ishness, of  logical  Life  with  moral  Death ;  so  universal 
a  denier,  both  in  heart  and  head, — ^is  undoubtedly  a 
child  of  Darkness,  an  emissary  of  the  primeval  Nothing : 
and  coming  forward,  as  he  does,  like  a  person  of  breed- 
ing, and  without  any  flavour  of  brimstone,  may  stand 
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here,  in  his  merely  spiritual  deformity,  at  once  potent 
dangerous,  and  contemptible,  as  the  best  and  only  ge- 
nuine Devil  of  these  latter  times. 

In  strong  contrast  with  this  impersonation  of  modem 
worldly-mindedness,  stands  Faust  himself,  by  nature 
the  antagonist  of  it,  but  destined  also  to  be  its  victim. 
If  Mephistopheles  represent  the  spirit  of  Denial,  Faust 
may  represent  that  of  Inquiry  and  Endeavour  :  the  two 
are,  by  necessity,  in  conflict ;  the  light  and  the  dark- 
ness of  man's  life  and  mind.  Intrinsically,  Faust  is  a 
noble  being,  though  no  wise  one.  His  desires  are  to- 
wards the  high  and  true ;  nay,  with  a  whiriwind  impe- 
tuosity he  rushes  forth  over  the  Universe  to  grasp  all 
excellence ;  his  heart  yearns  towards  the  infinite  and  the 
invisible  :  only  that  he  knows  not  the  conditions  under 
which  alone  this  is  to  be  attained.  Confiding  in  his 
feeling  of  himself,  he  has  started  with  the  tacit  persua- 
sion, so  natural  to  all  men,  that  he  at  least,  however  it 
may  fare  with  others,  shall  and  must  be  happy ;  a  deep- 
seated,  though  only  half-conscious  conviction  lurics  in 
him,  that  wherever  he  is  not  successful,  fortune  has 
dealt  with  him  unjustly.  His  purposes  are  fair,  nay, 
generous :  why  should  he  not  prosper  in  them  ?  For  in 
all  his  lofty  aspirings,  his  strivings  after  truth  and  more 
than  human  greatness  of  mind,  it  has  never  struck  him 
to  inquire  how  he,  the  striver,  was  warranted  for  such 
enterprises :  with  what  fsbculty  Nature  had  equipped  him ; 
within  what  limits  she  had  hemmed  him  in ;  by  what 
right  he  pretended  to  be  happy,  or  could,  some  short 
space  ago,  have  pretended  to  6e  at  all.  Experience,  in- 
deed, will  teach  him,  for  'Experience  is  the  best  of 
schoolmasters;  only  the  school-fees  are  heavy.'    As  yet 
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too,  disappomtment,  which  fronts  him  on  every  hand, 
rather  maddens  than  instructs.  Faust  has  spent  his 
youth  and  manhood,  not  as  others  do,  in  the  sunny 
crowded  paths  of  profit,  or  among  the  rosy  bowers  of 
pleasure,  but  darkly  and  alone  in  the  search  of  Truth  : 
is  it  fit  that  Truth  should  now  hide  herself,  and  his 
sleepless  pilgrimage  towards  Knowledge  and  Vision  end 
in  the  pale  shadow  of  Doubt  ?  To  his  dream  of  a  glo- 
rious higher  hi^piness,  all  earthly  happiness  has  been 
sacrificed ;  friendship,  love,  the  social  rewards  of  am- 
bition were  cheerfully  cast  aside,  for  his  eye  and  his 
heart  were  bent  on  a  region  of  clear  and  supreme  good ; 
and  now,  in  its  stead,  he  finds  isolation,  silence,  and 
despair.  What  solace  remains  ?  Virtue  once  promised 
to  be  her  own  reward ;  but  because  she  does  not  pay 
him  in  the  current  coin  of  worldly  enjoyment,  he  reckons 
her  too  a  delusion ;  and,  like  Brutus,  reproaches  as  a 
shadow,  what  he  once  worshipped  as  a  substance.  Whi- 
ther shall  he  now  tend  ?  For  his  loadstars  have  gone 
out  one  by  one;  and  as  the  darkness  fell,  the  strong 
steady  wind  has  changed  into  a  fierce  and  aimless  tor- 
nado. Faust  calls  himself  a  monster,  '  without  object, 
yet  without  rest.'  The  vehement,  keen,  and  stormful 
nature  of  the  man  is  stung  into  fury,  as  he  thinks  of  all 
he  has  endured  and  lost ;  he  broods  in  gloomy  medita- 
tion, and,  like  Bellerophon,  wanders  apart,  '  eating  his 
own  heart;'  or,  bursting  into  fiery  paroxysms,  ctu'ses 
man's  whole  existence  as  a  mockery ;  curses  hope  and 
ftdth,  and  joy  and  care,  and  what  is  worst,  '  curses  pa- 
tience more  than  all  the  rest.'  Had  his  weak  arm  the 
power,  he  could  smite  the  Universe  asunder,  as  at  the 
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crack  of  Doom,  and  hurl  his  own  vexed  being  along  with 
it  into  the  silence  of  Annihilation. 

Thus  Faust  is  a  man  who  has  quitted  the  ways  of 
vulgar  men,  without  light  to  guide  him  on  a  better  way. 
No  longer  restricted  by  the  S3rmpathies,  the  common  in- 
terests and  common  persuasions  by  which  the  mass  of 
mortals,  each  individually  ignorant,  nay,  it  may  be, 
stolid,  and  altogether  blind  as  to  the  proper  aim  of  life, 
are  yet  held  together,  and,  like  stones  in  the  channel  of 
a  torrent,  by  their  very  multitude  and  mutual  collision, 
are  made  to  move  with  some  regularity,  —  he  is  still  but 
a  slave  ;  the  slave  of  impulses,  which  are  stronger,  not 
truer  or  better,  and  the  more  unsafe  that  they  are  soli- 
tary. He  sees  the  vulgar  of  mankind  happy ;  but  happy 
only  in  their  baseness.  Himself  he  feels  to  be  peculiar ; 
the  victim  of  a  strange,  an  unexampled  destiny ;  not  as 
other  men,  he  is  '  with  them,  not  of  them.'  There  is 
misery  here,  nay,  as  Gbethe  has  elsewhere  wisely  re- 
marked, the  beginning  of  madness  itself.  It  is  only  in 
the  sentiment  of  companionship  that  men  feel  safe  and 
assured :  to  all  doubts  and  mysterious  '  questionings  of 
destiny,' their  sole  satisfying  answer  is.  Others  do  and 
suffer  the  like.  Were  it  not  for  this,  the  dullest  day- 
drudge  of  Mammon  might  think  himself  into  imspeak- 
able  abysses  of  despair  ;  for  he  he  too  is  'fearfully  and 
wonderfully  made  ; '  Infinitude  and  Incomprehensibility 
surround  him  on  this  hand  and  that;  and  the  vague 
spectre  Death,  silent  and  sure  as  Time,  is  advancing  at 
all  moments  to  sweep  him  away  for  ever.  But  he  an- 
swers. Others  do  and  suffer  the  like ;  and  plods  along 
without  misgivings.     Were  there  but  One  Man  in  the 
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world,  he  would  be  a  terror  to  himself;  and  the  highest 
man  not  less  so  than  the  lowest.  Now  it  is  as  this  One 
Man  that  Faust  regards  himself :  he  is  divided  from  his 
fellows ;  cannot  answer  with  them.  Others  do  the  like;  and 
yet,  whj  or  how  he  specially  is  to  do  or  suffer,  will  nowhere 
reveal  itself.  For  he  is  still  'in  the  gall  of  bitterness ; ' 
Pride  and  an  entire  uncompromising,  though  secret  love  of 
Self,  are  still  the  mainspings  of  his  conduct.  Knowledge 
with  him  is  precious  only  because  it  is  power ;  even 
virtue  he  would  love  chiefly  as  a  finer  sort  of  sensuality, 
and  because  it  was  his  virtue.  A  ravenous  hunger  for 
enjoyment  haunts  him  everywhere;  the  stinted  allot- 
ments of  earthly  life  are  as  a  mockery  to  him :  to  the 
iron  law  of  Force  he  will  not  yield,  for  his  heart,  though 
torn,  is  yet  unweakened,  and  till  Humility  shall  open 
his  eyes,  the  soft  law  of  Wisdom  will  be  hidden  from 
him. 

To  invest  a  man  of  this  character  with  supernatural 
powers  is  but  enabling  him  to  repeat  his  error  on  a 
larger  scale,  to  play  the  same  hlse  game  with  a  deeper 
and  more  ruinous  stake.  Go  where  he  may,  he  will '  find 
himself  again  in  a  conditional  world ;'  widen  his  sphere 
as  he  pleases,  he  will  find  it  again  encircled  by  the  em- 
pire of  Necessity  ;  the  gay  island  of  Existence  is  again 
but  a  fraction  of  the  ancient  realm  of  Night.  Were  he 
aU-wise  and  all-powerful,  perhaps  he  might  be  contented 
and  virtuous ;  scarcely  otherwise.  The  poorest  human 
soul  is  infinite  in  wishes,  and  the  infinite  Universe  was 
not  made  for  one,  but  for  all.  Vain  were  it  for  Faust, 
by  heaping  height  on  height,  to  struggle  towards  infini- 
tude ;  while  to  that  law  of  Self-denial,  by  which  alone 
man's  narrow  destiny  may  become  an  infinitude  within 
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itself,  he  is  still  a  stranger.  Such,  however,  is  his  at- 
tempt :  not  indeed  incited  by  hope,  but  goaded  on  by 
despair,  he  unites  himself  with  the  Fiend,  as  with  a 
stronger  though  a  wicked  agency ;  reckless  of  all  issues, 
if  so  were  that,  by  these  means,  the  craving  of  his  heart 
might  be  stayed,  and  the  dark  secret  of  Destiny  un- 
ravelled or  forgotten. 

It  is  this  conflictmg  union  of  the  higher  nature  of  the 
soul  with  the  lower  elements  of  human  life ;  of  Faust, 
the  son  of  Light  and  Free  will,  with  the  influences  of 
Doubt,  Denial,  and  Obstruction,  or  Mephistopheles,  who 
is  the  S3rmbol  and  spokesman  of  these,  that  the  poet  has 
here  proposed  to  delineate.  A  high  problem ;  and  of 
which  the  solution  is  yet  far  from  completed ;  nay  per- 
haps, in  a  poetical  sense,  is  not,  strictly  speaking,  capa* 
ble  of  completion.  For  it  is  to  be  remarked  that,  in 
this  contract  with  the  Prince  of  Darkness,  little  or  no 
mention  or  allusion  is  made  to  a  Future  Life ;  whereby 
it  might  seem  as  if  the  action  was  not  intended,  in  the 
manner  of  the  old  Legend,  to  terminate  in  Faust's  per- 
dition ;  but  rather  as  if  an  altogether  different  end  must 
be  provided  for  him.  Faust,  indeed,  wild  and  wilful  as 
he  is,  cannot  be  regarded  as  a  wicked,  much  less  as  an 
utterly  reprobate  man  :  we  do  not  reckon  him  ill-inten- 
tioned, but  misguided  and  miserable ;  he  fedls  into  crime, 
not  by  purpose,  but  by  accident  and  blindness.  To  send 
him  to  the  Pit  of  Wo,  to  render  such  a  character  the 
eternal  slave  of  Mephistopheles,  would  look  like  making 
darkness  triumphant  over  light,  blind  force  over  erring 
reason ;  or  at  best,  were  cutting  the  Gbrdian  knot,  not 
loosing  it.  If  we  mistake  not,  Goethe's  Fmist  will  have 
a  finer  moral  than  the  old  nursery-tale,  or  the  other  playa 
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and  tales  that  have  been  founded  on  it.  Our  seared  and 
blighted,  yet  still  noble  Faust,  will  not  end  in  the  mad* 
ness  of  horror,  but  in  Peace  grounded  on  better  Know- 
ledge. Whence  that  Knowledge  is  to  come,  what  higher 
and  freer  world  of  Art  or  Religion  may  be  hovering  in 
the  mind  of  the  Poet,  we  will  not  try  to  surmise  :  per- 
haps in  bright  atrial  emblematic  glimpses,  he  may  yet 
show  it  us,  transient  and  afar  off,  yet  dear  with  orient 
beauty,  as  a  Land  of  Wonders,  and  new  Poetic  Heaven. 

With  regard  to  that  part  of  the  Workalready  finished, 
we  must  here  say  little  more.  Faust,  as  it  yet  stands,  is, 
indeed,  only  a  stating  of  the  difficulty ;  but  a  stating  of 
it  wisely,  truly,  and  with  deepest  poetic  emphasis.  For 
how  many  living  hearts,  even  now  imprisoned  in  the  per- 
plexities of  Doubt,  do  these  wild  piercing  tones  of  Faust, 
his  withering  agonies  and  fiery  desperation,  '  speak  the 
word  they  have  long  been  waiting  to  hear ! '  A  nameless 
pain  had  long  brooded  over  the  soul :  here,  by  some 
light  touch,  it  starts  into  form  and  voice ;  we  see  it  and 
know  it,  and  see  that  another  also  knew  it.  This  Faust 
is  as  a  mystic  Oracle  for  the  mind ;  a  Dodona  grove, 
where  the  oaks  and  fountains  prophecy  to  us  of  our  des- 
tiny, and  murmur  unearthly  secrets. 

How  all  this  is  managed,  and  the  Poem  so  curiously 
fiashioned ;  how  the  clearest  insight  is  combined  with 
the  keenest  feeling,  and  the  boldest  and  wildest  imagi- 
nation ;  by  what  soft  and  skilful  finishing  these  so  hete- 
rogeneous elements  are  blended  in  fine  harmony,  and 
the  dark  world  of  ^irits,  with  its  merely  metaphysical 
entities,  plays  like  a  chequering  of  strange  mysterious 
shadows  among  the  palpable  objects  of  material  life ; 
and  the  whole,  firm  in  its  details,  and  sharp  and  solid 
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as  reality,  yet  hangs  before  us  melting  on  aU  sides  into 
air,  and  free  and  light  as  the  baseless  fabric  of  a  vision ; 
all  this  the  reader  can  learn  fully  nowhere  but,  by  long 
study,  in  the  Work  itself.  The  general  scope  and  spirit 
of  it  we  have  now  endeavoured  to  sketch :  the  few  inci- 
dents on  which,  with  the  aid  of  much  dialogue  and  ex- 
position, these  have  been  brou^t  out,  are  perhaps  al- 
ready known  to  most  readers,  and,  at  aU  events,  need 
not  be  minutely  reci^itulated  here.  Mephistopheles 
has  promised  to  himself  that  he  will  lead  Faust '  throu^ 
the  bustling  inanity  of  life,'  but  that  its  pleasures  shall 
tempt  and  not  satisfy  him ;  '  food  shall  hover  before  his 
eager  lips,  but  he  shall  beg  for  nourishment  in  vain.' 
Hitherto  they  have  travelled  but  a  short  way  together ; 
yet  so  far,  the  Denier  has  kept  his  engagement  weU. 
Faust,  endowed  with  all  earthly  and  many  more  than 
earthly  advantages,  is  still  no  nearer  contentment ;  nay, 
after  a  brief  season  of  marred  and  uncertain  joy,  he 
finds  himself  sunk  into  deeper  wretchedness  than  ever. 
Margaret,  an  innocent  girl  whom  he  loves,  but  has  be- 
trayed, is  doomed  to  die,  and  already  crazed  in  brain, 
less  for  her  own  errors  than  for  his :  in  a  scene  of  true 
pathos,  he  would  fedn  persuade  her  to  escape  with  him, 
by  the  aid  of  Mephistopheles,  from  prison  ;  but  in  the 
instinct  of  her  heart  she  finds  an  invincible  aversion  to 
the  Fiend  :  she  chooses  death  and  ignominy,  rather  than 
life  and  love,  if  of  his  giving.  At  her  final  refusal,  Me- 
phistopheles proclaims  that  "  she  is  judged,"  a  '  voice 
from  Above'  that  "  she  is  saved ;"  the  action  terminates ; 
Faust  and  Mephistopheles  vanish  from  our  sight,  as  into 
boundless  Space. 
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And  now,  after  so  long  a  prefiace,  we  arrive  at  Helena , 
the  '  Claasico- romantic  Phantasmagoria/  where  these 
Adventurers,  strangely  altered  by  travel,  and  in  altoge- 
ther different  costume,  have  again  risen  into  sight.  Our 
long  prefiice  was  not  needless,  for  Faust  and  Helena, 
though  separated  by  some  wide  and  marvellous  interval, 
are  nowise  disconnected.  The  characters  may  have 
changed  by  absence ;  Faust  is  no  longer  the  same  bitter 
and  tempestuous  man,  but  appears  in  chivalrous  compo- 
sure, with  a  silent  energy,  a  grave,  and,  as  it  were,  com- 
manding ardoiur.  Mephistopheles  alone  may  retain  some- 
what of  his  old  spiteful  shrewdness :  but  still  the  past 
state  of  these  personages  must  illustrate  the  present ; 
and  only  by  what  we  remember  of  them,  can  we  try  to 
interpret  what  we  see.  In  fact,  the  style  of  Helena  is 
altogether  new ;  quiet,  simple,  jo3rful ;  passing  by  a  short 
gradation  from  Classic  dignity  into  Romantic  pomp  ;  it 
has  everywhere  a  full  and  sunny  tone  of  colouring ;  re- 
sembles not  a  tragedy,  but  a  gay  gorgeous  mask.  Neither 
is  Faust's  former  history  alluded  to,  or  any  explanation 
given  us  of  occurrences  that  may  have  intervened.  It  is 
a  light  scene,  divided  by  chasms  and  unknown  distance 
from  that  other  country  of  gloom.  Nevertheless,  the 
latter  still  frowns  in  the  background ;  nay,  rises  aloft, 
shutting  out  farther  view,  and  our  gay  vision  attains  a 
new  significance  as  it  is  painted  on  that  canvass  of  storm. 
We  question  whether  it  ever  occurred  to  any  English 
reader  of  Faust,  that  the  work  needed  a  continuation,  or 
even  admitted  one.  To  the  Germans,  however,  in  their 
deeper  study  of  a  favourite  poem,  which  also  they  have 
full  means  of  studying,  this  has  long  been  no  secret ; 
and  such  as  have  seen  with  what  zeal  most  German 
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readers  cherish  Faust,  and  how  the  younger  of  them  will 
recite  whole  scenes  of  it,  with  a  vehemence  resembling 
that  of  GHl  Bias  and  his  Figures  Hibemoises,  in  the 
streets  of  Oviedo,  may  estimate  the  interest  excited  in 
that  country  by  the  following  Notice  from  the  Author, 
published  last  year  in  his  Kunst  und  Alterthum. 

*  Helena.     Interlude  in  Faust. 

*  Faust's  character,  in  the  elevation  to  which  latter  re- 
finement, working  on  the  old  rude  Tradition,  has  raised  it, 
represents  a  nian  who,  feeling  impatient  and  imprisoned 
within  the  limits  of  mere  earthly  existence,  regards  the  pes- 
session  of  the  highest  knowledge,  the  enjoyment  of  the  fairest 
blessings,  as  insufficient  even  in  the  slightest  degree  to  satisfy 
his  longing  :  a  spirit,  accordingly,  which  struggling  out  on 
all  sides,  ever  returns  the  more  unhappy. 

*  This  form  of  mind  is  so  accordant  with  our  modem  dis* 
position,  that  various  persons  of  ability  have  been  induced  to 
undertake  the  treatment  of  such  a  subject.  My  manner  of 
attempting  it  obtained  approval :  distinguished  men  consi- 
dered the  matter,  and  commented  on  my  performance ;  all 
which  I  thankfully  observed.  At  the  same  time  I  could  not 
but  wonder  that  none  of  those  who  undertook  a  continuation 
and  completion  of  my  Fragment,  had  lighted  on  the  thought, 
which  seemed  so  obvious,  that  the  composition  of  a  Second 
Part  must  necessarily  elevate  itself  altogether  away  from  the 
hampered  sphere  of  the  First,  and  conduct  a  man  of  such  a 
nature  into  higher  regions,  under  worthier  circumstances. 

*  How  I,  for  my  part,  had  determined  to  essay  this,  lay 
silently  before  my  own  mind,  from  time  to  time  exciting  me 
to  some  progress ;  while,  from  all  and  each,  I  carefully 
guarded  my  secret,  still  in  hope  of  bringing  the  work  to  the 
wished-for  issue.  Now,  however,  I  must  no  longer  keep 
back ;  or,  in  publishing  my  collective  Endeavours,  conceal 
any  farther  secret  from  the  world ;  to  which,  on  the  contrary^ 
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I  feel  myself  bound  to  submit  my  whole  labours,  even  though 
in  a  fragmentary  state. 

*  Accordingly  I  have  resolved  that  the  above-named 
Piece,  a  smaller  drama,  complete  within  itself,  but  pertain- 
ing to  the  Second  Part  of  Faust,  shall  be  forthwith  presented 
in  the  First  Portion  of  my  Works. 

'  The  wide  chasm  between  that  well-known  dolorous  con- 
clusion of  the  First  Part,  and  the  entrance  of  an  antique 
Grecian  Heroine,  is  not  yet  overarched ;  meanwhile,  as  a 
preamble,  my  readers  will  accept  what  follows  : 

*The  old  Legend  tells  us,  and  the  Puppet-play  fails  not  to 
introduce  the  scene,  that  Faust,  in  his  imperious  pride  of 
heart,  required  from  Mephistopheles  the  love  of  the  fair 
Helena  of  Greece ;  in  which  demand  the  other,  after  some 
reluctance,  gratified  him.  Not  to  overlook  so  important  a 
concern  in  our  work,  was  a  duty  for  us  :  and  how  we  have 
endeavoured  to  discharge  it,  will  be  seen  in  this  Interlude. 
But  what  may  have  furnished  the  proximate  occasion  of  such 
an  occurrence,  and  how,  after  manifold  hindrances,  our  old 
magical  Craftsman  can  have  found  means  to  bring  back  the 
individual  Helena,  in  person,  out  of  Orcus  into  Life,  must,  in 
this  stage  of  the  business,  remain  undiscovered.  For  the 
present,  it  is  enough  if  our  reader  will  admit  that  the  real 
Helena  may  step  forth,  on  antique  tragedy-cothurnus,  before 
her  primitive  abode  in  Sparta.  We  then  request  him  to  ob- 
serve in  what  way  and  manner  Faust  will  presume  to  court 
favour  from  this  royal  all-famous  Beauty  of  the  world/ 

To  manage  so  unexampled  a  courtship  will  be  ad- 
mitted to  be  no  easy  task ;  for  the  mad  hero's  prayer 
must  here  be  fulfilled  to  its  largest  extent,  before  the 
business  can  proceed  a  step ;  and  the  gods,  it  is  certain, 
are  not  in  the  habit  of  annihilating  time  and  space,  even 
to  make  '  two  lovers  happy.'  Our  Marlowe  was  not  igno- 
rant of  this  mysterious  liaison  of  Faust's  :  however,  he 
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slurs  it  over  briefly,  and  without  fronting  the  difficulty ; 
Helena  merely  flits  across  the  scene,  as  an  airy  pageant, 
without  speech  or  personality,  and  makes  the  lovesick 
philosopher  '  immortal  by  a  kiss.'  Probably  there  are 
not  many  that  would  grudge  Faust  such  immortality ; 
we  at  least  nowise  envy  him ;  for  who  does  not  see  that 
this,  in  all  human  probability,  is  no  real  Helena,  but 
only  some  hollow  phantasm  attired  in  her  shape ;  while 
the  true  Daughter  of  Leda  still  dwells  afisur  ofi^  in  the 
inane  kingdoms  of  Dis,  and  heeds  not  and  hears  not  the 
most  potent  invocations  of  black-art  ?  Another  matter 
it  is  to  call  forth  the  frail  fair  one  in  very  deed ;  not  in 
form  only,  but  in  soul  and  life,  the  same  Helena  whom 
the  Son  of  Atreus  wedded,  and  for  whose  sake  Uion 
ceased  to  be.  For  Faust  must  behold  this  Wonder,  not 
as  she  seemed,  but  as  she  was ;  and  at  his  unearthly  de- 
sire, the  Past  shall  become  Present;  and  the  antique 
Hme  must  be  new-created,  and  give  back  its  persons 
and  circumstances,  though  so  long  since  reingulphed  in 
the  silence  of  the  blank  bygone  Eternity !  However, 
Meplustopheles  is  a  cunning  genius ;  and  will  not  start 
at  common  obstacles.  Perhaps,  indeed,  he  is  Metaphy- 
sician enough  to  know  that  Time  and  Space  are  but 
quiddities,  not  entities ;  forms  of  the  human  soul,  Laws 
of  Thought,  which  to  us  appear  independent  existences, 
but,  out  of  our  brain,  have  no  existence  whatever :  in 
which  case  the  whole  nodus  may  be  more  of  a  logical 
cobweb,  than  any  actual  material  perplexity.  Let  us 
see  how  he  unravels  it,  or  cuts  it. 

The  scene  is  Greece  ;  not  our  poor  oppressed  Otto- 
man Morea,  but  the  old  heroic  Hellas ;  for  the  sun 
again  shines  on  Sparta,  and  '  Tyndarus '  high  House ' 
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stands  here  bright,  massive,  and  entire,  among  its  moun- 
tains, as  when  Menekuis  revisited  it,  wearied  with  his 
ten  years  of  warfisffe,  and  eight  of  sea-roving.  Helena 
^>peajs  in  front  of  the  Palace,  with  a  Chorus  of  captive 
Trojan  maidens.  These  are  but  Shades,  we  know,  sum- 
moned from  the  deep  realms  of  Hades,  and  embodied  for 
the  nonce :  but  the  Conjuror  has  so  managed  it,  that 
they  themselves  have  no  consciousness  of  this  their  true 
and  highly  precarious  state  of  existence  :  the  interme- 
diate three  thousand  years  have  been  obliterated,  or  com- 
pressed into  a  point ;  and  these  fair  figures,  on  revisiting 
the  upper  air,  entertain  not  the  slightest  suspicion  that 
they  had  ever  left  it,  or,  indeed,  that  an3rthing  special 
had  happened ;  save  only  that  they  had  just  disembark* 
ed  from  the  Spartan  ships,  and  been  sent  forward  by 
Menelaus  to  provide  for  his  reception,  which  is  shortly 
to  follow.  All  these  indispensable  preliminaries,  it  would 
ai^pear,  Mephistopheles  has  arranged  with  considerable 
success.  Of  the  poor  Shades,  and  their  entire  ignorance, 
he  is  so  sure  that  he  would  not  scruple  to  cross-question 
tbem  on  this  very  point,  so  ticklish  for  his  whole  enter- 
prise ;  nay,  cannot  forbear,  now  and  then,  throwing  out 
malicious  hints  to  mystify  Helena  herself,  and  raise  the 
strangest  doubts  as  to  her  personal  identity.  Thus  on 
one  occasion,  as  we  shall  see,  he  reminds  her  of  a  scan- 
dal which  had  gone  abroad  of  her  being  a  double  person- 
age, of  her  living  with  King  Proteus  in  £g3rpt  at  the 
very  time  when  she  lived  with  Beau  Paris  in  Troy ;  and, 
what  is  more  extraordinary  still,  of  her  having  been  dead, 
and  married  to  Achilles  afterwards  in  the  Island  of  Leuce ! 
Helena  admits  that  it  is  the  most  inexplicable  thing  on 
earth ;  can  only  conjecture  that '  she  a  Vision  was  joined 
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to  him  a  Vision ; '  and  then  sinks  into  a  reverie,  or  swoon, 
in  the  arms  of  the  Chorus.  In  this  way,  can  the  nether- 
world Scapin  sport  with  the  perplexed  Beauty ;  and  by 
sly  practice  make  her  show  us  the  secret,  which  is  un- 
known to  herself ! 

For  the  present,  however,  there  is  no  thought  of  such 
scruples.     Helena  and  her  maidens,  far  from  doubting 
that  they  are  real  authentic  denizens  of  this  world,  feel 
themselves  in  a  deep  embarrassment  about  its  concerns. 
From  the  dialogue,  in  long  Alexandrines,  or  choral  Re- 
citative, we  soon  gather  that  matters  wear  a  threatening^ 
aspect.     Helena  salutes  her  paternal  and  nuptial  man- 
sion in  such  style  as  may  beseem  an  erring  wife,  return- 
ed from  so  eventful  an  elopement ;  alludes  with  charita- 
ble lenience  to  her  frailty ;  which,  indeed,  it  would  seem, 
was  nothing  but  the  merest  accident,  for  she  had  simply 
gone  to  pay  her  vows,  '  according  to  sacred  wont,'  in  the 
temple  of  Cjrtherea,  when  the  '  Phrygian  robber '  seized 
her;  and  further  informs  us  that  the  Immortals  still 
foreshow  to  her  a  dubious  future : 

For  seldom,  in  our  swift  ship,  did  my  husband  deign 
To  look  on  me ;  and  word  of  comfort  spake  he  none. 
As  if  a-brooding  mischief,  there  he  silent  sat ; 
Until,  when  steered  into  Eurotas'  bending  bay, 
The  first  ships  with  their  prows  bat  kissed  the  land, 
He  rose,  and  said,  as  by  the  voice  of  gods  inspired  : 
Here  will  I  that  my  warriors,  troop  by  troop,  disbark  ; 
I  master  them,  in  battle-order,  on  the  ocean  strand. 
But  thou,  go  forward,  up  Earotas'  sacred  bank, 
Guiding  the  steeds  along  the  flower-besprinkled  space. 
Till  thoa  arrive  on  the  fair  plain  where  Lacedsemon, 
Erewhile  a  broad  fruit-bearing  field,  has  piled  its  roofs 
Amid  the  mountains,  and  sends  up  the  smoke  of  hearths* 
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Then  enter  thoa  the  high-towered  Palace ;  call  the  Maids 
I  left  at  parting,  and  the  wise  old  Stewardess': 
With  her  inspect  the  Treasures  which  thy  father  left. 
And  I,  in  war  or  peace  still  adding,  have  heaped  np. 
Thoa  findest  all  in  order  standing ;  for  it  is 
The  prince's  privilege  to  see,  at  his  return. 
Each  household  item  as  it  was,  and  where  it  was ; 
For  of  himself  the  slave  hath  power  to  alter  nought 

It  i^pears,  moreover,  that  Menelaus  has  ^ven  her 
directions  to  prepare  for  a  solemn  Sacrifice  :  tbe  ewers, 
the  pateras,  the  altar,  the  axe,  dry  wood,  are  all  to  be 
in  readiness,  only  of  the  victim  there  was  no  mention ; 
a  circumstance  from  which  Helena  fedls  not  to  draw  some 
rather  alarming  surmises.  However,  reflecting  that  all 
issues  rest  with  the  higher  Powers,  and  that,  in  any  case, 
inesolution  and  procrastination  will  avail  her  nothing, 
she  at  length  determines  on  this  grand  enterprise  of  en- 
tering the  palace,  to  make  a  general  review ;  and  enters 
accordingly.  But  long  before  any  such  business  could 
have  been  finished,  she  hastily  returns,  with  a  frustrated, 
nay  terrified  aspect ;  much  to  the  astonishment  of  her 
Chorus,  who  pressingly  inquire  the  cause. 

HBLSNA  (who  has  ^ft  the  door-leaves  open,  agitaied.) 

Beseems  not  that  Jove's  daughter  shrink  with  common  fright, 
Nor  by  the  brief  cold  touch  of  Fear  be  chilled  and  stunned. 
Yet  the  Horror,  which  ascending,  in  the  womb  of  Night, 
From  deeps  of  Chaos,  rolls  itself  together  many-shaped, 
Like  glowing  Clouds,  from  out  the  mountain's  fire  throat. 
In  threatening  ghastliness,  may  shake  even  heroes'  hearts. 
So  have  the  Stygian  here  to-day  appointed  me 
A  welcome  to  my  native  Mansion,  such  that  fain 
From  the  oft-trod|  long-wished-for  threshold,  like  a  guest 
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That  has  took  leave,  I  would  withdraw  my  steps,  for  ay. 

But  no !  Retreated  have  I  to  the  light,  Dor  shall 

Ye  farther  force  me,  angry  Powers,  be  who  ye  may« 

New  expiations  will  I  use ;  then  purified, 

The  blaze  of  the  Hearth  may  greet  the  Mistress  as  the  Lord. 

PANTRALIS  the  CUOtLAOE* 

Discover,  noble  queen,  to  us  thy  handmaidens, 
That  wait  by  thee  in  love,  what  misery  has  befallen. 

HKLENA. 

What  I  have  seen,  ye  too  with  your  own  eyes  shall  see. 

If  Night  have  not  already  sucked  her  Phantoms  back 

To  the  abysses  of  her  wonder-bearing  breast. 

Yet,  would  ye  know  this  thing,  I  tell  it  you  in  words. 

When  bent  on  present  duty,  yet  with  anxious  thought, 

I  solemnly  set  foot  in  these  high  royal  Halls, 

The  silent,  vacant  passages  astounded  me  ; 

For  tread  of  hasty  footsteps  nowhere  met  the  ear, 

Nor  bustle  as  of  busy  menial-work  the  eye. 

No  maid  comes  forth  to  me,  no  Stewardess,  such  as 

Still  wont  with  friendly  welcome  to  salute  all  guests. 

But  as,  alone  advancing,  I  approach  the  Hearth, 

There,  by  the  ashy  remnant  of  dim  outbumt  coals. 

Sits, crouching  on  the  ground,  up-muffled,  some  huge  Crone ; 

Not  as  in  sleep  she  sat,  but  as  in  drowsy  muse. 

With  ordering  voice  1  bid  her  rise ;  nought  doubting  't  was 

The  Stewardess  the  King,  at  parting  hence,  had  left. 

But,  heedless,  shrunk  together,  sits  she  motionless ; 

And  as  I  chid,  at  last  outstretched  her  lean  right  arm, 

As  if  she  beckoned  me  from  hall  and  hearth  away. 

I  turn  indignant  from  her,  and  hasten  out  forthwith 

Towards  the  steps  whereon  aloft  the  Thais mos 

Adorned  rises ;  and  near  by  it  the  Treasure-room ; 

When  lo!  the  Wonder  starts  abruptly  from  the  floor; 

Imperious,  barring  my  advance,  displays  herself 

*  Leader  of  the  Chorus. 
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In  haggard  stature,  hollow  bloodshot  eyes ;  a  shape 
Of  hideous  strangeness,  to  perplex  all  sight  and  thought 
But  I  discourse  to  the  air:  for  words  in  vain  attempt 
To  body  forth  to  sight  the  form  that  dwells  in  us. 
There  see  herself!  She  ventures  forward  to  the  light! 
Here  we  are  masters  till  our  Lord  and  King  shall  come. 
The  ghastly  births  of  Night,  Apollo,  beauty's  friend. 
Disperses  back  to  their  abysses,  or  subdues. 

(PHOR0YA8  enters  on  the  threshold^  between  the  doer-posts,) 

0H0RU8. 

Much  I  have  seen,  and  strange,  though  the  ringlets 

Youthful  and  thick  still  wave  round  my  temples  : 

Terrors  a  many,  war  and  its  horrors 

Witnessed  I  once  in  Ilion's  night, 

When  it  fell. 

Thorough  the  clanging,  cloud-covered  din  of 

Onrushing  warriors,  heard  I  th'  Immortals 

Shouting  in  anger,  heard  I  Bellona's 

Iron-toned  voice  resound  from  without 

City- wards. 

# 
Ah !  the  City  yet  stood,  with  its 

Bulwarks ;  I  lion  safely  yet 

Towered :  but  spreading  from  house  over 

House,  the  flame  did  begirdle  us ; 

Sea-like,  red,  loud  and  billowy ; 

Hither,  thither,  as  tempest-floods, 

Over  the  death-circled  City. 

Flying,  saw  I,  through  heat  and  through 
Gloom  and  glare  of  that  flre-ocean. 
Shapes  of  Oods  in  their  wrathfulness, 
Stalking  grim,  fierce,  and  terrible. 
Giant-high,  through  the  luridly 
Flame-dyed  dusk  of  that  vapour. 
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Did  I  see  it,  or  was  it  but 
Terror  of  heart  that  fashioned 
Forms  so  affinghtingP  Know  can  I 
Never :  but  here  that  I  view  this 
Horrible  Thing  with  my  own  eyes, 
This  of  a  surety  believe  1 : 
Yea,  I  could  clutch  *t  in  my  fingers. 
Did  not,  from  Shape  so  dangerous. 
Fear  at  a  distance  keep  me. 

Which  of  old  Phorcys' 

Daughters  then  art  thou  ? 

For  I  compare  thee  to 

That  generation. 

Art  thou  belike,  of  the  Qraise, 

Oray-bom,  one  eye  and  one  tooth 

Using  alternate. 

Child  or  descendant? 

Darest  thou.  Haggard, 

Close  by  such  beauty, 

'  Fore  the  divine  glance  of 

Phoebus,  display  thee  ? 

But  display  it  as  it  pleases  thee  ; 

For  the  ugly  he  heedeth  not, 

As  his  bright  eye  yet  never  did 

Look  on  a  shadow. 

But  us  mortals,  alas  for  it ! 
Law  of  Destiny  burdens  us 
With  the  unspeakable  eye-sorrow 
Which  such  a  sight,  unblessed,  detestable. 
Doth  in  lovers  of  beauty  awaken. 

Nay  then,  hear,  since  thou  shamelessly 
Com'st  forth  fronting  us,  hear  only 
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Curses,  hear  all  manner  of  tbreatenings, 
Out  of  the  scornful  lips  of  the  happier 
That  were  made  by  the  Deities. 

PH0RCTA8. 

Old  is  the  saw,  but  high  and  true  remains  its  sense. 
That  Shame  and  Beauty  ne*er,  together  hand  in  hand, 
Were  seen  pursue  their  journey  over  the  earth's  green  path. 
Deep-rooted  dwells  an  ancient  hatred  in  these  two ; 
So  that  wherever,  on  their  way,  one  haps  to  meet 
The  other,  each  on  its  adversary  turns  its  back  ; 
Then  hastens  forth  the  faster  on  its  separate  road  ; 
Shame  all  in  sorrow.  Beauty  pert  and  light  of  mood  ; 
Till  the  hollow  night  of  Orcus  catches  it  at  length. 
If  ag^  and  wrinkles  have  not  tamed  it  long  before. 
So  you,  ye  wantons,  wafted  hither  from  strange  lands, 
I  find  in  tumult,  like  the  cranes'  hoarse  jingling  flight, 
That  over  our  heads,  in  long-drawn  cloud,  sends  down 
Its  creaking  gabble,  and  tempts  the  silent  wanderer  that  he 

look 
Aloft  at  them  a  moment :  but  they  go  their  way, 
And  he  goes  his  ;  so  also  will  it  be  with  us. 

Who  then  are  ye,  that  here,  in  Bacchanalian  wise. 
Like  drunk  ones,  ye  dare  uproar  at  this  Palace-gate  ? 
Who  then  are  ye  that  at  the  Stewardess  of  the  King's  House 
Ye  howl,  as  at  the  moon  the  crabbed  brood  of  dogs  P 
Think  ye  'tis  hid  from  me  what  manner  of  thing  ye  are  P 
Ye  war-begotten,  fight- bred,  feather-headed  crew  ! 
Lascivious  crew,  seducing  as  seduced,  that  waste. 
In  rioting,  alike  the  soldier's  and  the  burgher's  strength! 
Here  seeing  yon  gathered,  seems  as  a  cicada-swarm 
Had  lighted,  covering  the  herbage  of  the  fields. 
Consumers  ye  of  other's  thrift,  ye  greedy-mouthed 
Quick  squanderer  of  fruits  men  gain  by  tedious  toil ; 
Cracked  market-ware,  stol'n,  bought,  and  bartered  troop  of 
slaves ! 
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We  have  thought  it  right  to  give  so  much  of  these 
singular  expositions  and  altercations,  in  the  words,  as 
fieu*  as  might  be,  of  the  parties  themselves  ;  happy,  could 
we,  in  any  measure,  have  transfused  the  broad,  yet  rich 
and  chaste  simplicity  of  these  long  iambics  ;  or  imitated 
the  tone,  as  we  have  done  the  metre,  of  that  choral  song ; 
its  rude  earnestness,  and  tortuous,  awkward-looking, 
artless  strength,  as  we  have  done  its  dactyls  and  ana- 
psests.  The  task  was  no  easy  one ;  and  we  remain,  as 
might  have  been  expected,  little  contented  with  our 
efforts ;  having,  indeed,  nothing  to  boast  of,  except  a 
sincere  fidelity  to  the  original.  If  the  reader,  through 
such  distortion,  can  obtain  any  glimpse  of  Helena  itself, 
he  will  not  only  pardon  us,  but  thank  us.  To  our  own 
minds,  at  least,  there  is  everywhere  a  strange,  piquant, 
quite  peculiar  charm  in  these  imitations  of  the  old  Gre- 
cian style  :  a  dash  of  the  ridiculous,  if  we  might  say  so, 
is  blended  with  the  sublime,  yet  blended  with  it  softly, 
and  only  to  temper  its  austerity ;  for  often,  so  graphic  is 
the  delineation,  we  could  almost  feel  as  if  a  vista  were 
opened  through  the  long  gloomy  distance  of  ages,  and 
we,  with  our  modem  eyes  and  modem  levity,  beheld 
afietr  off,  in  dear  light,  the  very  figures  of  that  old  grave 
time ;  saw  them  again  living  in  their  old  antiquarian 
costume  and  environment,  and  heard  them  audibly  dis- 
course in  a  dialect  which  had  long  been  dead.  Of  all 
this  no  man  is  more  master  than  Gbethe  :  as  a  modem- 
antique,  his  IpMgenxe  must  be  considered  unrivalled  in 
poetry.  A  similar,  thoroughly  classical  spirit  will  be 
found  in  this  First  Part  of  Helena ;  yet  the  manner  of 
the  two  pieces  is  essentially  different.  Here,  we  should 
say,  we  are  more  reminded  of  Sophocles,  perhaps  of 
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.^flchylus,  than  of  Euripides :  it  is  more  rugged>  cojnous, 
energetic,  inartificial ;  a  still  more  ancient  style.  How 
very  primitive,  for  instance,  are  Helena  and  Phorcyas  in 
their  whole  deportment  here !  How  frank  and  down- 
right in  speech ;  above  all,  how  minute  and  specific ;  no 
^impse  of  '  philosophical  culture  ;'  no  such  thing  as  a 
'  general  idea ;'  thus,  every  different  object  seems  a  new 
unknown  one,  and  requires  to  be  separately  stated.  In 
like  manner,  what  can  be  more  honest  and  edifying  than 
the  chaunt  of  the  Chorus  ?  With  what  inimitable  naiveid 
they  recur  to  the  sack  of  Troy,  and  endeavour  to  con- 
vince themselves  that  they  do  actually  see  this  '  horrible 
Thing;'  then  lament  the  law  of  Destiny  which  dooms 
them  to  such  'unspeakable  eye-sorrow;'  and,  finally, 
break  forth  into  sheer  cursing ;  to  all  which,  Phorcyas 
answers  in  the  Uke  free  and  plain-spoken  fieishion. 

But  to  our  story.  This  hard-tempered  and  so  dread* 
fuUy  ugly  old  lady,  the  reader  cannot  help  suspecting,  at 
first  sight,  to  be  some  cousin-german  of  Mephistopheles, 
or,  indeed,  that  great  Actor  of  all  Work  himself;  which 
latter  suspicion  the  devilish  nature  of  the  beldame,  by 
degrees,  confirms  into  a  moral  certainty.  There  is  a 
sarcastic  malice  in  the  '  wise  old  Stewardess'  which  can- 
not be  mistaken.  Meanwhile  the  Chorus  and  the  bel- 
dame indulge  still  ferther  in  mutual  abuse  ;  she  upbraid- 
ing them  with  their  giddiness  and  wanton  disposition ; 
they  chaunting  unabatedly  her  extreme  deficiency  in 
personal  charms.  Helena,  however,  interposes ;  and  the 
old  Goi^n,  pretending  that  she  has  not  till  now  recog- 
nised the  stranger  to  be  her  Mistress,  smooths  herself 
into  gentleness,  afitects  the  greatest  humility,  and  even 
appeals  to  her  for  protection  against  the  insolence  of 

VOL.  I.  L 
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these  young  ones.  But  wicked  Phorcyas  is  only  waiting 
her  opportunity ;  still  neither  unwilling  to  wound,  nor 
afraid  to  strike.  Helena,  to  expel  some  unpleasant  va- 
pours of  doubt,  is  reviewing  her  past  history,  in  concert 
with  Phorcyas ;  and  observes,  that  the  latter  had  been 
appointed  Stewardess  by  Menelaus,  on  his  return  from 
his  Cretan  expedition  to  Sparta.  No  sooner  is  Sparta 
mentioned,  than  the  crone,  with  an  officious  air  of  help- 
ing out  the  story,  adds  : 

Which  thou  forsookeet,  Ilion's  tower-encircled  town 
Preferring,  and  the  unexhausted  joys  of  Love.  . 

HBLRNA. 

Remind  me  not  of  joys ;  an  ail-too  heavy  wo*8 
Infinitude  soon  followed,  crushing  breast  and  heart. 

PHORCYAS. 

But  I  have  heard  thou  livest  on  earth  a  double  life  ; 
In  Ilion  seen,  and  seen  the  while  in  Egypt  too. 

HBLBNA. 

Confound  not  so  the  weakness  of  my  weary  sense ; 
Here  even,  who  or  what  I  am,  I  know  it  not. 

PHORCYAS. 

Then  I  have  heard  how,  from  the  hollow  Realm  of  Shades, 
Achilles  too  did  fervently  unite  himself  to  thee ; 
Thy  earlier  love  reclaiming,  spite  of  all  Fate's  laws. 

HBLBNA. 

To  him  the  Vision,  I  a  Vision  joined  myself: 

it  was  a  dream,  the  very  words  may  teach  us  this. 

But  I  am  faint ;  and  to  myself  a  Vision  grow. 

(Sinks  into  the  arms  qfone  division  of  the  Chorus,) 
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CHORUS. 

Silence!  silence! 
Eiil-eyed,  evil-tongned,  thou ! 
Thro'  so  sbriTelled-ap,  one-tooth'd  t 
Bloutb,  what  good  can  come  from  that 
Throat  of  horrors  detestable  — 

—  In  which  style  they  continue  musically  rating  her,  till 
'  Helena  has  recovered,  and  again  stands  in  the  middle 
'  of  the  chorus ; '  when  Phorcyas,  with  the  most  wheed- 
ling air,  hastens  to  greet  her,  in  a  new  sort  of  verse, 
as  if  nothing  whatever  had  happened  : 

PHORCTAS. 

Issues  forth  from  passiog  cloud  the  sun  of  this  bright  day : 
If  when  veil'd  she  so  could  charm  us,  now  her  beams  in 

splendour  blind. 
As  the  world  doth  look  before  thee,  in  such  gentle  wise  thou 

look*st 
Let  them  call  me  so  unlovely,  what  is  lovely  know  1  well. 

HBLBNA. 

Come  so  wavering  from  the  Void  which  in  that  faintness 

circled  me, 
Glad  I  were  to  rest  again,  a  space ;  so  weary  are  my  limbs. 
Yet  it  well  becometh  queens,  all  mortals  it  becometh  well, 
To  possess  their  hearts  in  patience,  and  await  what  can 

betide. 

PHORCTAS. 

Whilst  thou  standest  in  thy  greatness,  in  thy  beauty  here, 
Says  thy  look  that  thou  commandest :  what  command'st  thou  ? 
Speak  it  out* 

HBLBNA. 

To  conclude  your  quarrel's  idle  loitering  be  prepared : 
Haste,  arrange  the  Sacrifice  the  King  commanded  me. 
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PH0RCTA8. 

All  is  ready  in  the  Palace,  bow]  and  tripod,  sbaq>-grcmnd 

axe ; 
For  besprinkling,  for  befuming :  now  tbe  Victim  let  us  see. 

HBLKNA, 

This  the  King  appointed  not. 

PHOR0TA8* 

Spoke  not  of  this  ?  O  word  of  wo  ! 

HELENA. 

What  strange  sorrow  overpowers  thee  ? 

PHOB0YA8. 

Qaeen,  'tis  thou  he  meant. 

HELENA. 

1? 

FHOR0TA8. 

Xnd  these* 

CHORU8. 

O  wo !  O  wo ! 

FHORCTAS. 

Thou  ftdlest  by  the  axe's  stroke. 

HELENA* 

Horrible,  yet  lookM  for :  hapless  I ! 

PHORCTAS. 

Ineritable  seems  it  me. 

CH0RU8. 

Ah,  and  us  ?    What  will  become  of  us  P 

PHOR0TA8. 

She  dies  a  noble  death : 
Ye,  on  the  high  Beam  within  that  bears  the  rafters  and  the 
roof. 
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As  ID   birding-time  so  many  woodlarks,  in  a  row,  shall 
sprawL 

(BE LENA  and  CHORUS  stond  astounded  and  terror-struck  ; 
in  ejcpressivcy  weU'Concerted grouping.) 

PH0R0YA8. 

Poor  spectres ! — All  like  frozen  statues  there  ye  stand, 
In  fright  to  leave  the  Day  which  not  belongs  to  yon. 
No  man  or  spectre,  more  than  you,  is  fond  to  quit 
The  Upper  Light ;  yet  rescue,  respite  finds  not  one : 
All  know  it,  all  believe  it,  few  delight  in  it. 
Enough,  *tis  over  with  you !    And  so  let's  to  work. 

How  the  cursed  old  beldame  enjoys  the  agony  of 
these  poor  Shades  :  nay,  we  suspect,  she  is  laughing  in 
her  sleeve  at  the  very  Classicism  of  this  Drama,  which 
she  herself  has  contrived*  and  is  even  now  helping  to 
enact!  Observe,  she  has  quitted  her  octameter  tro- 
chaics  again,  and  taken  to  plain  blank  verse  ;  a  sign, 
perhaps,  that  she  is  getting  weary  of  the  whole  Classical 
concern  4  But  however  this  may  be,  she  now  claps  her 
hands;  whereupon  certain  distorted  dwarf  figures  appear 
at  the  door,  and,  with  great  speed  and  agility,  at  her 
order,  bring  forth  the  sacrificial  apparatus ;  on  which 
she  fiEuls  not  to  descant  demonstratively,  explaining  the 
purpose  of  the  several  articles  as  they  are  successively 
fitted  up  before  her.  Here  is  the  '  gold-homed  altar,' 
the  '  axe  glittering  over  its  silver  edge ; '  then  there 
must  be  '  water-urns  to  wash  the  black  blood's  defile- 
ment,' and  a  '  precious  mat '  to  kneel  on,  for  the  victim 
is  to  be  beheaded  queenlike.  On  all  hands,  mortal  hor- 
ror !  But  Phorcyas  hints  darkly  that  there  is  still  a 
way  of  escape  left ;  this,  of  course,  every  one  is  in  deep- 
est eagerness  to  learn.     Here,  one  would  think,  she 
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To  clamber  there — Nay,even  yoar  veryThought  slides  down, 
And  theD,  within,  such  courts,  broad  spaces,  all  around, 
With  masonry  encompass'd  of  every  sort  and  use : 
There  have  ye  arches,  archlets,  pillars,  pillarlets. 
Balconies,  galleries,  for  looking  out  and  in, 
And  coats  of  arms, 

CHORUS. 

Of  arms  ?    What  meanest  thou  f 

PH0BCYA8. 

Ajax  bore 
A  twisted  Snake  on  his  Shield,  as  ye  yourselves  have  seen. 
The  Seven  also  before  Thebes  bore  carved  work 
Each  on  his  Shield ;  devices  rich  and  full  of  sense : 
There  saw  ye  moon  and  stars  of  the  nightly  heaven's  vault. 
And  goddesses,  and  heroes,  ladders,  torches,  swords. 
And  dangerous  tools,  such  as  in  storm  o'erfall  good  towns. 
Escutcheons  of  like  sort  our  heroes  also  bear : 
There  see  ye  lions,  eagles,  claws  besides,  and  bills. 
Then  buflFalo-homs,  and  wings,  and  roses,  peacock-tails ; 
And  bandelets,  gold  and  black  and  silver,  blue  and  red. 
Such  like  are  there  hung  up  in  Halls,  row  after  row  ; 
In  halls,  so  large,  so  lofty,  boundless  as  the  World ; 
There  might  ye  dance ! 

CHORUS. 

Ha !    Tell  us,  are  there  dancers  there  ? 

PHORCTA8. 

The  best  on  earth !    A  golden- hair'd,  fresh,  younker  band, 
They  breathe  of  youth  ;  Paris  aloue  so  breath 'd  when  to 
Our  Queen  he  came  too  near. 

HELENA, 

Thou  quite  dost  lose 
The  tenor  of  thy  story :  say  me  thy  last  word. 
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PHOROTA8. 

Thyself  wilt  8ay  it:  say  it  earnestly,  audibly,  Yes ! 
Next  moment,  I  surround  thee  with  that  TowV. 

The  step  is  questionable  :  for  is  not  this  Phorcyas  a 
person  of  the  most  suspicious  character ;  or  rather,  is  it 
not  certain  that  she  is  a  Turk  in  grain,  and  will,  almost 
of  a  surety,  go  how  it  may,  turn  good  into  bad  ?  And 
yet,  what  is  to  be  done  ?  A  trumpet,  said  to  be  that 
of  Menelaus,  sounds  in  the  distance ;  at  which  the  Cho- 
rus shrink  together  in  increased  terror.  Phorcyas  coldly 
reminds  them  of  Deiphobus,  with  his  slit  nose,  as  a  small 
token  of  Menelaus'  turn  of  thinking  on  these  matters ; 
supposes,  however,  that  there  is  now  nothing  for  it  but 
to  wait  the  issue,  and  die  with  propriety.  Helena  has 
no  wish  to  die,  either  with  propriety  or  impropriety ; 
she  pronounces,  though  with  a  faltering  resolve,  the 
definitive  Yes.  A  burst  of  joy  breaks  from  the  Chorus  ; 
thick  fog  rises  all  round ;  in  the  midst  of  which,  as  we 
learn  from  their  wild  tremulous  chaunt,  they  feel  them- 
selves hurried  through  the  air  :  Eurotas  is  swept  from 
sight,  and  the  cry  of  its  Swans  fades  ominously  away 
in  the  distance ;  for  now,  as  we  suppose,  '  Tyndarus ' 
high  House,'  with  all  its  appendages,  is  rushing  back 
into  the  depths  of  the  Past ;  old  LacecUemon  has  again 
become  new  Misetra ;  only  Taygetus,  with  another 
name,  remains  unchanged:  and  the  King  of  Rivers 
feeds  among  his  sedges  quite  a  different  race  of  Swans 
than  those  of  Leda !  The  mist  is  passing  away,  but 
yet,  to  the  horror  of  the  Chorus,  no  clear  daylight  re- 
turns. Dim  masses  rise  round  them  :  Phorcyas  has 
vanished.  Is  it  a  castle  ?  Is  it  a  cavern  ?  They  find 
themselves  in  the  '  Interior  Court  of  the  Towqt,  sur- 
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'  rounded  with  rich  fantastic  buildings  of  the  middle 
'  ages !  * 

If,  hitherto,  we  have  moved  along,  with  considerable 
convenience,  over  ground  singular  enough,  indeed,  yet, 
the  nature  of  it  once  understood,  affording  firm  footing 
and  no  unpleasant  scenery,  we  come  now  to  a  strange 
mixed  element,  in  which  it  seems  as  if  neither  walking, 
swimming,  nor  even  flying,  could  rightly  avail  us.  We 
have  cheerfuUy  admitted,  and  honestly  believed,  that 
Helena  and  her  Chorus  were  Shades  ;  but  now  they  ap« 
pear  to  be  changing  into  mere  Ideas,  mere  Metaphors, 
or  poetic  Thoughts  !  Faust  too,  for  he,  as  every  one 
sees,  must  be  lord  of  this  Fortress,  is  a  much  altered 
man  since  we  last  met  him.  Nay,  sometimes  we  could 
fancy  he  were  only  acting  a  part  on  this  occasion ;  were 
a  mere  mummer,  representing  not  so  much  his  own  na- 
tural personality,  as  some  shadow  and  impersonation  of 
his  history ;  not  so  much  his  own  Faustship,  as  the  Tra- 
dition of  Faust's  adventures,  and  the  Genius  of  the 
People  among  whom  this  took  its  rise.  For,  indeed,  he  has 
strange  gifts  of  flying  through  the  air,  and  living,  in  ap- 
parent friendship  and  contentment,  with  mere  Eidolons  ; 
and,  being  excessively  reserved  withal,  he  becomes  not 
a  little  enigmatic.  In  fact,  our  whole '  Interlude '  changes 
its  character  at  this  point :  the  Greek  style  passes 
abruptly  into  the  Spanish ;  at  one  bound  we  have  left 
the  Seven  before  Thebes,  and  got  into  the  Vida  es  Sueno. 
The  action,  too,  becomes  more  and  more  tjrpical ;  or 
rather,  we  should  say,  half-typical ;  for  it  will  neither 
hold  rightly  together  as  allegory  nor  as  matter  of  fact. 

Thus  do  we  see  ourselves  hesitating  on  the  verge  of 
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a  wondroufl  region,  '  neither  sea  nor  good  dry  land ; ' 
full  of  shapes  and  musical  tones,  but  all  dim,  fluctuating, 
unsubstantial,  chaotic.  Danger  there  is  that  the  critic 
may  require  '  both  oar  and  sail ; '  nay,  it  will  be  well  if, 
like  that  other  great  Traveller,  he  meet  not  some  vast 
▼acuity,  where,  all  unawares, 

Flutteriog  bis  penaons  vain,  plumb  down  be  drop 

Ten  thousand  fatbom  deep    .    •    •    • 

and  so  keep  idling  till 

Tbe  strong  rebuff  of  some  tumultuous  cloud, 
Instinct  uritb  fire  and  nitre,  burry  bim 
As  many  miles  aloft    .... 

—  Meaning,  probably,  that  he  is  to  be  '  Uown  up '  by 
nonplussed  and  justly  exasperated  Review-reviewers  !  — 
Nevertheless,  unappalled  by  these  possibilities,  we  ven- 
ture forward  into  this  impalpable  Limbo ;  and  must  en- 
deavour to  render  such  account  of  the  '  sensible  species ' 
and '  ghosts  of  defimct  bodies '  we  may  meet  there,  as 
shall  be  moderately  satis^Bu^ry  to  the  reader. 

In  the  little  notice  from  the  Author,  quoted  above, 
we  were  bid  specially  observe  in  what  way  and  man- 
ner Faust  would  presume  to  court  this  World-beauty. 
We  must  say,  his  style  of  gallantry  seems  to  us  of  the 
most  chivalrous  and  high-flown  description,  if  indeed 
it  is  not  a  little  eupkuutic.  In  their  own  eyes,  Helena 
and  hdr  Chorus,  encircled  in  this  Gothic  court,  appear, 
for  some  minutes,  no  better  than  captives ;  but,  sud- 
denly issuing  from  galleries  and  portals,  and  descend- 
ing the  stairs  in  stately  procession,  are  seen  a  nume- 
roos  suite  of  Pages,  whose  gay  habiliments  and  red 
downy  cheeks  are  greatly  admired  by  the  Chorus :  these 
bear  with  them  a  throne  and  canopy,  with  footstools 
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and  cushions,  and  every  other  necessary  apparatus  of 
royalty ;  the  portable  machine,  as  we  gather  from  the 
Chorus,  is  soon  put  together ;  and  Helena,  being  reve- 
rently beckoned  into  the  same,  is  thus  forthwith  consti- 
tuted Sovereign  of  the  whole  Establishment.  To  herself 
such  royalty  still  seems  a  little  dubious ;  but  no  sooner 
have  the  Pages,  in  long  train,  fieurly  descended,  than 
'  Faust  appears  above,  on  the  stairs,  in  knightly  court- 
'  dress  of  the  middle  ages,  and  with  deliberate  dignity 
'  comes  down,'  astonishing  the  poor  '  feather-headed ' 
Chorus  with  the  gracefulness  of  his  deportment  and  his 
more  than  human  beauty.  He  leads  with  him  a  cul- 
prit in  fetters  ;  and,  by  way  of  introduction,  explains  to 
Helena  that  this  man,  Lynceus,  has  deserved  death  by 
his  misconduct ;  but  that  to  her,  as  Queen  of  the  Castle, 
must  i^pertain  the  right  of  dooming  or  of  pardoning 
him.  The  crime  of  Lynceus  is,  indeed,  of  an  extraor- 
dinary nature  :  he  was  Warder  of  the  tower ;  but  now, 
though  gifted,  as  his  name  imports,  with  the  keenest 
vision,  he  has  failed  in  warning  Faust  that  so  august  a 
visiter  was  approaching,  and  thus  occasioned  the  most 
dreadful  breach  of  politeness.  Lynceus  pleads  guilty  : 
quick-sighted  as  a  lynx,  in  usual  cases,  he  has  been 
blinded  with  excess  of  light,  in  this  instance.  While 
looking  towards  the  orient  at  the  '  course  of  morning,' 
he  noticed  '  a  sun  rise  wonderfully  in  the  south,'  and, 
all  his  senses  taken  captive  by  such  surpassing  beauty, 
he  no  longer  knew  his  right  hand  from  his  left,  or  could 
move  a  limb,  or  utter  a  word,  to  announce  her  arrival. 
Under  these  peculiar  circumstances,  Helena  sees  room 
for  extending  the  royal  prerogative ;  and  after  express- 
ing unfeigned  regret  at  this  so  fatal  influence  of  her 
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channs  over  the  whole  male  sex,  dismisses  the  Warder 
with  a  reprieve.  We  must  heg  our  readers  to  keep  an 
eye  on  this  Inamorato ;  for  there  may  be  meaning  in 
him.  Here  is  the  pleading,  which  produced  so  fine  an 
effect,  given  in  his  own  words : 

Let  rae  kneel  and  let  me  view  her. 
Let  me  live,  or  let  me  die, 
Slave  to  this  high  womao,  truer 
Than  a  bondsman  bom,  am  1 . 

Watching  o'er  the  course  of  morning, 
Eastward,  as  I  mark  it  run. 
Rose  there,  all  the  sky  adomiog, 
Strangely  in  the  south  a  sun. 

Draws  my  look  towards  those  places, 
Not  the  valley,  not  the  height, 
Not  the  earth's  or  heaven's  spaces ; 
She  alone  the  queen  of  light. 

Eyesight  truly  hath  beeo  lent  me, 
Like  the  lynx  on  highest  tree ; 
Boots  not ;  for  amaze  hath  shent  me : 
Do  I  dream,  or  do  I  see  ? 

Knew  I  aught ;  or  could  I  ever 
Think  of  tow'r  or  bolted  gate  ? 
Vapours  waver,  vapours  sever. 
Such  a  goddess  comes  in  state ! 

Eye  and  heart  I  must  surrender 
Drown'd  as  in  a  radiant  sea ; 
That  high  creature  with  her  splendour 
Blinding  all  hath  blinded  me. 

I  forgot  the  warder's  duty ; 
Trumpet,  challenge,  word  of  call : 
Chain  me,  threaten :  sure  this  Beauty 
Stills  tby  anger,  saves  her  thraU. 
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Save  him  accordingly  she  did  :  but  no  sooner  is  he  dis- 
missed, and  Faust  has  made  a  remark  on  the  multitude 
of  '  arrows '  which  she  is  darting  forth  on  all  sides, 
than  Lynoeus  returns  in  a  still  madder  humour.  '  Re- 
'  enter  Lynceus  with  a  Chest,  and  Men  carrying  other 
'  Chests  behind  him.' 

LYNCKUB. 

Thou  see^st  me,  Queen,  again  advance. 
The  wealthy  begs  of  thee  one  glance ; 
He  look'd  at  thee,  and  feels  e'er  since 
As  beggar  poor,  and  rich  as  prince. 

What  was  I  erst  P    What  am  I  grown  ? 
What  have  I  meant,  or  done,  or  known  P 
What  boots  the  sharpest  force  of  eyes  P 
Back  from  thy  throne  it  baffled  flies. 

From  Eastward  marching  came  we  on. 
And  soon  the  West  was  lost  and  won  : 
A  long  broad  army  forth  we  passM, 
The  foremost  knew  not  of  the  last. 

The  first  did  fall,  the  second  stood, 
The  third  hew'd  in  with  falchion  good ; 
And  still  the  next  had  prowess  more. 
Forgot  the  thousands  slain  before. 

We  stormed  along,  we  rushed  apace, 
The  masters  we  from  place  to  plsce. 
And  where  I  lordly  ruled  to-day, 
To-morrow  another  did  rob  and  slay. 

We  look*d ;  our  choice  was  quickly  made ; 
This  snatchM  with  him  the  fairest  Maid, 
That  seiz'd  the  Steer  for  burden  bent. 
The  horses  all  and  sundry  went. 

But  I  did  loye  apart  to  spy 

The  rarest  things  could  meet  the  eye  : 
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Whate'er  in  others'  hands  I  saw, 
That  was  for  me  bat  chaff  and  straw. 

For  treasures  did  I  keep  a  look, 
My  keen  eyes  pierc'd  to  every  nook ; 
Into  all  pockets  I  could  see, 
Transparent  each  strong-box  to  me. 

And  heaps  of  Gold  I  gained  this  way, 
And  precious  stones  of  clearest  ray : 
Now  where  's  the  Diamond  meet  to  shine  ? 
'Tis  meet  alone  for  breast  like  thine. 

So  let  the  Pearl  from  depths  of  sea. 
In  curious  stringlets  wave  on  thee  : 
The  Ruby  for  some  covert  seeks, 
'Tis  paled  by  redness  of  thy  cheeks. 

And  so  the  richest  treasure  's  brought 
Before  thy  throne,  as  best  it  ought ; 
Beneath  thy  feet  here  let  me  lay 
The  fruit  of  many  a  bloody  fray. 

So  many  chests  we  now  do  bear  ; 
More  chests  I  have,  and  finer  ware  : 
Think  me  but  to  be  near  thee  worth, 
Whole  treasure-vaults  I  empty  forth. 

For  scarcely  art  thou  hither  sent. 
All  hearts  and  wills  to  thee  are  bent ; 
Our  riches,  reason,  strength  we  must 
Before  the  loveliest  lay  as  dust. 

All  this  I  reckon'd  great,  and  mine. 
Now  small  I  reckon  it,  and  thine. 
I  thought  it  worthy,  high,  and  good  ; 
'Tis  naught,  poor,  and  misunderstood. 

So  dwindles  what  my  glory  was, 

A  heap  of  mown  and  withered  grass  : 
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What  worth  it  had,  and  now  does  lack, 
O,  with  one  kind  look,  (five  it  back  ! 

FAU8T. 

Away !  away !  take  back  the  bold-carn'd  load, 
Not  blam'd  indeed,  but  also  not  reM^arded. 
Hers  is  already  whatsoe'er  our  Tower 
Of  costliness  conceals.     Go  heap  me  treasures 
On  treasures,  yet  with  order :  let  the  blaze 
Of  pomp  unspeakable  appear ;  the  ceilings 
Gem-fretted,  shine  like  skies ;  a  Paradise 
Of  lifeless  life  create.    Before  her  feet 
Unfolding  quick,  let  flow*ry  carpet  roll 
Itself  from  flow'ry  carpet,  that  her  step 
May  light  on  softness,  and  her  eye  meet  nought 
But  splendour  blinding  only  not  the  Gods. 

LYNCEUS. 

Small  is  what  our  Lord  doth  sav ; 
Servants  do  it ;  'tis  but  play : 
For  o'er  all  we  do  or  dream 
Will  this  Beauty  reign  supreme. 
Is  not  all  our  host  grown  tame  ? 
Every  sword  is  blunt  and  lame. 
To  a  form  of  such  a  mould 
Sun  himself  is  dull  and  cold ; 
To  the  richness  of  that  face, 
\V  hat  is  beauty,  what  is  grace. 
Loveliness  we  saw  or  thought? 
All  is  empty,  all  is  nought. 

And  herewith  eait  L3mceu8,  and  we  see  no  more  of  him  ! 
We  have  said  that  we  thought  there  might  be  method 
in  this  madness.  In  fact,  the  allegorical,  or  at  least 
fantastic  and  figurative,  character  of  the  whole  action  is 
growing  more  and  more  decided  every  moment.  Helena, 
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we  must  conjecture,  is,  in  the  course  of  this  her  real 
historical  intrigue  with  Faust,  to  present,  at  the  same 
time,  some  dim  adumbration  of  Grecian  Art,  and  its 
flight  to  the  Northern  Nations,  when  driven  by  stress  of 
War  from  its  own  country.  Faust's  Tower  will,  in  this 
case,  afford  not  only  a  convenient  station  for  lifting 
black-mail  over  the  neighbouring  district,  but  a  cunning, 
though  vague  and  fluctuating,  emblem  of  the  Product 
of  Teutonic  Mind ;  the  Science,  Art,  Institutions  of  the 
Northmen,  of  whose  Spirit  and  Genius  he  himself  may 
in  some  degree  become  the  representative.  In  this  way, 
the  extravagant  homage  and  admiration  paid  to  Helena 
are  not  without  their  meaning.  The  manner  of  her  ar- 
rival, enveloped  as  she  was  in  thick  clouds,  and  fright- 
ened onwards  by  hostile  trumpets,  may  also  have  more 
or  less  propriety.  And  who  is  Lynceus,  the  mad  Watch- 
man ?  We  cannot  but  suspect  him  of  being  a  School* 
man  Philosopher,  or  School  Philosophy  itself,  in  dis- 
guise ;  and  that  this  wonderful  '  march '  of  his  has  a 
covert  allusion  to  the  great  '  march  of  intellect,'  which 
did  march  in  those  old  ages,  though  only  '  at  ordinary 
time.'  We  observe,  the  military,  one  after  the  other, 
all  fell ;  for  discoverers,  like  other  men,  must  die ;  but 
'  still  the  next  had  prowess  more,'  and  forgot  the  th0u- 
sands  that  had  sunk  in  clearing  the  way  for  him.  How- 
ever, Lynceus,  in  his  love  of  plunder,  did  not  take  '  the 
£Eurest  maid,'  nor  '  the  steer '  fit  for  burden,  but  rather 
jewels  and  other  rare  articles  of  value ;  in  which  quest 
his  high  power  of  eyesight  proved  of  great  service  to 
him.  Better  had  it  been,  perhaps,  to  have  done  as 
others  did,  and  seized  '  the  fairest  maid,'  or  even  the 
'  steer '  fit  for  burden,  or  one  of  the  '  horses '  which 
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were  in  such  request :  for,  when  he  quitted  practical 
Science  and  the  philosophy  of  life,  and  addicted  him* 
self  to  curious  subtleties  and  Metaphysical  crotchets^ 
what  did  it  avail  him  ?  At  the  first  glance  of  the  Gre- 
cian beauty,  he  found  that  it  was  '  naught,  poor,  and 
misunderstood.'  His  extraordinary  obscuration  of  vi- 
sion  on  Helena's  approach ;  his  narrow  escape  from 
death,  on  that  account,  at  the  hands  of  Faust;  his 
pardon  by  the  fair  Ghreek ;  his  subsequent  magnanimous 
offer  to  her,  and  discourse  with  his  master  on  the  sub^ 
ject, — might  give  rise  to  various  considerations.  But 
we  must  not  loiter,  questioning  the  strange  Shadows 
of  that  strange  country,  who,  besides,  are  apt  to  mys- 
tify one.  Our  nearest  business  is  to  get  across  it :  we 
again  proceed. 

Whoever  or  whatever  Faust  and  Helena  may  be, 
they  are  evidently  fast  rising  into  high  favour  with  each 
other ;  as  indeed,  from  so  generous  a  gallant,  and  so 
fair  a  dame,  was  to  be  anticipated.  She  invites  him  to 
sit  with  her  on  the  throne,  so  instantaneously  acquired 
by  force  of  her  charms  ;  to  which  graceful  proposal  he, 
after  kissing  her  hand  in  knightly  wise,  fails  not  to  ac- 
cede. The  courtship  now  advances  vpace.  Helena  admires 
the  dialect  of  Lynceus,  and  how  '  one  word  seemed  to 
kiss  the  other,'  for  the  Warder,  as  we  saw,  speaks  in 
doggrel ;  and  she  cannot  but  wish  that  she  also  had 
some  such  talent.  Faust  assures  her  that  nothing  is 
more  easy  than  this  same  practice  of  rhyme  :  it  is  but 
speaking  right  from  the  heart,  and  the  rest  follows  of 
course.  Withal,  he  proposes  that  they  should  make  a 
trial  of  it  themselves.  The  experiment  succeeds  to  mu- 
tual satisfaction :  for  not  only  can  they  two  build  the 
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lofty  rhyme,  in  concert*  with  all  convenience,  but,  in 
the  course  of  a  page  or  two  of  such  crambo,  many  love« 
tokens  come  to  light;  nay,  we  find  by  the  Chorus^ 
that  the  wooing  has  well  nigh  reached  a  happy  end : 
at  least,  the  two  are  '  sitting  near  and  nearer  eadi 
'  other,  —  shoulder  on  shoulder,  knee  by  knee,  hand  in 
'  hand,  they  are  swaying  over  the  throne's  up^cush- 
'  ioned  lordliness ; '  which,  surely,  are  promising  symp- 
toms. 

Such  ill-timed  dalliance  is  abruptly  disturbed  by  the 
entrance  of  Phorcyas,  now,  as  ever,  a  messenger  of  evil, 
with  malignant  tidmgs  tbaX  Menelans  is  at  hand,  with 
his  whole  force,  to  storm  the  Castle,  and  ferociously 
ayenge  his  new  injuries.  An  immense  '  explosion  of 
'  signals  from  the  towers,  of  trumpets,  clarions,  military 
'  music,  and  the  march  of  numerous  armies,'  confirms 
the  news.  Faust,  however,  treats  the  matter  coolly ; 
chides  the  unceremonious  trepidation  of  Phorcyas,  and 
summons  his  men  of  war ;  who  accordingly  enter,  steel- 
clad,  in  military  pomp,  and  quitting  their  battalions, 
gather  round  him  to  take  his  orders.  In  a  wild  Pin- 
daric ode,  delivered  with  due  emphasis,  he  directs  them 
not  so  much  how  they  are  to  conquer  Menelaus,  whom 
doubtless  he  knows  to  be  a  sort  of  dream,  as  how  they 
are  respectively  to  manage  and  partition  the  Ck)untry, 
they  shall  hereby  acquire.  Ghsrmanus  is  to  have  '  the 
bays  of  Corinth  ; '  while  '  Achaia,  with  its  hundred 
dells,'  is  recommended  to  the  care  of  Gk)th ;  the  host  of 
the  Franks  must  go  towards  Elis ;  Messene  is  to  be  the 
Saxon's  share ;  and  Nermann  is  to  clear  the  seas,  and 
make  Argolis  great.  Sparta,  however,  is  to  continue 
the  territory  of  Helena,  and  be  queen  and  patroness  of 
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these  inferior  Dukedoms.  In  all  this,  are  we  to  trace 
some  fiEunt  changeful  shadow  of  the  National  Character, 
and  respective  Intellectual  Performance  of  the  several 
European  tribes  ?  Or,  perhaps,  of  the  real  History  of 
the  Middle  Ages  ;  the  irruption  of  the  northern  swarms, 
issuing,  like  Faust  and  his  air- warriors,  '  from  Cimme- 
rian Night,'  and  spreading  over  so  many  fedr  regions  ? 
Perhaps  of  both,  and  of  more ;  perhaps  properly  of  nei- 
ther :  for  the  whole  has  a  chameleon  character,  changing 
hue  as  we  look  on  it.  However,  be  this  as  it  may,  the 
Chorus  cannot  sufficiently  admire  Faust's  strategic 
faculty ;  and  the  troops  march  off,  without  speech  in- 
deed, but  evidently  in  the  highest  spirits.  He  himself 
concludes  with  another  rapid  dithyrambic,  describing 
the  Peninsula  of  Greece,  or  rather,  perhaps,  typically 
the  Region  of  true  Poesy,  '  kissed  by  the  sea- waters,' 
and  '  knit  to  the  last  mountain-branch '  of  the  firm 
land.  There  is  a  wild  glowing  fire  in  these  two  odes ; 
a  musical  indistinctness,  yet  enveloping  a  rugged,  keen 
Sense,  which,  were  the  gift  of  rhyme  so  common  as 
Faust  thinks  it,  we  should  have  pleasure  in  presenting 
to  our  readers.  Again  and  again,  we  think  of  Calderon 
and  his  Life  a  Dream, 

Faust,  as  he  resumes  his  seat  by  Helena,  observes 
that '  she  is  sprung  from  the  highest  gods,  and  belongs 
to  the  first  world  alone.'  It  is  not  meet  that  bolted 
towers  should  encircle  her ;  and  near  by  Sparta,  over 
the  hills,  '  Arcadia  blooms  in  eternal  strength  of  youth, 
a  blissful  abode  for  them  two.'  '  Let  thrones  pass  into 
groves ;  Arcadian-free  be  such  felicity ! '  No  sooner 
said,  than  done.  Our  Fortress,  we  suppose,  rushes 
asunder  like  a  Palace  of  Air,  for,  '  the  scene  altogether 
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'  changes,  A  series  of  Grottoes  now  are  shut  in  hy  close 
*  Bowers,  Shady  Grove,  to  the  foot  of  the  Rocks  which 
'  encircle  the  place,  Faust  and  Helena  are  not  seen.  The 
'  Chorus,  scattered  around,  lie  sleeping,' 

In  Arcadia,  the  business  grows  wilder  than  ever. 
Phorcyas,  who  has  now  become  wonderfully  civil,  and, 
notwithstanding  her  ugliness,  stands  on  the  best  foot- 
ing with  the  poor  light-headed  Cicada-swarm  of  a  Cho- 
rus, awakes  them  to  hear  and  see  the  wonders  that  have 
happened  so  shortly.  It  appears,  too,  that  there  are 
certain  '  Bearded  Ones '  (we  suspect.  Devils)  waiting 
with  anxiety,  '  sitting  watchful  there  below,'  to  see  the 
issue  of  this  extraordinary  transaction ;  but  of  these 
Fhorcyas  gives  her  silly  women  no  hint  whatever.  She 
tells  them,  in  glib  phrase,  what  great  things  are  in  the 
wind.  Faust  and  Helena  have  been  happier  than  mor- 
tals in  these  grottoes.  Fhorcyas,  who  was  in  waiting, 
gradually  glided  away,  seeking  '  roots,  moss,  and  rinds,' 
on  household  duty  bent,  and  so  '  they  two  remained 
alone.' 

CHORUS. 

Talk*8t  as  if  within  those  {grottoes  lay  whole  tracts  of  coun- 

Wood  and  meadow,  rivers,  lakes :  what  tales  thou  palm*st 
on  us! 

PHORCYAS. 

Sore  enough,  ye  foolish  creatures !    These  are  unexplored 

recesses ; 
Hall  runs  out  on  hall,  spaces  there  on  spaces  t  these  I 

musing  traced. 
But  at  once  re-echoes  from  within  a  peal  of  laughter : 
Peeping  in,  what  is  it  ?    Leaps  a  hoy  from  Mother's  breast 

to  Father's, 
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From  the  Father  to  the  Mother:  such  a  fondling,  such  a 
dandling, 

Foolish  LoYe*s  caressing,  teasing ;  cry  of  jest,  and  shriek 
of  pleasure, 

In  their  turn  do  stun  me  quite. 

Naked,  without  wings  a  Genius,  Faun  in  humour  without 
coarseness, 

Springs  he  sportful  on  the  ground ;  hut  the  ground  rever- 
berating, 

Darts  him  up  to  airy  heights;  and  at  the  third  the  second 
gambol. 

Touches  he  the  vaulted  Roof. 

Frightened  cries  the  Mother :  Bound  away,  away,  and  as 

thou  pleasest. 
But,  my  Son,  beware  of  Flying ;  wings  nor  power  of  flight 

are  thine. 
And  the  Father  thus  advises :  In  the  Earth  resides  the  virtue 
Which  so  fast  doth  send  thee  upwards ;  touch  but  with  thy 

toe  the  surface, 
Like  the   Earthbom,  old  Antaeus,  straightway  thou   art 

strong  again. 
And  so  skips  he,  hither,  thither,  on  these  jagged  rocks ; 

from  summit 
Still  to  summit,  all  about,  like  stricken  ball  rebounding, 

springs. 

But  at  once  in  cleft  of  some  rude  cavern  sinking  has  be 
vanished, 

And  so  seems  it  we  have  lost  him.  Mother  mourning,  Fa- 
ther cheers  her ; 

Shrug  my  shoulders  I,  and  look  about  me.  But  again,  be- 
hold, what  vision ! 

Are  there  treasures  lying  here  concealed?  There  he  is 
.   again,  and  garments 

Glittering,  flower-bestriped  has  on. 
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Tassels   wtLver  from  his  anns,  about  his  bosom   flatter 

breast-knots. 
In  his  hand  the  grolden  Lyre ;  wholly  like  a  little  Phoebus, 
Steps  he  light  of  heart  upon  the  beetling  cli£b :  astonished 

stand  we, 
And  the  Parents,  in  their  rapture,  fly  into  each  other's  arms. 
For  what  glittering 's  that  about  his  head  ?   Were  hard  to 

say  what  glitters, 
Whether  Jewels  and  gold,  or  Flame  of  all-subduing  strength 

of  soul. 
And  with  such  a  bearing  mores  be,  in  himself  this  boy  an- 
nounces 
Future  Master  of  all  Beauty,  whom  the  Melodies  Eternal 
Do  inform  through  every  fibre  ;  and  forthwith  so  shall  ye 

hear  him. 
And  forthwith  so   shall  ye  see  him,  to  your  uttermost 

amazement. 

The  Chorus  suggest,  in  their  simplicity,  that  this 
elastic  little  urchin  may  have  some  relationship  to  the 
'  Son  of  Maia/  who,  in  old  times,  whisked  himself  so 
nimbly  out  of  his  swaddling-clothes,  and  stole  the  '  Sea- 
ruler's  trident '  and  '  Hephsestos'  tongs/  and  various 
other  articles,  before  he  was  well  span-long.  But  Phor* 
eyas  declares  all  this  to  be  superannuated  fable,  unfit  for 
modem  uses.     And  now  '  a  beautijvl  purely  melodious 

*  mu9ic  of  stringed  instruments  resounds  from  the  Cave,  All 

*  listen,  and  soon  appear  deeply  moved.  It  continues  play » 
'  ing  in  full  tone; '  while  Euphorion,  in  person,  makes 
his  appearance,  '  tn  the  costume  above  described; '  larger 
of  stature,  but  no  less  frolicsome  and  tuneful. 

Our  readers  are  aware  that  this  Euphorion,  the  off- 
spring of  Northern  Character  wedded  to  Ghrecian  Cul- 
ture, frisks  it  here  not  without  reference  to  Modem 
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Form  ;•  htU  the  bodifp  part  mstantly  disappears ;  the  gold 
Crownlet  mounts  like  a  comet  to  the  sky  ;  Coat,  Mantle ^  and 
Lyre  are  U^  lying,) 

HELENA  and  KAUST. 

Joy  soon  changes  to  wo, 
And  mirth  to  heaviest  moan. 

EUPHORioN*8  voice  {from  beneath^ 
Let  me  not  to  realms  helow 
Descend,  O  mother,  alone ! 

The  prayer  is  soon  granted.    The  Chorus  chaunt  a 
dirge  over  the  remains,  and  then : 

HELENA  {to  FAUST.) 

A  sad  old  saying  proves  itself  again  in  me. 
Good  hap  with  heauty  hath  no  long  abode. 
So  with  Love*s  band  is  Life's  asunder  rent : 
Lamenting  both,  I  clasp  thee  in  my  arms 
Once  more,  and  bid  thee  painfully  farewell. 
Persephoneia  take  my  boy,  and  with  him  me. 

{She  embraces  Faitst;  her  Body  melts  away;  Garment 
and  Veil  remain  in  his  arms,) 


*  It  is  perhaps  in  reference  to  this  phrase,  that  certain  saga* 
cious  critics  among  the  Germans  have  hit  upon  the  wonderful  dis> 
oovery  of  Euphorion  being—  Lord  Byron !  A  fhct,  if  it  is  one, 
which  curiously  verifies  the  author's  prediction  in  tiiis  pamge. 
But  unhi4;>pily,  while  we  fimcy  we  recognise  in  the  dead  a  wtdl- 
known  form,  '  the  bodily  part  instantly  disappears ; '  and  the 
keenest  critic  finds  that  he  can  see  no  deeper  into  a  millstone  than 
another  man.  Some  allusion  to  our  English  Poet  there  is,  or  may 
be,  here  and  in  the  page  that  precedes,  and  the  page  that  follows ; 
but  Euphorion  is  no  image  of  any  person ;  least  of  all,  one  would 
think,  of  George  Lord  Byron. 
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PBOR0YA8  {U>  PAU6T.) 

Hold  fast  what  now  alone  remains  to  thee. 

That  Garment  quit  not     They  are  tagging  there, 

These  Demons  at  the  skirt  of  it ;  would  fain 

To  the  Nether  Kingdoms  take  it  down.  Hold  fast! 

The  goddess  it  is  not,  whom  thou  hast  lost, 

Yet  godlike  is  it.     See  thou  use  aright 

The  priceless  high  hequest,  and  soar  aloft; 

'T  will  lift  thee  away  above  the  common  world. 

Far  up  to  ^ther,  so  thou  canst  endure. 

We  meet  again,  far,  very  far  from  hence. 

(hklbna's  Garments  unfold  into  Clouds^  encircle  faust, 
raise  him  aloft,  and  float  away  with  him,) 

(PHORCTAS  picks  up  ruphorion's  Coat^  Mantle,  and 
Lyre/rom  the  Ground,  comes  fttrward  into  the  Proscenium, 
holds  these  Remains  aloft,  and  says :) 

Well,  fairly  found  be  happily  won  ! 
'Tis  true,  the  Flame  is  lost  and  gone : 
But  well  for  us  we  have  still  this  8tu£P! 
A  gala-dress  to  dub  our  poets  of  merit, 
And  make  guild- brethren  snarl  and  cuff; 
And  can't  they  borrow  the  Body  and  Spirit 
At  least,  I'll  lend  them  Clothes  enough. 

{Sits  down  in  the  Proscenium  at  theft>ot  of  a  pillar,) 

The  rest  of  the  personages  are  now  speedily  dis- 
posed oi,  Panthalis,  the  Leader  of  the  Chorus,  and  the 
only  one  of  them  who  has  shown  any  glimmerings  of 
Remson,  or  of  aught  beyond  mere  sensitive  life,  mere 
love  oi  Pleasure  and  fear  of  Pain,  proposes  that,  being 
now  delivered  from  the  soul-confusing  spell  of  the 
'  TheasalianHag/  they  should  forthwith  return  to  Hades, 
to  bear  Helena  company.  But  none  will  volunteer  with 
her ;  so  she  goes  herself.    The  Chorus  have  lost  their 
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taste  for  Asphodel  Meadows,  and  playing  so  subonlinate 
a  part  in  Orcus :  they  prefer  abiding  in  the  Light  of 
Day,  though,  indeed,  under  rather  peculiar  circumstan- 
ces ;  being  no  longer  '  Persons/  they  say,  but  a  kind  of 
Occult  Qualities,  as  we  conjecture,  and  Poetic  Inspiim- 
tions,  residing  in  various  natural  objects.  Hius,  one 
division  become  a  sort  of  invisible  Hamadrjrads,  and 
have  their  being  in  Trees,  and  their  joy  in  the  vanoos 
movements,  beauties,  and  products  of  Trees.  A  second 
change  into  Echoes ;  a  third,  into  the  Spirits  of  Brooks ; 
and  a  fourth  take  up  their  abode  in  Vineyards,  and  de- 
light in  the  manufacture  of  Wine.  No  sooner  hawe 
these  several  parties  made  up  their  minds,  than  die 
Curtain  falls ;  and  Phorcyas  '  in  the  Proscenium  rites  in 
'  gigantic  size;  hut  steps  doumfrom  her  eothumi,  lays ker 
'  Mask  and  Veil  aside,  and  shows  herself  as  Mbpbxsto- 
'  PHBLBS,  in  order,  so  far  as  may  be  necessary,  to  commemi 
'  on  the  piece,  by  way  of  Epilogue, ' 

Such  is  Helena,  the  interlude  in  Faust.  We  have 
all  the  desire  in  the  world  to  hear  Mephisto's  Epilogue ; 
but  far  be  it  from  us  to  take  the  word  out  of  so  gifted  a 
mouth !  In  the  way  of  commentary  on  Helena,  we  our- 
selves have  little  more  to  add.  The  reader  sees,  in  ge- 
neral, that  Faust  is  to  save  himself  from  the  straits  and 
fetters  of  Worldly  Life  in  the  loftier  regions  of  Art,  or 
in  that  temper  of  mind  by  which  alone  those  regions  cm 
be  reached,  and  permanently  dwelt  in.  Fardier  also, 
that  this  doctrine  is  to  be  stated  emblematically  and 
parabolically ;  so  that  it  might  seem  as  if ,  in  Gk)ethe*s 
hands,  the  history  of  Faust,  commencing  among  the 
realities  of  every-day  existence,  superadding  to  tiiese 
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certain  spiritual  agencies,  and  passing  into  a  more  aerial 
character  as  it  proceeds,  may  fiade  away,  at  its  termina- 
tion, 11^  a  phantasmagoric  region,  where  symbol  and 
thing  signified  are  no  longer  clearly  distinguished ;  and 
thus  the  final  result  be  curiously  and  significantly  indi- 
cated, rather  than  directly  exhibited.  With  regard  to 
the  special  purport  of  Euphorion,  Lynceus,  and  the  rest, 
we  have  nothing  more  to  say  at  present ;  nay,  perhaps 
we  may  haye  already  said  too  much.  For  it  must  not 
be  forgotten  by  the  commentator,  and  will  not,  of  a 
surety,  be  forgotten  by  Mephistopheles,  whenever  he 
may  please  to  deliver  his  Epilogue,  that  Helena  is  not 
an  Allegory,  but  a  Phantasmagory ;  not  a  type  of  one 
thing,  but  a  vague  fluctuating  fitful  adumbration  of 
many.  This  is  no  Picture  painted  on  canvas,  with  mere 
material  colours,  and  steadfieiBtly  abiding  our  scrutiny ; 
but  rather  it  is  like  the  Smoke  of  a  Wizard's  Cauldron, 
in  which,  as  we  gaze  on  its  flickering  tints  and  wild 
splendours,  thousands  of  strangest  shapes  unfold  them- 
selves, yet  no  one  wiU  abide  with  us;  and  thus,  as 
Ooethe  says  elsewhere,  '  we  are  reminded  of  Nothing 
and  of  AU.' 

Pkoperiy  speaking,  Helena  \&  what  the  Crermans  call 
a  Mahrchen  (Fabulous  Tale),  a  species  of  fiction  they 
have  particularly  excelled  in,  and  of  which  Gk>ethe  has 
already  produced  more  than  one  distinguished  specimen. 
Sonie  day  we  propose  to  translate,  for  our  readers,  that 
little  piece  of  his,  deserving  to  be  named,  as  it  is,  '  The 
Mdhrcken,*  and  which  we  must  agree  with  a  great  critic 
in  reckoning  the  '  Tale  of  all  Tales.'*  As  to  the  com- 
position of  this  Helena,  we  cannot  but  perceive  it  to  be 


*  See  Appendix  to  Vol.  5. 


246  1CI8CBLLANIB8. 

deq)ly-8tudied,  appropriate,  and  successful.  It  is  won- 
derful with  what  fidelity  the  Classical  style  is  maintained 
throughout  the  earlier  part  of  the  Poem ;  how  skilfhlly 
it  is  at  once  united  to  the  Romantic  style  of  the  latter 
part,  and  made  to  reappear,  at  intervals,  to  the  end. 
And  then  the  small  half-secret  touches  of  sarcasm,  the 
curious  Httle  traits  by  which  we  get  a  peep  behind  the 
ciurtain !  Figure,  for  instance,  that  so  transient  allusion 
to  these  '  Bearded  Ones  sitting  watchful  there  briow,' 
and  then  their  tugging  at  Helena's  Mantle  to  pull  it 
down  with  them.  By  such  light  hints  does  Mepfassto- 
pheles  point  out  our  Whereabout ;  and  ever  and  anon 
remind  us,  that  not  on  the  firm  earth,  but  on  the  wide 
and  airy  Deep,  has  he  spread  his  strange  pavilion,  where, 
in  magic  light,  so  many  wonders  are  displayed  to  us. 

Had  we  chanced  to  find  that  Groethe,  in  other  in- 
stances, had  ever  written  one  line  without  meaning, 
or  many  lines  without  a  deep  and  true  meaning,  we 
should  not  have  thought  this  little  cloud-picture  worthy 
of  such  minute  development,  or  such  careful  study.  In 
that  case,  too,  we  should  never  have  seen  the  true  He* 
Una  of  Goethe,  but  some  fedse  one  of  our  own  too  indo- 
lent imagination ;  for  this  Drama,  as  it  grows  clearer, 
grows  also  more  beautiful  and  complete ;  and  the  third, 
the  fourth  perusal  of  it  pleases  far  better  than  the  first 
Few  living  artists  would  deserve  such  fiedth  from  us ; 
but  few  also  would  so  well  reward  it. 

On  the  general  relation  of  Helena  to  Faust,  and  the 
degree  of  fitness  of  the  one  for  the  other,  it  were  pre- 
mature to  speak  more  expressly  at  present.  We  have 
learned,  on  authority  which  we  may  justly  reckon  the 
best,  that  GK>ethe  is  even  now  engaged  in  preparing  tiie 
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entire  Second  Pftrt  of  Faust,  into  which  this  Helena 
passes  as  a  component  part.  With  the  third  Lieferung 
of  his  Works,  we  understand,  the  beginning  of  that 
Second  Part  is  to  be  published :  we  shall  then,  if  need 
be,  feel  more  qualified  to  speak. 

For  the  present,  therefore,  we  take  leave  of  Helena 
and  Fawt,  and  of  their  Author :  but  with  regard  to  the 
latter,  our  task  is  nowise  ended ;  indeed,  as  yet,  hardly 
begun ;  for  it  is  not  in  the  province  of  the  Mahrchen, 
that  Goethe  will  ever  become  most  interesting  to  Eng- 
lish readers.  But,  like  his  own  Euphorion,  though  he 
rises  aloft  into  i£ther,  he  derives,  Antseus-like,  his 
strength  firom  the  Earth.  The  dullest  plodder  has  not 
a  more  practical  understanding,  or  a  sounder  or  more 
quiet  character,  than  this  most  aerial  and  imaginative 
of  poets.  We  hold  Goethe  to  be  the  Foreigner,  at  this 
era,  who,  of  all  others,  the  best,  and  the  best  by  many 
degrees,  deserves  our  study  and  appreciation.  What 
he^  we  individually  can  give  in  such  a  matter,  we  shall 
consider  it  a  duty  and  a  pleasure  to  have  in  readiness. 
We  purpose  to  return,  in  our  next  Number,  to  the  con- 
sideration of  his  Works  and  Character  in  eeneral. 
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GOETHE.* 

[1828.] 

It  is  not  on  this  •  Second  Portion  *  of  (Goethe's  Works, 
which  at  any  rate  contains  nothing  new  to  us,  that  we 
mean  at  present  to  dwell.  In  our  last  Number,  we  en- 
gaged to  make  some  survey  of  his  writings  and  charac- 
ter in  general ;  and  must  now  endeavour,  with  such  in- 
sight as  we  have,  to  fulfil  that  promise. 

We  have  already  said  that  we  reckoned  this  no  un- 
important subject ;  and  few  of  Gk)ethe's  readers  can  need 
to  be  reminded  that  it  is  no  easy  one.  We  hope  also 
that  our  pretensions  in  regard  to  it  are  not  exorbitant ; 
the  siun  of  our  aims  being  nowise  to  solve  so  deep  and 
pregnant  an  inquiry,  but  only  to  show  that  an  inquiry  of 
such  a  sort  lies  ready  for  solution ;  courts  the  attention 
of  thinking  men  among  us,  nay  merits  a  thorough  in- 
vestigation, and  must  sooner  or  later  obtain  it.  Qoe- 
tile's  literary  history  appears  to  us  a  matter,  beyond 
most  others,  of  rich,  subtle  and  manifold  significance  ; 
which  will  require  and  reward  the  best  study  of  the  best 
heads,  and  to  tiie  right  exposition  of  which  not  one  but 
many  judgments  will  be  necessary. 

However,  we  need  not  linger,  preluding  on  our  own 


*  FoasiON  Rbvibw,  No.  3.— Gk>eMe'f  8'dmmtliehe  Werke. 
Volhfdndige  Aui^abe  Mxter  Hand.  (Goethe's  CollectiTe  Works. 
Complete  Editum,  ?rith  hii  final  Ck>rrectioiis.)  Zweite  lAtferum^, 
Bde,  vi  -  z.    Ckytta.     Stuttgard  and  Tubingen.     1827. 
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inability,  and  magnifying  the  difficulties  we  hare  so 
courageously  volunteered  to  front.  Considering  the 
highly  complex  aspect  which  such  a  mind  of  itself  pre- 
sents to  us ;  and,  still  more,  taking  into  account  the 
state  of  English  opinion  in  respect  of  it,  there  certainly 
seem  few  literary  questions  of  our  time  so  perplexed, 
dubious,  perhaps  hazardous,  as  this  of  the  character  of 
Goethe ;  but  few  also  on  which  a  well-founded,  or  even 
a  »ncere  word  would  be  more  likely  to  profit.  For  our 
countrymen,  at  no  time  indisposed  to  foreign  excellence, 
but  at  all  times  cautious  of  foreign  singularity,  have  heard 
much  of  Goethe ;  but  heard,  for  the  most  part,  what 
excited  and  perplexed  rather  than  instructed  them. 
Vague  rumours  of  the  man  have,  for  more  than  half  a 
century,  been  humming  through  our  ears :  from  time 
to  time,  we  have  even  seen  some  distorted,  mutilated 
transcript  of  his  own  thoughts,  which,  all  obscure  and 
hierogl3rphical  as  it  might  often  seem,  failed  not  to  emit 
here  and  there  a  ray  of  keenest  and  purest  sense ;  tra- 
vellers also  are  still  running  to  and  fro,  importing  the 
opinions  or,  at  worst,  the  gossip  of  foreign  countries : 
so  that,  by  one  means  or  another,  many  of  us  have  come 
to  understand,  that  considerably  the  most  distinguished 
poet  and  thinker  of  his  age  is  called  Goethe,  and  lives 
at  Weimar,  and  must,  to  all  appearance,  be  an  ex- 
tremely surprising  character  :  but  here,  unhappily,  our 
knowledge  almost  terminates  ;  and  still  must  Curiosity, 
must  ingenuous  love  of  Information  and  mere  passive 
Wonder  alike  inquire :  What  manner  of  man  is  this  ? 
How  shall  we  interpret,  how  shall  we  even  see  him  ? 
What  is  his  spiritual  structure,  what  at  least  are  the 
outward  form  and  features  of  his  mind  ?     Has  he  any 
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real  poetic  worth  ;  how  much  to  his  own  people,  how 
much  to  us  ? 

Reviewers,  of  great  and  of  small  diaract^,  hate 
manfully  endeavoured  to  satisfy  the  British  world  oa 
these  points :  but  which  of  us  could  believe  their  report? 
Did  it  not  rather  become  apparent,  as  we  reflected  on 
the  matter,  that  this  Goethe  of  theirs  was  not  the  real 
man,  nay  could  not  be  any  real  man  whatever  ?  For 
what,  after  all,  were  their  portraits  of  him  but  copies, 
with  some  retouchings  and  ornamental  appendages,  of 
our  grand  English  original  Picture  of  the  G^erman  gene- 
rically  ?  —  In  itself  such  a  piece  of  art,  as  national  por- 
traits, under  like  circumstances,  are  wont  to  be ;  and 
resembling  Gk)ethe,  as  some  unusually  expressive  Sign 
of  the  Saracen's  Head  may  resemble  tiie  present  Sultan 
of  Constantinople ! 

Did  we  imagine  that  much  information,  or  any  very 
deep  sagacity  were  required  for  avoiding  such  mistakes, 
it  would  ill  become  us  to  step  forward  on  this  occasion. 
But  surely  it  is  given  to  every  man,  if  he  will  but  take 
heed,  to  know  so  much  as  whether  or  not  he  hums. 
And  nothing  can  be  plcdner  to  us  than  that  if,  in  the 
present  business,  we  can  report  aught  firom  our  own 
personal  vision  and  clear  hearty  belief,  it  will  be  a  useful 
novelty  in  the  discussion  of  it.  Liet  the  reader  be  pa- 
tient with  us  then ;  and  according  as  he  finds  that  we 
speak  honestly  and  earnestly,  or  loosely  and  dishcmestly, 
consider  our  statement,  or  dismiss  it  as  unworthy  of 
consideration. 

Viewed  in  his  merely  external  relations,  €K>ethe  ex- 
hibits an  appearance  such  as  seldom  occurs  in  the  his- 
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tory  of  letters,  and  indeed,  from  the  nature  of  the  case, 
can  seldom  occur.  A  man  who,  in  early  life,  rising  al- 
HKMt  at  a  single  bound  into  the  highest  reputation  ov^r 
all  Europe ;  by  gradual  advances,  fixing  himself  more 
and  more  firmly  in  the  reverence  of  his  countrymen,  as- 
cends »lently  through  many  vicissitudes  to  the  supreme 
intellectual  place  among  them ;  and  now,  after  half  a 
century,  distinguished  by  convulsions,  political,  moral 
and  poetical,  still  reigns,  full  of  years  and  honours,  with, 
a  soft  undisputed  sway ;  still  labouring  in  his  vocation, 
still  forwarding,  as  with  kingly  benignity,  whatever  can 
profit  the  culture  of  his  nation :  such  a  man  might  justly 
attract  our  notice,  were  it  only  by  the  singularity  of  his 
fortune.  Supremacies  of  this  sort  are  rare  in  modem 
times ;  so  universal,  and  of  such  continuance,  they  are 
almost  unexampled.  For  the  age  of  the  Prophets  and 
Tbeologic  Doctors  has  long  since  passed  away ;  and  now 
it  b  by  much  sMghter,  by  transient  and  mere  earthly  ties, 
that  bodies  of  men  connect  themselves  with  a  man.  The 
wisest,  most  melodious  voice  cannot  in  these  days  pass 
for  a  divine  one ;  the  word  Inspiration  still  lingers,  but 
only  in  the  shape  of  a  poetic  figure,  from  which  the  once 
earnest,  awful  and  soul-subduing  sense  has  vanished  with- 
out return.  The  polity  oi  Literature  is  called  a  Repub- 
lic ;  oftoier  it  is  an  Anarchy,  where,  by  strength  or  for- 
tune, favourite  after  favourite  rises  into  splendour  and 
antbority,  but  like  Masaniello,  while  judging  the  people, 
is  on  the  third  day  deposed  and  shot.  Nay,  few  such 
adventurers  can  attain  even  this  painful  pre-eminence  : 
for  at  most,  it  is  clear,  any  given  age  can  have  but  one 
first  man ;  many  ages  have  only  a  crowd  of  secondary 
men,  each  of  whom  is  first  in  his  own  eyes :  and  seldom. 
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at  best»  can  the  '  Single  Person '  long  keep  his  statioa 
at  the  head  oi  this  wild  commonwealth ;  most  sovereigns 
aire  never  universally  acknowledged,  least  of  all  in  their 
lifetime ;  few  of  the  acknowledged  can  reign  peaceably 
to  the  end. 

Of  such  a  perpetual  dictatorship  Voltaire  among  the 
French  gives  the  last  European  instance  ;  but  even  with 
him  it  was  perhaps  a  much  less  striking  afiair.  Voltaire 
.reigned  over  a  sect,  less  as  their  lawgiver  than  as  their 
general ;  for  he  was  at  bitter  enmity  with  the  great  nu- 
merical majority  of  hie  nation,  by  whom  his  services,  for 
from  being  acknowledged  as  benefits,  were  execrated  as 
abominations.  But  (Goethe's  object  has,  at  all  times, 
been  rather  to  unite  than  to  divide  ;  and  though  he  has 
not  scrupled,  as  occasion  served,  to  speak  forth  his  con- 
victions distinctly  enough  on  many  delicate  topics,  and 
seems,  in  general,  to  have  paid  little  court  to  the  pre- 
judices or  private  feelings  of  any  man  or  body  of  men, 
we  see  not  at  present  that  his  merits  are  anywhere  dis- 
puted, his  intellectual  endeavours  controverted,  or  his 
person  regarded  otherwise  than  with  affection  and  re- 
spect. In  later  years,  too,  the  advanced  age  of  the  poet 
has  invested  him  with  another  sort  of  dignity ;  and  the 
admiration  to  which  his  great  qualities  give  him  daim, 
is  tempered  into  a  milder,  grateful  feeling,  almost  as  of 
sons  and  grandsons  to  their  common  father.  Dissen- 
tients, no  doubt,  there  are  and  must  be ;  but,  apparently, 
their  cause  is  not  pleaded  in  words:  no  man  of  the 
smallest  note  speaks  on  that  side ;  or  at  most,  such  men 
may  question,  not  the  worth  of  Goethe,  but  the  cant 
and  idle  affectation  with  which,  in  many  quarters,  diis 
must  be  promulgated  andbepraised.     Certainly  there  is 
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Bot,  probably  there  never  wa8»  in  any  £un^)ean  country* 
a  writer  who,  with  8o  cunning  a  style,  and  so  deep,  so 
i^truse  a  sense,  ever  found  so  many  readers.  For,  from 
the  peasant  to  the  king,  from  the  callow  dilettante  and 
inamorato,  to  the  grave  transcendental  philosopher, 
w^  of  all  d^rees  and  dispositions  are  fEuouliar  with  the 
writings  of  Ooethe :  each  studies  them  with  affection, 
with  a  £edth  which,  '  where  it  cannot  unriddle,  learns  to 
trust ; '  each  takes  with  him  what  he  is  adequate  to 
carry,  and  departs  thankful  for  his  own  allotment.  Two 
of  Gk)ethe's  intensest  admirers  are  Schelliug  of  Munichf 
and  a  worthy  friend  of  ours  in  Berlin ;  one  of  these 
among  the  deepest  men  in  Europe,  the  other  among  the 
shallowest. 

All  this  is,  no  doubt,  singular  enough  ;  and  a  proper 
understanding  of  it  would  throw  light  on  many  things. 
Whatever  we  may  think  of  Goethe's  ascendancy,  the 
existence  of  it  remains  a  highly  curious  hct ;  and  to 
trace  its  history,  to  discover  by  what  steps  such  influ- 
ence has  been  attained,  and  how  so  long  preserved, 
were  no  trivial  or  unprofitable  inquiry.  It  would  be 
worth  while  to  see  so  strange  a  man  for  his  own  sake  ; 
and  here  we  should  see,  not  only  the  man  himself,  and 
his  own  progress  and  spiritual  development,  but  the 
progress  also  of  his  nation  :  and  this  at  no  sluggish  or 
even  quiet  era,  but  in  times  marked  by  strange  revolu- 
tions of  opinions,  by  angry  controversies,  high  enthu- 
siasm, novelty  of  enterprise,  and  doubtless,  in  many  re- 
spects, by  rapid  advancement :  for  that  the  Germans 
have  been,  and  still  are,  restlessly  struggling  forward, 
with  honest  unwearied  effort,  sometimes  with  enviable 
success,  no  one,  who  knows  them,  will  deny ;  and  as 
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little,  tiiat  in  every  province  of  Literature,  of  Art,  and 
humane  accomplishment,  the  influence,  often  the  direct 
guidance  of  Gbethe  may  be  recognised.  The  history  of 
his  mind  is,  in  fact,  at  tiie  same  time,  the  history  of 
Gherman  culture  in  his  day  :  for  whatever  excellence  this 
individual  might  realize  has  sooner  or  later  been  ac* 
knowledged  and  appropriated  by  his  country ;  and  the 
title  of  Musagetes,  which  his  admirers  give  him,  is  per- 
haps, in  sober  strictness,  not  unmerited.  Be  it  for  good 
or  for  evil,  there  is  certainly  no  German,  since  the  days 
of  Luther,  whose  life  can  occupy  so  large  a  space  in  the 
intellectual  history  of  that  people. 

In  this  point  of  view,  were  it  in  no  other,  Goethe's 
Dichtung  und  Wahrheit,  so  soon  as  it  is  completed,  may 
deserve  to  be  reckoned  one  of  his  most  interesting  works. 
We  speak  not  of  its  literary  merits,  though  in  tiiat  re- 
spect, too,  we  must  say  that  few  Autobiographies  have 
come  in  our  way,  where  so  diflicult  a  matter  was  so  suc- 
cessfully handled ;  where  perfect  knowledge  could  be 
found  united  so  kindly  with  perfect  tolerance ;  and  a 
personal  narrative,  moving  along  in  soft  clearness,  show- 
ed us  a  man,  and  the  objects  that  environed  him,  under 
an  aspect  so  verisimilar,  yet  so  lovely,  with  an  air  dig- 
nified and  earnest,  yet  graceful,  cheerful,  even  gay :  a 
story  as  of  a  Patriarch  to  his  children  ;  such,  indeed,  as 
few  men  can  be  called  upon  to  relate,  and  few,  if  called 
upon,  could  relate  so  well.  What  would  we  give  for 
such  an  Autobiography  of  Shakspeare,  of  Milton,  even 
of  Pope  or  Swift ! 

The  Dichtung  und  Wahrheit  has  been  censured  con- 
siderably in  England ;  but  not,  we  are  inclined  to  be- 
lieve, with  any  insight  into  its  proper  meaning.     The 
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fiuBfortiine  of  the  work  among  us  was,  that  we  did  not 
know  the  narrator  h^ort  his  narrative  ;  and  could  not 
judge  what  sort  of  narrative  he  was  hound  to  give, 
in  these  circumstances,  or  whether  he  was  bound  to 
give  any  at  all.  We  saw  nothing  of  his  situation ; 
heard  only  the  sound  of  his  voice ;  and  hearing  it,  never 
doubted  but  he  must  be  perorating  in  official  garments 
from  the  rostrum,  instead  of  speaking  trustfully  by  the 
fireside.  For  the  chief  groimd  of  offence  seemed  to  be, 
that  the  story  was  not  noble  enough  ;  that  it  entered  on 
details  of  too  poor  and  private  a  nature ;  verged  here 
and  there  towards  garrulity ;  was  not,  in  one  word, 
written  in  the  style  of  what  we  call  a  gentleman.  Whe- 
ther it  might  be  written  in  the  style  of  a  man,  and  how 
hr  these  two  styles  might  be  compatible,  and  what 
might  be  their  relative  worth  and  preferableness,  was  a 
deeper  question ;  to  which  apparently  no  heed  had  been 
given.  Yet  herein  lay  the  very  cream  of  the  matter ; 
for  Goethe  was  not  writing  to  '  persons  of  quality '  in 
England,  but  to  persons  of  heart  and  head  in  Europe : 
a  somewhat  different  problem  perhaps,  and  requiring 
a  somewhat  different  solution.  As  to  this  ignobleness 
and  freedom  of  detaU,  especially,  we  may  say,  that,  to 
a  Gkrman,  few  accusations  could  appear  more  surpris- 
ing than  this,  which,  with  us,  constitutes  the  head  and 
frtmt  of  his  offending.  Gk>ethe,  in  his  own  country,  hi 
frt>m  being  accused  of  undue  fEoniliarity  towards  his 
readers,  had,  up  to  that  date,  been  labouring  under  pre- 
cisely the  opposite  charge.  It  was  his  stateliness,  his 
reserve,  his  indifference,  his  contempt  for  the  public, 
that  were  censured.  Strange,  almost  inexplicable,  as 
many  of  his  works  might  appear ;  loud,  sorrowful,  and 
altogether  stolid  as  might  be  the  criticisms  they  under- 
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went,  no  word  of  explanation  could  be  wrung  from  bim ; 
he  had  never  even  deigned  to  write  a  preface.  And  in 
later  and  juster  days,  when  the  study  of  Poetry  came  to 
be  prosecuted  in  another  spirit,  and  it  was  found  that 
Goethe  was  standing,  not  like  a  culprit  to  plead  for  him- 
self before  the  literary  plebeians,  but  like  a  high  teacher 
and  preacher,  speaking  for  truth,  to  whom  both  plebeioMi 
and  patricians  were  bound  to  give  all  ear,  the  outward 
difficulty  of  interpreting  his  works  began  indeed  to  van- 
ish ;  but  enough  still  remained,  nay  increased  curiosity 
liad  given  rise  to  new  difficulties,  and  deeper  inquiries. 
Not  only  what  were  these  works,  but  how  did  they  ori- 
ginate, became  questions  for  the  critic.  Yet  several  of 
Goethe's  chief  productions,  and  of  his  smaller  poems, 
nearly  the  whole,  seemed  so  intimately  interwoven  with 
his  private  history,  that,  without  some  knowledge  of 
this,  no  answer  to  such  questions  could  be  given.  Nay 
commentaries  have  been  written  on  single  pieces  of  his, 
endeavouring,  by  way  of  guess,  to  supply  this  defici- 
ency.* We  can  thus  judge  whether,  to  the  (Germans, 
such  minuteness  of  exposition  in  this  Dichtung  und 
Wahrheit  may  have  seemed  a  sin.  Few  readers  of 
Goethe,  we  believe,  but  would  wish  rather  to  see  it  ex- 
tended than  curtailed. 

It  is  our  duty  also  to  remark,  if  any  one  be  still 
unaware  of  it,  that  the  Memoirs  of  Goethe,  published 
some  years  ago  in  London,  can  have  no  real  concern 
with  this  Autobiography.  The  rage  of  hunger  is  an 
excuse  for  much ;  otherwise  that  German  TVanslator, 
whom  indignant  Reviewers  have  proved  to  know  no 


*  See,  in  partioUar,  Dr.  Kannegiener  Utber  Goethe's  Harxs^ 
reise  im  Winter,  1820. 
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Gennan,  were  a  highly  reprehensible  man.  His  work, 
it  appears,  is  done  from  the  French,  and  shows  subtrac- 
tions, and  what  is  worse,  additions.  But  t^e  unhappy 
Dragoman  has  already  been  chastised,  perhaps  too 
sharply.  If,  warring  with  the  reefe  and  breakers  and 
cross  eddies  of  Life,  he  still  hover  on  this  side  the  sha- 
dow of  Night,  and  any  word  of  ours  might  reach  him, 
we  would  rather  say  :  Courage,  Brother  !  grow  honest, 
and  times  will  mend ! 

It  would  appear,  then,  that  for  inquirers  into  Foreign 
Laterature,  for  all  men  anxious  to  see  and  understand 
the  European  world  as  it  lies  around  them,  a  great  pro- 
blem is  presented  in  this  Gk)ethe ;  a  singular,  highly 
significant  phenomenon,  and  now  also  means  more  or 
less  complete  for  ascertaining  its  significance.  A  man 
of  wonderful,  nay  unexampled  reputation  and  intellec- 
tual influence  among  forty  millions  of  reflective,  serious 
and  cultivated  men,  invites  us  to  study  him ;  and  to 
determine  for  ourselves,  whether  and  how  far  such  in- 
fluence has  been  salutary,  such  reputation  merited. 
That  this  call  will  one  day  be  answered,  that  Goethe 
will  be  seen  and  judged  of  in  his  real  character  among 
us,  appears  certain  enough.  His  name,  long  familiar 
everjrwhere,  has  now  awakened  the  attention  of  critics 
in  all  European  countries  to  his  works  :  he  is  studied 
wherever  true  study  exists:  eagerly  studied  even  in 
France ;  nay,  some  considerable  knowledge  of  his  nature 
and  spiritual  importance  seems  already  to  prevail  there.'*' 

*  ^tnesfl  Le  Ta9$e,  Dramepar  Dmxii,  and  the  Criticiams  on 
it.     See  also  die  Eflsajs  hi  the  Globe,  Nos.  55,  64,  (1826). 
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For  ourselves,  meanwhile,  in  giving  all  due  weight 
to  so  curious  an  exhibition  of  opinion,  it  is  doubtless 
our  part,  at  the  same  time,  to  beware  that  we  do  not 
give  it  too  much.  This  universal  sentiment  of  admira- 
tion is  wonderful,  is  interesting  enough ;  but  it  must 
not  lead  us  astray.  We  English  stand  as  yet  without 
the  sphere  of  it ;  neither  will  we  plunge  blindly  in,  but 
enter  considerately,  or,  if  we  see  good,  keep  aloof  from 
it  altogether.  Fame,  we  may  understand,  is  no  sure 
test  of  merit,  but  only  a  probability  of  such :  it  is  an 
accident,  not  a  property,  of  a  man ;  like  light,  it  can 
give  little  or  nothing,  but  at  most  may  show  what  is 
given ;  often  it  is  but  a  fEdse  glare,  dazzling  the  eyes  of 
the  vulgar,  lending  by  casual  extrinsic  splendour  the 
brightness  and  manifold  glance  of  the  diamond  to  peb- 
bles of  no  value.  A  man  is  in  all  cases  simply  the  man, 
of  the  same  intrinsic  worth  and  weakness,  whether  his 
worth  and  weakness  lie  hidden  in  the  depths  of  his  own 
consciousness,  or  be  betrumpeted  and  beshouted  from 
end  to  end  oi  the  halntaUe  globe.  These  are  pUun 
truths,  which  no  one  should  lose  sight  of;  though, 
whether  in  love  or  in  anger,  for  praise  or  for  condem* 
nation,  most  ci  us  axe  too  apt  to  forget  them.  But  least 
of  all  can  it  become  the  critic  to  '  follow  a  multitude  to 
do  evil,'  even  when  that  evil  is  excess  of  admiration  : 
on  the  contrary,  it  will  behove  him  to  lift  up  his  voice, 
how  feeble  soever,  how  unheeded  soever,  against  the 
common  delusion ;  from  which,  if  he  can  save,  or  help 
to  save,  any  mortal,  his  endeavours  will  have  been  re- 
paid. 

With  these  things  in  some  measure  before  us,  we 
must  remind  our  readers  of  another  influence  at  work 
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in  tins  nffair,  and  one  acting,  as  we  think,  in  the  oon* 
traiy  direction.  That  pitiful  enongh  desire  for  '  origi- 
nality,' which  Inrks  and  acts  in  all  minds,  will  rather, 
we  imagine,  lead  the  critic  of  Foreign  Literature  to  adopt 
the  negative  than  the  affirmative  with  regard  to  Gk)ethe. 
If  a  writer,  indeed,  feel  that  he  is  writing  for  England 
akme,  invisibly  and  inaudibly  to  the  rest  of  the  Earth, 
the  temptations  may  be  pretty  equally  balanced ;  if  he 
write  for  some  small  conclave,  which  he  mistakenly 
thinks  the  representative  of  England,  they  may  sway 
Una  way  or  that,  as  it  chances.  But  writing  in  such 
isolated  spirit  is  no  longer  possible.  Traffic,  with  its 
swift  ships,  is  uniting  all  nations  into  one ;  Europe  at 
large  is  becoming  more  and  more  one  public :  and  in 
this  public,  the  voices  for  Qoethe,  compared  with  those 
against  him,  are  in  the  proportion,  as  we  reckon  them, 
both  as  to  the  nimiber  and  value,  of  perhaps  a  hundred 
to  one.  We  take  in,  not  Germany  alone,  but  France 
and  Italy ;  not  the  Schl^els  and  Schellings,  but  the 
Manzonis  and  De  Sta^.  The  bias  of  originality,  there- 
fore, may  lie  to  the  side  of  censure :  and  whoever  among 
us  shall  step  forward,  with  such  knowledge  as  our  com- 
mon Clitics  have  of  Gk)ethe,  to  enlighten  the  Eurq)ean 
public,  by  contradiction  in  this  matter,  displays  a  hero- 
ism, which,  in  estimating  his  other  merits,  ought  no- 
wise to  be  forgotten. 

Our  own  view  of  the  case  coincides,  we  confess,  in 
some  degree  with  that  of  the  majority.  We  reckon  that 
Gkiethe's  fame  has,  to  a  considerable  extent,  been  de- 
served ;  that  his  influence  has  been  of  high  benefit  to 
his  own  country ;  nay  more,  that  it  promises  to  be  of 
benefit  to  us,  and  to  all  other  nations.    The  essential 
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grounds  of  this  opinion,  which  to  explain  minutely  were 
a  long,  indeed  boundless  task,  we  may  state  without 
many  words.  We  find,  then,  in  Goethe,  an  Artist,  in 
tiie  high  and  ancient  meaning  of  that  term  ;  in  the  mean- 
ing  which  it  may  have  borne  long  ago  among  the  masters 
of  Italian  painting,  and  the  fathers  of  Poetry  in  Eng- 
land ;  we  say  that  we  trace  in  the  creations  of  this 
man,  belon^ng  in  every  sense  to  our  own  time,  some 
touches  of  that  old,  divine  spirit,  which  had  long  passed 
away  from  among  us,  nay  which,  as  has  often  been  labo- 
riously demonstrated,  was  not  to  return  to  this  world 
any  more. 

Or  perhaps  we  come  nearer  our  meaning,  if  we  say 
that  in  Gk)ethe  we  discover  by  far  the  most  striking  in- 
stance, in  our  time,  of  a  writer  who  is,  in  strict  speech, 
what  Philosophy  can  call  a  Man.  He  is  neither  noble 
nor  plebeian,  neither  liberal  nor  servile,  nor  infidel  ncn* 
devotee ;  but  the  best  excellence  of  all  these,  joined  in 
pure  union ;  '  a  clear  and  universal  Man.*  Gt)ethe's 
poetry  is  no  separate  faculty,  no  mental  handicraft; 
but  the  voice  of  the  whole  harmonious  manhood  :  nay 
it  is  the  very  harmony,  the  living  and  life-giving  har- 
mony of  that  rich  manhood  which  forms  his  poetry. 
All  good  men  may  be  called  poets  in  act,  or  in  word ; 
all  good  poets  are  so  in  both.  But  Groethe  besides  ap- 
pears to  us  a  person  of  that  deep  endowment,  and  gifted 
vision,  of  that  experience  also  and  sympathy  in  the 
ways  of  all  men,  which  qualify  him  to  stand  forth,  not 
only  as  the  literary  ornament,  but  in  many  respects  too 
as  the  Teacher  and  exemplar  of  his  age.  For,  to  say 
nothing  of  his  natural  gifts,  he  has  cultivated  himself 
and  his  art,  he  has  studied  how  to  live  and  to  write. 
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with  a  fidelity,  an  unwearied  earaestneis,  of  which  there 
iz  no  other  living  instance;  of  which,  among  British 
poets  especially,  Wordsworth  alone  ofiers  any  resem- 
blanoe.  And  this  in  our  view  is  the  result :  To  our 
minds,  in  these  soft,  melodious  imaginations  of  his, 
there  is  embodied  the  Wisdom  which  is  proper  to 
this  time ;  the  beautiful,  the  religious  Wisdom,  which 
may  still,  with  something  of  its  old  impresaiveness, 
qpeak  to  the  whole  soul ;  still,  in  these  hard,  unbeliev- 
ing utilitarian  days,  reveal  to  us  glimpses  of  the  Unseen 
but  not  unreal  World,  that  so  the  Actual  and  the  Ideal 
may  again  meet  together,  and  dear  Knowledge  be  again 
wedded  to  Religion,  in  the  life  and  business  of  men. 

Such  is  our  conviction  or  persuasion  with  regard  to 
the  poetry  of  Goethe.  Could  we  demonstrate  this  opi* 
nion  to  be  true,  could  we  even  exhibit  it  with  that  de- 
gree of  clearness  and  consistency  which  it  has  attained 
in  our  own  thoughts,  Goethe  were,  on  our  part,  suffi- 
ciently recommended  to  the  best  attention  of  all  think- 
ing men.  But,  imhappily,  it  is  not  a  subject  suscepti- 
ble of  demonstration  :  the  merits  and  characteristics  of 
a  Poet  are  not  to  be  set  forth  by  logic ;  but  to  be  ga- 
thered by  personal,  and  as  in  this  case  it  must  be,  by 
deep  and  careful  inspection  of  his  works.  Nay  Goethe's 
world  is  every  way  so  different  from  ours ;  it  costs  us 
such  effort,  we  have  so  much  to  remember,  and  so  much 
to  forget,  before  we  can  transfer  ourselves  in  any  mea- 
sure into  his  peculiar  point  of  vision,  that  a  right  study 
of  him,  for  an  Englishman,  even  of  ingenuous,  open,  in- 
quisitive mind,  becomes  unusually  difficult ;  for  a  fixed, 
decided,  contemptuous  Englishman,  next  to  impossible. 
To  a  reader  of  the  first  class,  helps  may  be  given,  ex- 
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planationfi  will  remove  many  a  difficulty ;  beauties  iimt 
lay  hidden  may  be  made  apparent;  and  directions, 
adapted  to  his  actual  position,  will  at  length  guide  him 
into  the  proper  track  for  such  an  inquiry.  All  this, 
however,  must  be  a  work  of  progression  and  detaiL  To 
do  our  part  in  it,  from  time  to  time,  must  rank  among 
the  best  duties  of  an  English  Foreign  Review.  Mean- 
while, our  present  endeavour  limits  itself  within  hi  nar- 
rower bounds.  We  cannot  aim  to  make  Ooethe  known, 
but  only  to  prove  that  he  is  worthy  of  being  known ;  at 
most,  to  point  out,  as  it  were  afur  off,  the  path  by 
which  some  knowledge  of  him  may  be  obtained.  A 
slight  glance  at  his  general  literary  character  and  proce- 
dure, and  one  or  two  of  his  chief  productions  which 
throw  light  on  these,  must  for  the  present  suffice. 

A  French  diplomatic  personage,  contemplating  Ooedte's 
physiognomy,  is  said  to  have  observed :  Voil^  um  hamme 
qui  a  eu  beaucoup  de  chagrins,  A  truer  version  of  the 
matter,  Goethe  himself  seems  to  think,  would  have  been : 
Here  b  a  man  who  has  struggled  toughly ;  who  has  es 
8ich  recht  sauer  werden  lassen,  Gk>ethe'8  life,  whedier  as 
a  writer  and  thinker,  or  as  a  living  active  man,  has  in- 
deed been  a  life  of  effort,  of  earnest  toilsome  endeavour 
after  all  excellence.  Accordingly,  his  intellectual  pix>- 
gress,  his  spiritual  and  moral  history,  as  it  may  be 
gathered  from  his  successive  Works,  furnishes,  with  us, 
no  small  portion  of  the  pleasure  and  profit  we  derive 
from  perusing  them.  Participating  deeply  in  all  the 
influences  of  his  age,  he  has  from  the  first,  at  every  new 
epoch,  stood  forth  to  elucidate  the  new  circumstances  of 
the  time ;  to  ofier  the  instruction,  the  solace,  which  that 
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time  required.  His  literary  life  divides  itsdf  into  two 
portions  widely  different  in  character :  the  products  of 
the  first,  once  so  new  and  original,  have  long,  either  di- 
rectly or  through  the  thousand  thousand  imitations  of 
them,  been  familiar  to  us ;  with  the  products  of  the  se- 
cond, equally  original,  and  in  our  day  far  more  precious, 
we  are  yet  little  acquainted.  These  two  classes  of  works 
stand  curiously  related  with  each  other ;  at  first  view,  in 
strong  contradiction,  yet,  in  truth,  connected  together 
by  the  strictest  sequence.  For  Goethe  has  not  only 
sufilered  and  mourned  in  bitter  agony  under  the  spiritual 
perplexities  of  his  time ;  but  he  has  also  mastered  these, 
he  is  above  them,  and  has  shown  others  how  to  rise 
above  them.  At  one  time,  we  found  him  in  darkness, 
and  now  he  is  in  light ;  he  was  once  an  Unbeliever,  and 
now  he  is  a  Believer ;  and  he  believes,  moreover,  not  by 
denying  his  unbelief,  but  by  following  it  out ;  not  by 
stopping  short,  still  less  turning  back,  in  his  inquiries, 
but  by  resolutely  prosecuting  them.  This,  it  appears  to 
us,  is  a  case  of  singular  interest,  and  rarely  exemplified, 
if  at  all  elsewhere,  in  these  our  days.  How  has  this  man, 
to  whom  the  world  once  offered  nothing  but  blackness, 
demal  and  despair,  attained  to  that  better  vision  which 
now  shows  it  to  him,  not  tolerable  only,  but  fiill  of  so- 
lemnity and  loveliness  ?  How  has  the  belief  of  a  Saint 
been  united  in  this  high  and  true  mind  with  the  dear-i 
ness  of  a  Sceptic ;  the  devout  spirit  of  a  Fenelon  made 
to  blend  in  soft  harmony  with  the  gaiety,  the  sarcasm, 
the  shrewdness  of  a  Voltaire  ? 

Groethe's  two  earliest  works  are  Gotz  von  Berlichingen 
and  The  Sorrows  of  Werter.  The  boundless  influence 
and  popularity  they  gained,  both  at  home  and  abroad,  is 
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well  known.  It  was  they  that  established  almost  at 
once  his  literary  fame  in  his  own  country ;  and  even  de- 
tennined  his  subsequent  private  history,  for  they  brou^t 
him  into  contact  with  the  Duke  of  Weimar ;  in  connex- 
ion with  whom,  the  Poet,  engaged  in  manifold  duties, 
political  as  well  as  literary,  has  lived  for  fifty-four  years, 
and  still,  in  honourable  retirement,  continues  to  live.^ 
Their  effects  over  Europe  at  large  were  not  less  striking 
than  in  Germany. 

'  It  would  be  difficult,'  observes  a  writer  on  this  subject, 
'  to  name  two  books  which  have  exercised  a  deeper  influ- 
ence on  the  subsequent  literature  of  Europe,  than  these 
two  performances  of  a  young  author;  bis  first-fruits,  the 
produce  of  his  twenty-fourth  year.  Werter  appeared  to 
seise  the  hearts  of  men  in  all  quarters  of  the  world,  and  to 
utter  for  them  the  word  which  they  had  long  been  waiting 
to  hear.  As  usually  happens,  too,  this  same  word,  once  uU 
tered,  was  soon  abundantly  repeated ;  spoken  in  all  dialects, 
and  chaunted  through  all  notes  of  the  gamut,  till  the  sound 
of  it  had  grown  a  weariness  rather  than  a  pleasure.  Scep- 
tical sentimentality,  view-hunting,  love,  friendship,  suicide, 
and  desperation,  became  the  staple  of  literary  ware ;  and 
though  the  epidemic,  after  a  long  course  of  years,  subsided 
in  Oermany,  it  reappeared  with  various  modifications  in 
other  countries,  and  everywhere  abundant  traces  of  its  good 
-and  bad  effects  are  still  to  be  discerned.  The  fortune  of 
Berlichingen  with  the  Iron  Handy  though  less  sudden,  was 
by  no  means  less  exalted.  In  his  own  country,  Odtz^  though 
be  now  stands  solitary  and  childless,  became  the  parent  of 

*  Since  the  above  was  written,  that  worthy  Prince,  worthy,  we 
have  understood,  in  all  respects,  exemplary  in  whatever  concerned 
Literature  and  the  Arts,  has  been  called  suddenly  away.  He  died 
on  hitf  road  from  Berihi,  near  Torgan,  on  the  24th  of  June. 
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an  innomerable  progeny  of  chiyalry  plays,  feudal  deliDeations, 
and  poetico-antiquarian  performances ;  which,  though  long 
ago  deceafted,  made  noise  enough  in  their  day  and  gene- 
ration :  and  with  ourselves,  his  influence  has  heen  perhaps 
still  more  remarkable.  Sir  Walter  Scott's  first  literary  en- 
terprise was  a  translation  of  GUtz  von  Berlichingen  ;  and,  if 
genius  could  be  communicated  like  instruction,  we  might 
call  this  work  of  Goethe's  the  prime  cause  of  Marmion  and 
the  La<fy  of  the  Lake^  with  all  that  has  followed  from  the 
same  creative  hand.  Truly,  a  grain  of  seed  that  has  lighted 
on  the  right  soil !  For  if  not  firmer  and  fairer,  it  has  grown 
to  be  taller  and  broader  than  any  other  tree ;  and  all 
the  nations  of  the  earth  are  still  yearly  gathering  of  its 
fruit. 

'But  overlooking  these  spiritual  genealogies,  which 
bring  little  certainty  and  little  profit,  it  may  be  sufficient  to 
observe  of  Berlichingen  and  fferter^  that  they  stand  promi« 
Dent  among  the  causes,  or,  at  the  very  least,  among  the  sig- 
nals of  a  great  change  in  modem  literature*  The  former 
directed  men's  attention  with  a  new  force  to  the  picturesque 
effects  of  the  Past ;  and  the  latter,  for  the  first  time,  at- 
tempted the  more  accurate  delineation  of  a  class  of  feelings 
deeply  important  to  modem  minds,  but  for  which  our  elder 
poetry  offered  no  exponent,  and  perhaps  could  offer  none, 
because  they  are  feelings  that  arise  from  Passion  incapable 
of  being  converted  into  Action,  and  belong  chiefly  to  an 
age  as  indolent)  cultivated,  and  unbelieving  as  our  own. 
This,  notwithstanding  the  dash  of  falsehood  which  may 
exist  in  Werter  itself,  and  the  boundless  delirium  of  extra- 
vagance which  it  called  forth  in  others,  is  a  high  praise 
which  cannot  justly  be  denied  it.  The  English  reader 
ought  also  to  understand  that  our  current  version  of  Werter 
is  mutilated  and  inaccurate:  it  comes  to  us  through  the 
all^ubduing  medium  of  the  French,  shorn  of  its  caustic 
strength,  with  its  melancholy  rendered  maudlin,  its  hero 

VOL.  I.  N 


266  MISCBLLANIBS. 

reduced  from  the  stately  gloom  of  a  Uroken*hearted  poet  to 
the  tearful  wrangling  of  a  dyspeptic  tailor.* 

To  the  same  dark  wayward  mood,  which,  in  Werter, 
pours  itself  forth  in  bitter  wailings  over  human  life; 
and,  in  Berlichingen,  appears  as  a  fond  and  sad  looking 
back  into  the  Past,  belong  yarious  other  productions  of 
Goethe's  ;  for  example,  the  Mitsckuldigen,  and  the  first 
idea  of  Faust,  which,  however,  was  not  realized  in  actual 
composition,  till  a  calmer  period  of  his  history.  Of  this 
early  harsh  and  crude,  yet  fervid  and  genial  period, 
Werter  may  stand  here  as  the  representative;  and,  viewed 
in  its  external  and  internal  relation,  will  help  to  illustrate 
both  the  writer  and  the  public  he  was  writing  for. 

At  the  present  day,  it  would  be  difficult  for  us,  satis- 
fied, nay  sated  to  nausea,  as  we  have  been  with  die 
doctrines  of  Sentimentality,  to  estimate  the  boundless 
interest  which  Werter  must  have  excited  when  first 
given  to  the  world.  It  was  then  new  in  all  senses ;  it 
was  wonderful,  yet  wished  for,  both  in  its  own  country 
and  in  every  other.  The  Literature  of  Gtermany  had  as 
yet  but  partially  awakened  from  its  long  torpor  :  deep 
learning,  deep  reflection,  have  at  no  time  been  wanting 
there ;  but  the  creative  spirit  had  for  above  a  century 
been  almost  extinct.  Of  late,  however,  the  Ramlers, 
Rabeners,  Gfellerts,  had  attained  to  no  inconsiderable 
poUsh  of  style ;  Klopstock's  Messias  had  called  forth 
the  admiration,  and  perhaps  still  more  the  pride,  of  the 
coimtry,  as  a  piece  of  art ;  a  high  enthusiasm  was  abroad ; 
Lessing  had  roused  the  minds  of  men  to  a  deeper  and 
truer  interest  in  Literature,  had  even  decidedly  begun  to 

*  Oerman  Romance,  vol.  !▼.  pp.  5-7. 
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introduce  a  heartier,  warmer  and  more  expressive  style. 
The  Germans  were  on  the  alert ;  in  expectation,  or  at 
least  in  full  readiness  for  some  far  bolder  impulse ; 
waiting  for  the  Poet  that  might  speak  to  them  from  the 
heart  to  the  heart.  It  was  in  Goethe  that  such  a  Poet 
was  to  be  given  them. 

Nay  the  Ldterature  of  other  countries,  placid,  self- 
satisfied  as  they  might  seem,  was  in  an  equally  expec- 
tant condition.     Everywhere,  as  in  Germany,  there  was 
polish  and  languor,  external  glitter  and  internal  vacuity  ; 
it  was  not  fire,  but  a  picture  of  fire,  at  which  no  soul 
could  be  warmed.     Literature  had  sunk  from  its  former 
vocation  :  it  no  longer  held  the  mirror  up  to  Nature;  no 
longer  reflected,  in  many-coloured  expressive  symbols, 
the  actual  passions,  the  hopes,  sorrows,  joys  of  living 
men ;  but  dwelt  in  a  remote  conventional  world,  in  Castles 
of  Otranto,  in  Epigoniads  and  Leonidases,  among  dear, 
metallic  heroes,  and  white,  high,  stainless  beauties,  in 
whom  the  drapery  and  elocution  were  nowise  the  least 
important  qualities.     Men  thought  it  right  that  the 
heart  should  swell  into  magnanimity  with  Caractacus 
and  Cato,  and  melt  into  sorrow  with  many  an  Eliza  and 
Adelaide ;  but  the  heart  was  in  no  haste  either  to  swell 
or  to  melt.     Some  pulses  of  heroical  sentiment,  a  few 
muiatural  tears  might,  with  conscientious  readers,  be  ac- 
tually squeezed  forth  on  such  occasions :  but  they  came 
only  from  the  surface  of  the  mind ;  nay,  had  the  consci- 
entious man  considered  of  the  matter,  he  would  have 
found  that  they  ought  not  to  have  come  at  all.     Our 
only  English  poet  of  the  period  was  Gbldsmith  ;  a  pure, 
clear,  genuine  spirit,  had  he  been  of  depth  or  strength 
sufficient :  his  Vicar  of  Wakefield  remains  the  best  of  all 
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modem  Idyls ;  but  it  is  and  was  nothing  more.     And 
consider  our  leading  writers;  consider  the  poetry  q€ 
Gh^y,  and  the  prose  of  Johnson.     The  first  a  laborious 
mosaic,  through  the  hard  stiff  lineaments  of  which  little 
life  or  true  grace  could  be  expected  to  look :  real  feeling, 
and  all  freedom  of  expressing  it,  are  sacrificed  to  pomp, 
to  cold  splendour ;  for  vigour  we  have  a  certain  mouthing 
vehemence,  too  elegant  indeed  to  be  tumid,  yet  essen- 
tially foreign  to  the  heart,  and  seen  to  extend  no  deeper 
than  the  mere  voice  and  gestures.   Were  it  not  for  his 
Letters,  which  are  full  of  warm  exuberant  power,  we 
might  almost  doubt  whether  Grray  was  a  man  of  genius ; 
nay,  was  a  living  man  at  all,  and  not  rather  some  tiiou- 
sand-times  more  cunningly  devised  poetical  turning- 
loom,  than  that  of  Swift's  Philosophers  in  Laputa. 
Johnson's  prose  is  true,  indeed,  and  sound,  and  full  oi 
practical  sense :  few  men  have  seen  more  clearly  into 
the  motives,  the  interests,  the  whole  walk  and  conver- 
sation of  the  living  busy  world  as  it  lay  before  him ;  but 
farther  than  this  busy,  and,  to  most  of  us,  rather  pro- 
saic world,  he  seldom  looked :  his  instruction  is  for  men 
of  business,  and  in  regard  to  matters  of  business  alone. 
Prudence  is  the  highest  Virtue  he  can  inculcate  ;  and  for 
that  finer  portion  of  our  nature,  that  portion  of  it  which 
belongs  essentially  to  Literature  strictiy  so  called,  where 
our  highest  feelings,  our  best  joys  and  keenest  sorrows, 
our  Doubt,  our  Love,  our  Religion  reside,  he  has  no 
word  to  utter ;  no  remedy,  no  counsel  to  give  us  in  our 
straits ;  or  at  most,  if,  like  poor  Boswell,  the  patient  is 
importunate,  will  answer :  "  My  dear  Sir,  endeavour  to 
dear  your  mind  of  Cant." 

The  turn  which  Philosophical  speculation  had  taken 


GOKTHB.  269 

in  the  preceding  age  corresponded  with  this  tendency, 
and  enhanced  its  narcotic  influences;  or  was,  indeed, 
properly  speaking,  the  root  they  had  sprung  from. 
Locke,  himself  a  clear,  humble-minded,  patient,  reve- 
rent, nay  religious  man,  had  paved  the  way  for  banish- 
ing religion  frx>m  the  world.  Mind,  by  being  modelled 
in  men's  imaginations  into  a  Shape,  a  Visibility ;  and 
reasoned  of  as  if  it  had  been  some  composite,  divisible 
and  reunitable  substance,  some  finer  chemical  salt,  or 
curious  piece  of  logical  joinery,  —  began  to  lose  its  im- 
material, mysterious,  divine  though  invisible  character : 
it  was  tacitly  figured  as  something  that  might,  were  our 
organs  fine  enough,  be  seen.  Yet  who  had  ever  seen  it  ? 
Who  could  ever  see  it  ?  Thus  by  degrees  it  passed  into 
a  Doubt,  a  Relation,  some  faint  Possibility ;  and  at  last 
into  a  highly- probable  Nonentity.  Following  Locke's 
footsteps,  the  French  had  discovered  that '  as  the  sto- 
mach secretes  Chyle,  so  does  the  brain  secrete  Thought.' 
And  what  then  was  Religion,  what  was  Poetry,  what 
was  all  high  and  heroic  feeling  ?  Chiefly  a  delusion ; 
often  a  false  and  pernicious  one.  Poetry,  indeed,  was 
still  to  be  preserved ;  because  Poetry  was  a  useful  thing : 
men  needed  amusement,  and  loved  to  amuse  themselves 
with  Poetry  :  the  playhouse  was  a  pretty  lounge  of  an 
evening ;  then  there  were  so  many  precepts,  satirical, 
didactic,  so  much  more  impressive  for  the  rh3rme ;  to 
say  nothing  of  your  occasional  verses,  birth-day  odes, 
epithalamiimis,  epicediums,  by  which  '  the  dream  of  ex- 
istence may  be  so  highly  sweetened  and  embellished.' 
Nay,  does  not  Poetry,  acting  on  the  imaginations  of 
men,  excite  them  to  daring  purposes  ;  sometimes,  as  in 
the  case  of  Tyrtaeus,  to  fight  better  ;  in  which  wise  may 
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it  not  rank  as  a  useful  stimulant  to  man,  along  widi 
Opium  and  Scotch  Whiskey,  the  manufacture,  of  whidi 
is  allowed  by  law  ?  In  Heaven's  name,  then,  let  Poetry 
be  preserved. 

With  Religion,  however,  it  fered  somewhat  worse. 
In  the  eyes  of  Voltaire  and  his  disciples.  Religion  was  a 
superfluity,  indeed  a  nuisance.  Here,  it  is  true,  his  fol- 
lowers have  since  found  that  he  went  too  ftur ;  that  Reli- 
gion, being  a  great  sanction  to  civil  morality,  is  of  use 
for  keeping  society  in  order,  at  least  the  lower  classes, 
who  have  not  the  feeling  of  Honour  in  due  force ;  and 
therefore,  as  a  considerable  help  to  the  Constable  and 
Hangman,  ought  decidedly  to  be  kept  up.  But  such 
toleration  is  the  fruit  only  of  later  days.  In  those  times, 
there  was  no  question  but  how  to  get  rid  of  it,  root  and 
branch,  the  sooner  the  better.  A  gleam  of  zeal,  nay 
we  will  call  it,  however  basely  alloyed,  a  glow  of  real 
enthusiasm  and  love  of  truth,  may  have  animated  the 
minds  of  these  men,  as  they  looked  abroad  on  the  pesti- 
lent jungle  of  Superstition,  and  hoped  to  dear  the  earth 
of  it  for  ever.  This  littie  glow,  so  alloyed,  so  contami- 
nated with  pride  and  other  poor  or  bad  admixtures,  was 
the  last  which  thinking  men  were  to  experience  in  Eu- 
rope for  a  tiihe.  So  is  it  always  in  regard  to  Religious 
Belief,  how  degraded  and  defaced  soever :  the  delight  of 
the  Destroyer  and  Denier  is  no  pure  delight,  and  must 
soon  pass  away.  With  bold,  with  skilful  hand,  Voltaire 
set  his  torch  to  the  jungle :  it  blazed  aloft  to  heaven ; 
and  the  flame  exhilarated  and  comforted  the  incendiaries ; 
but,  unhappily,  such  comfort  could  not  continue.  Ere 
long  this  flame,  with  its  cheerful  light  and  heat,  was 
g^ne  :  the  jungle,  it  is  true,  had  been  consumed ;  but. 
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vnth.  its  entanglements,  its  shelter  and  its  spots  of  ver- 
dure also ;  and  the  black,  chill,  ashy  swamp,  left  in  its 
stead,  seemed  for  the  time  a  greater  evil  than  the  other. 
In  such  a  state  of  painful  obstruction,  extending  itself 
everywhere  over  Europe,  and  already  master  of  Germany, 
lay  the  general  mind,  when  (Goethe  first  appeared  in 
literature.  Whatever  belonged  to  the  finer  nature  of 
man  had  withered  under  the  Harmattan  breath  of  Doubt, 
or  passed  away  in  the  conflagration  of  open  Infidelity ; 
and  now,  where  the  Tree  of  Life  once  bloomed  and 
brought  fruit  of  goodliest  savour,  there  was  only  barren- 
ness  and  desolation.  To  such  as  could  find  sufiicient 
interest  in  the  day-labour  and  day- wages  of  earthly  exist- 
ence ;  in  the  resources  of  the  five  bodily  Senses,  and  of 
Vanity,  the  only  mental  sense  which  yet  flourished,  which 
flourished  indeed  with  gigantic  vigour,  matters  were  still 
not  so  bad.  Such  men  helped  themselves  forward,  as 
they  will  generally  do ;  and  found  the  world,  if  not  an 
altogether  proper  sphere  (for  every  man,  disguise  it  as 
he  may,  has  a  soul  in  him),. at  least  a  tolerable  enough 
place ;  where,  by  one  item  and  another,  some  comfort, 
or  show  of  comfort,  might  from  time  to  time  be  got  up, 
and  these  few  years,  especially  since  they  were  so  few, 
be  spent  without  much  murmuring.  But  to  men  aflUcted 
with  the  '  malady  of  Thought,'  some  devoutness  of  tem- 
per was  an  inevitable  heritage :  to  such  the  noisy  forum 
of  the  world  could  appear  but  an  empty,  altogether  insuf- 
ficient concern ;  and  the  whole  scene  of  life  had  become 
hopeless  enough.  Unhappily,  such  feelings  are  yet  by 
no  means  so  infrequent  with  ourselves,  that  we  need  stop 
here  to  depict  them.  That  state  of  Unbelief  from  which 
the  Grermans  do  seem  to  be  in  some  measure  delivered. 
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Still  presses  with  incubus  force  on  the  greater  part  of 
Europe ;  and  nation  after  nation,  each  in  its  own  way, 
feels  that  the  first  of  all  moral  problems  is  how  to  cast 
it  off,  or  how  to  rise  above  it.  Governments  naturally 
attempt  the  first  expedient ;  Philosophers,  in  general,  the 
second. 

The  poet,  says  Schiller,  is  a  citizen  not  only  of  his 
country,  but  of  his  time.  Whatever  occupies  and  in- 
terests men  in  general,  will  interest  him  still  more.  That 
nameless  Unrest,  the  blind  struggle  of  a  soul  in  bondage, 
that  high,  sad,  longing  Discontent,  which  was  agitating 
every  bosom,  had  driven  Gt>ethe  almost  to  despair.  All 
felt  it ;  he  alone  could  give  it  voice.  And  here  lies  the 
secret  of  his  popularity ;  in  his  deep,  susceptive  heart, 
he  fslt  a  thousand  times  more  keenly  what  every  one  was 
feeling ;  with  the  creative  gift  which  belonged  to  him  as 
a  poet,  he  bodied  it  forth  into  visible  shape,  gave  it  a 
local  habitation  and  a  name ;  and  so  made  himself  the 
spokesman  of  his  generation.  Werter  is  but  the  cry  of 
that  dim,  rooted  pain,  under  which  all  thoughtful  men 
of  a  certain  age  were  languishing :  it  paints  the  misery, 
it  passionately  utters  the  complaint ;  and  heart  and  voice, 
all  over  Europe,  loudly  and  at  once  respond  to  it.  True, 
it  prescribes  no  remedy ;  for  that  was  a  hi  different,  far 
harder  enterprise,  to  which  other  years  and  a  higher  cul- 
ture were  required ;  but  even  this  utterance  of  the  pain, 
even  this  little,  for  the  present,  is  ardently  grasped  at, 
and  with  eager  sympathy  appropriated  in  every  bosom. 
If  Byron's  lifeweariness,  his  moody  melancholy,  and 
mad  stormfiil  indignation,  borne  on  the  tones  of  a  wild 
and  quite  artless  melody,  could  pierce  so  deep  into  many 
a  British  heart,  now  that  the  whole  matter  is  no  longer 
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new, — ^ifl  indeed  old  and  trite, — we  may  judge  with  what 
vehement  acceptance  this  Werter  must  have  been  wel- 
comed, coming  as  it  did  like  a  voice  from  unknown 
regions ;  the  first  thrilling  peal  of  that  impassioned  dirge, 
which,  in  country  after  country,  men's  ears  have  listened 
to,  till  they  were  deaf  to  all  else.  For  Werter,  infusing 
itself  into  the  core  and  whole  spirit  of  Literature,  gave 
birth  to  a  race  of  Sentimentalists,  who  have  raged  and 
wailed  in  every  part  of  the  world ;  till  better  light  dawned 
on  them,  or  at  worst,  exhausted  Nature  laid  herself  to 
sleep,  and  it  was  discovered  that  lamenting  was  an  un- 
productive labour.  These  funereal  choristers,  in  Ger- 
many a  loud,  haggard,  tumultuous,  as  well  as  tearful 
class,  were  named  the  Kraftmanner,  or  Power- men ;  but 
have  all  long  since,  like  sick  children,  cried  themselves 
to  rest.  Byron  was  our  English  Sentimentalist  and 
Power-man ;  the  strongest  of  his  kind  in  Europe ;  the 
wildest,  the  gloomiest,  and  it  may  be  hoped,  the  last. 
For  what  good  is  it  to  '  whine,  put  finger  i'  the  eye,  and 
sob,'  in  such  a  case  ?  Still  more,  to  snaii  and  snap  in 
malignant  wise,  '  like  dog  distract,  or  monkey  sick  ? ' 
Why  should  we  quarrel  with  our  existence,  here  as  it 
lies  before  us,  our  field  and  inheritance,  to  make  or  to 
mar,  for  better  or  for  worse;  in  which,  too,  so  many 
noblest  men  have,  ever  from  the  beginning,  warring  with 
the  very  evils  we  war  with,  both  made  and  been  what 
will  be  venerated  to  all  time  ? 

What  shapest  thou  here  at  the  World?  'Tie  shapeD  long  ago; 
The  Maker  shaped  it,  he  thought  it  best  even  so. 
Thy  lot  is  appointed,  go  follow  its  best; 
Thy  journey's  begun,  thou  must  move  and  not  rest; 

n2 
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For  Borrow  and  care  cannot  alter  thy  case, 
And  running,  not  raging,  will  win  thee  the  race. 

Meanwhile,  of  the  philosophy  which  reigns  in  Werter, 
and  which  it  has  been  our  lot  to  hear  so  often  repeated 
elsewhere,  we  may  here  produce  a  short  specimen.  The 
following  passage  will  serve  our  turn;  and  be,  if  we 
mistake  not,  new  to  the  mere  English  reader : 

'  That  the  life  of  man  is  but  a  dream,  has  come  into  many 
a  head ;  and  with  me,  too,  some  feeling  of  that  sort  is  ever 
at  work.  When  I  look  upon  the  limits  within  which  man's 
powers  of  action  and  inquiry  are  hemmed  in ;  when  I  see 
how  all  effort  issues  simply  in  procuring  supply  for  wants, 
which  again  have  no  object  but  continuing  this  poor  exist- 
ence of  ours ;  and  then,  that  all  satisfaction  on  certain  points 
of  inquiry  is  but  a  dreaming  resignation,  while  you  paint, 
with  many-coloured  figures  and  gay  prospects,  the  walb 
you  sit  imprisoned  by, —  all  this,  Wilhelm,  makes  me  dumb. 
I  return  to  my  own  heart,  and  find  there  such  a  world! 
Yet  a  world,  too,  more  in  forecast  and  dim  desire,  than  in 
vision  and  living  power.  And  then  all  swims  before  my 
mind's  eye ;  and  so  I  smile,  and  again  go  dreaming  on  as 
others  do. 

*  That  children  know  not  what  they  want,  all  conscien- 
tious tutors  and  education-philosophers  have  long  been 
agreed :  but  that  full-grown  men,  as  well  as  children,  stag- 
ger to  and  fro  along  this  earth ;  like  these,  not  knowing 
whence  they  come  or  whither  they  go ;  aiming,  just  as  little, 
after  true  objects ;  governed  just  as  well  by  biscuit,  cakes, 
and  birchrods :  this  is  what  no  one  likes  to  believe ;  and  yet 
it  seems  to  me,  the  fact  is  lying  under  our  very  nose. 

'  I  will  confess  to  thee,  for  I  know  what  thou  wouldst  say 
to  me  on  this  point,  that  those  are  the  happiest,  who,  like 
children,  lire  from  one  day  to  the  other,  carrying  their  dolls 
about  with  them,  to  dress  and  undress;  gliding  also,  with 
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the  highest  respect,  before  the  drawer  where  mamma  has 
locked  the  gingerbread ;  and,  when  they  do  get  the  wtshed- 
for  morsel,  devouring  it  with  puffed- out  cheeks,  and  crying, 
More!  —  These  are  the  fortunate  of  the  earth.  Well  is  it 
likewise  with  those  who  can  label  their  rag-gathering  em- 
ployments, or  perhaps  their  passions,  with  pompous  titles, 
and  represent  them  to  mankind  as  gigantic  undertakings 
for  its  welfare  and  salvation.  Happy  the  man  who  can  live 
in  such  wise !  But  he  who,  in  his  humility,  observes  where 
all  this  issues,  who  sees  how  featly  any  small  thriving  citizen 
can  trim  his  patch  of  garden  into  a  Paradise,  and  with  what 
unbroken  heart  even  the  unhappy  crawls  along  under  his 
burden,  and  all  are  alike  ardent  to  see  the  light  of  this  sun 
bat  one  minute  longer ;  —  yes,  he  is  silent,  and  he  too  forms 
his  world  out  of  himself,  and  he  too  is  happy  because  he  is 
a  man.  And  then,  hemmed  in  as  he  is,  he  evef  keeps  in  his 
heart  the  sweet  feeling  of  freedom,  and  that  this  dungeon  — 
can  be  left  when  he  likes.'  * 

What  (Joethe'fi  own  temper  and  habit  of  thought 
must  have  been,  while  the  materials  of  such  a  work  were 
forming  themselves  within  his  heart,  might  be  in  some 
degree  conjectured,  and  he  has  himself  informed  us. 
We  quote  the  following  passage  from  his  Dichtung  und 
Wahrheit,  The  writing  of  Werter,  it  would  seem,  indi- 
cating so  gloomy,  almost  de^rate  a  state  of  mind  in 
the  author,  was  at  the  same  time  a  symptom,  indeed  a 
cause,  of  his  now  having  got  delivered  from  such  melan- 
choly. Far  from  recommending  suicide  to  others,  as 
Werter  has  often  been  accused  of  doing,  it  was  the  first 
proof  that  Goethe  himself  had  abandoned  these  '  hypo- 
chondriacal crotchets:*  the  imaginary  'Sorrows'  had 
helped  to  free  him  from  many  real  ones. 


*  Leiden  desjungen  Werther,  Am  22  May, 
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'  8uch  weariness  of  life/  be  sa}-s,  '  has  its  physical  ami 
its  spiritual  causes;  those  we  shall  leave  to  the  Doctor,  these 
to  the  Moralist,  for  investigation ;  and  in  this  so  trite  matter, 
touch  only  on  the  main  point,  where  that  phenomenon  ex- 
presses itself  most  distinctly.  All  pleasure  in  life  is  founded 
on  the  regular  return  of  external  things.  The  alternations 
of  dny  and  night,  of  the  seasons,  of  the  blossoms  and  fruits, 
and  whatever  else  meets  us  from  epoch  to  epoch  with  the 
offer  and  command  of  enjoyment,  —  these  are  the  essential 
springs  of  earthly  existence.  The  more  open  we  are  to  such 
enjoyments,  the  happier  we  feel  ourselves ;  but,  should  the 
vicissitude  of  these  appearances  come  and  go  without  our 
taking  interest  in  it,  should  such  benignant  invitations  ad- 
dress themselves  to  us  in  vain,  then  follows  the  greatest 
minery,  the  heaviest  malady ;  one  grows  to  view  life  as  a 
sickening  burden.  We  have  heard  of  the  Englishman  who 
hanged  himself,  to  be  no  more  troubled  with  daily  putting 
off  and  on  his  clothes.  I  knew  an  honest  gardener,  the 
overseer  of  some  extensive  pleasure-grounds,  who  once 
splenetically  exclaimed  :  Shall  I  see  these  clouds  for  ever 
passing,  then,  from  east  to  west  ?  It  is  told  of  one  of  our 
most  distinguished  men,*  that  he  viewed  with  dissatisfaction 
the  spring  again  growing  green,  and  wished  that,  by  way 
of  change,  it  would  for  once  he  red.  These  are  specially 
the  symptoms  of  lifeweariness,  which  not  seldom  issues 
in  suicide,  and,  at  this  time,  among  men  of  meditative, 
secluded  character,  was  more  frequent  than  might  be  sup- 
posed. 

*  Nothing,  however,  will  sooner  induce  this  feeling  of 
satiety  than  the  return  of  love.  The  first  love,  it  is  said 
justly,  is  the  only  one ;  for  in  the  secondhand  by  the  second, 
the  highest  significance  of  love  is  in  fact  lost.     That  idea 

*  Lessing,  we  believe  t  but  perhaps  it  was  less  the  greenness 
of  spring  that  vexed  him,  than  Jaoobi's  too  lyrical  admiration  of 
it.  — Ed. 
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of  infioitade,  of  everlastings  endurance,  which  enpports  and 
bears  it  aloft,  is  destroyed :  it  seems  trani^ient,  like  all  that 
retoms.     •    •    • 

'  Farther,  a  yoang  man  soon  comes  to  find,  if  not  in 
himself,  at  least  in  others,  that  moral  epochs  have  their 
course,  as  well  as  the  seasons.  The  favour  of  the  great, 
the  protection  of  the  powerful,  the  help  of  the  active,  the 
goodwill  of  the  many,  the  love  of  the  few,  all  fluctuates  up 
and  down  ;  so  that  we  cannot  hold  it  fast,  any  more  than  we 
can  hold  sun,  moon,  and  stars.  And  yet  the^e  things  are 
not  mere  natural  events  :  such  hlessings  flee  away  from  us, 
by  our  own  blame  or  that  of  others,  by  accident  or  destiny; 
but  they  do  flee  away,  they  fluctuate,  and  we  are  never  sure 
of  them. 

*  But  what  most  pains  the  young  man  of  sensibility  is, 
the  incessant  return  of  our  faults :  for  how  long  is  it  before 
we  learn,  that,  in  cultivating  our  virtues,  we  nourish  our 
faults  along  with  them  !  The  former  rest  on  the  latter,  as 
on  their  roots ;  and  these  ramify  themselves  in  secret  as 
strongly  and  as  wide,  as  those  others  in  the  open  light. 
Now,  as  we  for  most  part  practise  our  virtues  with  fore- 
thought and  will,  but  by  our  faults  are  overtaken  unex- 
pectedly, the  former  seldom  gi?e  us  much  joy,  the  latter 
are  continually  giving  us  sorrow  and  distress.  Indeed,  here 
lies  the  subtlest  difficulty  in  Self-knowledge,  the  difficulty 
which  almost  renders  it  impossible.  But  figure,  in  addition 
to  all  this,  the  heat  of  youthful  blood,  an  imagination  easily 
fascinated  and  paralyzed  by  individual  objects  ;  farther,  the 
wavering  commotions  of  the  day,  and  you  will  find  that  an 
impatient  striving  to  free  oneself  from  such  a  pressure  was 
no  unnatural  state. 

'  However,  these  gloomy  contemplations,  which,  if  a  man 
yield  to  them,  will  lead  him  to  boundless  lengths,  could  not 
have  so  decidedly  developed  themselves  in  our  young  Ger- 
man minds,  had  not  some  outward  cause  excited  and  for- 
warded us  in  this  sorrowful  employment.    Such   a  cause 
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existed  for  us  in  the  Literature,  especially  the  Poetical  Lite* 
rature,  of  England,  the  great  qualities  of  which  are  accom- 
panied by  a  certain  earnest  melancholy,  which  it  imparts  to 
every  one  that  occupies  himself  with  it 

#  *  #  # 

'  In  such  aif  element,  with  such  an  environment  of  cir* 
curostances,  with  studies  and  tastes  of  this  sort ;  harassed 
by  unsatisfied  desires,  externally  nowhere  called  forth  to 
important  action ;  with  the  sole  prospect  of  dragging*  on  a 
languid,  spiritless,  mere  civic  life, — we  had  recurred,  in  our 
disconsolate  pride,  to  the  thought  that  life,  when  it  no  longer 
suited  one,  might  be  cast  aside  at  pleasure ;  and  had  helped 
ourselves  hereby,  stintedly  enough,  over  the  crosses  and  te- 
diums of  the  time.  These  sentiments  were  so  universal,  that 
WerteTi  on  ^^^  ▼ery  account,  could  produce  the  greatest 
effect ;  striking  in  everywhere  with  the  dominant  humour, 
and  representing  the  interior  of  a  sickly  youthful  heart,  in 
a  visible  and  palpable  shape.  How  accurately  the  English 
have  known  this  sorrow,  might  be  seen  from  these  few 
significant  lines,  written  before  the  appearance  of  fFerter; 

To  g^efs  congenial  prone. 

More  wounds  than  nature  gave  he  knew. 

While  misery's  form  his  fancy  drew 

In  dark  ideal  hues,  and  horrors  not  its  own.* 

*  Self-murder  is  an  occurrence  in  men*s  affairs  which, 
how  much  soever  it  may  have  already  been  discussed  and 
commented  upon,  excites  an  interest  in  every  mortal ;  and, 
at  every  new  era,  must  be  discussed  again.  Montesquieu 
confers  on  his  heroes  and  great  men  the  right  of  putting 
themselves  to  death  when  they  see  good ;  observing,  that  it 
must  stand  at  the  will  of  every  one  to  conclude  the  Fifth  Act 
of  his  Tragedy  whenever  he  thinks  best.  Here,  however, 
our  business  lies  not  with  persons  who,  in  activity,  have  led 
an  important  life,  who  have  spent  their  days   for   some 

*  So  in  the  originaL 
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mighty  empire,  or  for  the  cause  of  freedom ;  and  whom  one 
may  forbear  to  censure,  when,  seeing  the  high  ideal  pur* 
pose  which  had  inspired  them  vanish  from  the  earth,  they 
meditate  pursuing  it  to  that  other  undiscovered  country. 
Our  business  here  is  with  persons  to  whom,  properly  from 
want  of  activity,  and  in  the  peacefullest  condition  ima- 
ginable, life  has  nevertheless,  by  their  exorbitant  requi- 
sitions on  themselves,  become  a  burden.  As  I  myself  was 
in  this  predicament,  and  know  best  what  pain  I  suffered  in 
it,  what  efforts  it  cost  me  to  escape  from  it,  I  shall  not  hide 
the  speculations  I,  from  time  to  time,  considerately  prose- 
cuted, as  to  the  various  modes  of  death  one  had  to  chuse 
from. 

<  It  is  something  so  unnatural  for  a  man  to  break  loose 
from  himself,  not  only  to  hurt,  but  to  annihilate  himself, 
that  he  for  the  most  part  catches  at  means  of  a  mechanical 
sort  for  putting  his  purpose  in  execution.  When  Ajax  falls 
on  his  sword,  it  is  the  weight  of  his  body  that  performs  this 
service  for  him.  When  the  warrior  adjures  his  armour- 
bearer  to  slay  him,  rather  than  that  he  come  into  the  hands 
of  the  enemy,  this  is  likewise  an  external  force  which  he 
secures  for  himself;  only  a  moral  instead  of  a  pbj^ical  one. 
Women  seek  in  the  water  a  cooling  for  their  desperation  ; 
and  the  highly  mechanical  means  of  pistol-shooting  insures 
a  quick  act  with  the  smallest  effort.  Hanging  is  a  death  one 
mentions  unwillingly,  because  it  is  an  ignoble  one.  In 
England  it  may  happen  more  readily  than^  elsewhere,  be* 
cause  from  youth  upwards  you  there  see  that  punishment 
frequent  without  being  specially  ignominious.  By  poison, 
by  opening  of  veins,  men  um  but  at  parting  slowly  from 
life ;  and  the  most  refined,  the  speediest,  the  most  painless 
death,  by  means  of  an  asp,  was  worthy  of  a  Queen,  who  had 
spent  her  life  in  pomp  and  luxurious  pleasure.  All  these, 
however,  are  external  helps ;  are  enemies,  with  which  a  man, 
that  he  may  fight  against  himself,  makes  league. 
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*  When  I  considered  these  various  methods,  aod  farther, 
looked  abroad  over  history,  I  could  find  among  all  suicides 
no  one  that  had  gone  about  this  deed  with  such  greatness 
and  freedom  of  spirit  as  the  Emperor  Otho.  This  man, 
beaten  indeed  as  a  general,  yet  nowise  reduced  to  extre- 
mities, determines,  for  the  good  of  the  Empire,  which  al» 
ready  in  some  measure  belonged  to  him,  and  for  the  saving 
of  so  many  thousands,  to  leave  the  world.  With  his  friends 
he  passes  a  gay  festive  night,  and  next  morning  it  is  found 
that  with  his  own  hand  he  has  plunged  a  sharp  dagger  into 
his  heart.  This  sole  act  seemed  to  me  worthy  of  imitation ; 
and  I  convinced  myself  that  whoever  could  not  proceed 
herein  as  Otho  had  done,  was  not  entitled  to  resolve  on  re- 
nouncing life.  By  this  conviction,  I  saved  myself  from 
the  purpose  or  indeed  more  properly  speaking,  from  the 
whim,  of  suicide,  which  in  those  fair  peaceful  times  had  in« 
sinuated  itself  into  the  mind  of  indolent  youth.  Among  a 
considerable  collection  of  arms,  I  possessed  a  costly  welU 
ground  dagger.  This  I  laid  down  nightly  beside  my  bed ; 
and  before  extinguishing  the  light,  I  tried  whether  I  could 
succeed  in  sending  the  sharp  point  an  inch  or  two  deep  into 
my  breast.  But  as  I  truly  never  could  succeed,  I  at  last 
took  to  laughing  at  myself;  threw  away  all  these  hypochon* 
driacal  crotchets,  and  determined  to  live.  To  do  this  with 
cheerfulness,  however,  I  required  to  have  some  poetical 
task  given  me,  wherein  all  that  I  had  felt,  thought,  or 
dreamed  on  this  weighty  business,  might  be  spoken  forth. 
With  such  view,  I  endeavoured  to  collect  the  elements 
which  for  a  year  or  two  had  been  floating  about  in  me ;  I 
represented  to  myself  the  circumstances  which  had  most  op- 
pressed and  afflicted  me  :  but  nothing  of  all  this  would  take 
form ;  there  was  wanting  an  incident,  a  fable,  in  which  I 
might  embody  it. 

*  All  at  once  I  hesr  tidings  of  Jerusalem's  death ;  and 
directly  following  the  general  rumour,  came  the  most  pre* 
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cise  and  circumstantial  description  of  the  business ;  and  in 
tbis  instant  the  plan  of  Werter  was  invented :  the  whole 
shot  together  from  all  sides,  and  became  a  solid  mass;  as 
the  water  in  the  vessel,  which  already  stood  on  the  point  of 
freezing*,  is  by  the  slightest  motion  changed  at  once  into 
firm  ice.'* 

A  wide,  and  every  way  most  important  interval  di- 
vides Werter,  with  its  sceptical  philosophy,  and  '  hypo- 
chondriacal crotchets,'  from  Goethe's  next  Novel,  Wilhelm 
Meister's  Apprenticeship,  published  some  twenty  years 
afterwards.  This  work  belongs,  in  all  senses,  to  the 
second  and  soimder  period  of  Goethe's  life,  and  may  in- 
deed serve  as  the  fullest,  if  perhaps  not  the  purest,  im- 
press of  it;  being  written  with  due  forethought,  at 
various  times,  during  a  period  of  no  less  than  ten  years. 
CJonsidered  as  a  piece  of  Art,  there  were  much  to  be 
said  on  Meister;  all  which,  however,  lies  beyond  our 
present  purpose.  We  are  here  looking  at  the  work 
chiefly  as  a  document  for  the  writer's  history ;  and  in 
this  point  of  view,  it  certainly  seems,  as  contrasted  with 
its  more  popular  precursor,  to  deserve  our  best  attention : 
for  the  problem  which  had  been  stated  in  Werter,  with 
despair  of  its  solution,  is  here  solved.  The  lofty  enthu- 
siasm, which,  wandering  wildly  over  the  universe,  found 
no  resting  place,  has  here  reached  its  appointed  home ; 
and  lives  in  harmony  with  what  long  appeared  to  threaten 
it  with  annihilation.  Anarchy  has  now  become  Peace ; 
the  once  gloomy  and  perturbed  spirit  is  now  serene, 
cheerfully  vigorous,  and  rich  in  good  fruits.  Neither, 
which  is  most  important  of  all,  has  this  Peace  been  at- 
tained by  a  surrender  to  Necessity,  or  any  compact  with 
Delusion ;  a  seeming  blessing,  such  as  years  and  dispi- 


*  Diehtung  und  Wahrheit.  B.  iii.  s.  200  -  213. 
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ritment  will  of  themselyes  bring  to  most  men,  and  which 
is  indeed  no  blessing,  since  even  continued  battle  is  bet- 
ter than  destruction  or  captivity ;  and  peace  of  this  sort 
is  like  that  of  Galgacus's  Romans,  who  '  called  it  peace 
when  they  had  made  a  desert.'  Here  the  ardent  hig^- 
aspiring  youth  has  grown  into  the  calmest  man,  yet  widi 
increase  and'^ot  loss  of  ardour,  and  with  aspirations 
higher  as  well  as  clearer.  For  he  has  conquered  his  un- 
belief;  the  Ideal  has  been  built  on  the  Actual ;  no  longer 
floats  vaguely  in  darkness  and  regions  of  dreams,  but 
rests  in  light,  on  the  firm  ground  of  human  interest  and 
business,  as  in  its  true  scene,  on  its  true  basis. 

It  is  wonderful  to  see  with  what  softness  the  scepti- 
cism of  Jamo,  the  commercial  spirit  of  Werner,  the  re- 
posing polished  manhood  of  Lothario  and  the  Unde,  the 
unearthly  enthusiasm  of  the  Harper,  the  gay  animal  vi- 
vacity of  Philina,  the  mystic,  ethereal,  almost  spiritual 
nature  of  Mignon,  are  blended  together  in  this  work ; 
how  justice  is  done  to  each,  how  each  lives  freely  in  his 
proper  element,  in  his  proper  form ;  and  how,  as  Wil- 
helm  himself,  the  mild-hearted,  all-hoping,  all-believing 
Wilhelm,  struggles  forward  towards  his  world  of  Art 
through  these  curiously  complected  influences,  all  this 
unites  itself  into  a  multi&rious,  yet  so  harmonious 
Whole ;  as  into  a  clear  poetic  mirror,  where  man's  life 
and  business  in  this  age,  his  passions  and  purposes,  the 
highest  equally  with  the  lowest,  are  imaged  back  to  us 
in  beautiful  significance.  Poetry  and  Prose  are  no  longer 
at  variance ;  for  the  poet's  eyes  are  opened :  he  sees  the 
changes  of  many-coloured  existence,  and  sees  the  love- 
liness and  deep  purport  which  lies  hidden  under  the  very 
meanest  of  them ;  hidden  to  the  vulgar  sight,  but  clear 
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to  the  poet's  ;  because  the  *  open  secret'  is  no  longer  a 
secret  to  him,  and  he  knows  that  the  Universe  is/iUl  of 
goodness;  that  whatever  has  being,  has  beauty. 

Apart  from  its  literary  merits  or  demerits,  such  is 
the  temper  of  mind  we  trace  in  Goethe's  Meister,  and, 
more  or  less  expressively  exhibited,  in  all  his  later  works. 
We  reckon  it  a  rare  phenomenon,  this  temper;  and 
worthy,  in  our  times,  if  it  do  exist,  of  best  study  from  all 
inquiring  men.  How  has  such  a  temper  been  attained 
in  this  so  lofty  and  impetuous  mind,  once,  too,  dark,  de- 
solate, and  fuU  of  doubt,  more  than  any  other  ?  How 
may  we,  each  of  us  in  his  several  sphere,  attain  it,  or 
strengthen  it,  for  ourselves  ?  These  are  questions,  this 
last  is  a  question,  in  which  no  one  is  unconcerned. 

To  answer  these  questions,  to  begin  the  answer  of 
them,  would  lead  us  very  &x  beyond  our  present  limits. 
It  is  not»  as  we  believe,  without  long,  sedulous  study, 
without  learning  much,  and  unlearning  much,  that,  for 
any  man,  the  answer  of  such  questions  is  even  to  be 
hoped.  Meanwhile,  as  regards  Groethe,  there  is  one 
feature  of  the  business  which,  to  us,  throws  considerable 
li^t  on  his  moral  persuasions,  and  will  not,  in  investi- 
gating the  secret  of  them,  be  overlooked.  We  allude  to 
the  spirit  in  which  he  cultivates  his  Art ;  the  noble,  dis- 
interested, almost  religious  love  with  which  he  looks  on 
Art  in  general,  and  strives  towards  it  as  towards  the 
sure,  highest,  nay  only  good.  We  extract  one  passage 
from  Wilhelm  Meister :  it  may  pass  for  a  piece  of  fine 
declamation,  but  not  in  that  light  do  we  offer  it  here. 
Struige,  unaccountable  as  the  thing  may  seem,  we  have 
actually  evidence  before  our  mind  that  Goethe  believes 
in  such  doctrines,  nay,  has,  in  some  sort,  lived  and  en- 
deavoured to  direct  his  conduct  by  them. 
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* "  Look  at  men,"  coDtinaee  Wilhelm,  "  how  they  strug- 
gle after  happinees  and  satUfactioo!  Their  wishes,  their 
toil,  their  gold,  are  ever  hunting  restlessly ;  and  after  what  P 
After  that  which  the  Poet  has  received  from  nature ;  the 
right  enjoyment  of  the  world ;  the  feeling  of  himself  in 
others;  the  harmonious  conjunction  of  many  things  that 
will  seldom  go  together. 

*  **  What  is  it  that  keeps  men  in  continual  discontent 
and  agitation  ?  It  is  that  they  cannot  make  realities  corres- 
pond with  their  conceptions,  that  enjoyment  steals  away 
from  among  their  hands,  that  the  wished-for  comes  too  late, 
and  nothing  reached  and  acquired  produces  on  the  heart 
the  effect  which  their  longing  for  it  at  a  distance  led  them 
to  anticipate.  Now  fate  has  exalted  the  Poet  above  all  this, 
as  if  he  were  a  god.  He  views  the  conflicting  tumult  of  the 
passions;  sees  families  and  kingdoms  raging  in  aimless 
commotion ;  sees  those  perplexed  enigmas  of  misunder- 
standing, which  often  a  single  syllable  would  explain,  oc- 
casioning convulsions  unutterably  baleful.  He  has  a  fellow- 
feeling  of  the  mournful  and  the  joyful  in  the  fate  of  all 
mortals.  When  the  man  of  the  world  is  devoting  his  days 
to  wasting  melancholy  for  some  deep  disappointment;  or, 
in  the  ebullience  of  joy,  is  going  out  to  meet  his  happy  des- 
tiny, the  lightly-moved  and  all-conceiving  spirit  of  the  Poet 
steps  forth,  like  the  sun  from  night  to  day,  and  with  soft 
transition  tunes  his  harp  to  joy  or  woe.  From  his  heart, 
its  native  soil,  springs  the  fair  flower  of  Wisdom  ;  and  if 
others  while  waking  dream,  and  are  pained  with  fantastic 
delusions  from  their  every  sense,  he  passes  the  dream  of 
life  like  one  awake,  and  the  strangest  event  is  to  him  no- 
thing, save  a  part  of  the  past  and  of  the  future.  And  thus 
the  Poet  is  a  teacher,  a  prophet,  a  friend  of  gods  and  men. 
How !  Thou  wouldst  have  him  descend  from  his  height  to 
some  paltry  occupation  ?  He  who  is  fashioned,  like  a  bird, 
to  hover  round  the  world,  to  nestle  on  the  lofty  summits,  to 
feed  on  flowers  and  fruits,  exchanging  gaily  one  bough  for 
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another,  he  oaght  also  to  work  at  the  plougrh  like  an  ox  ; 
like  a  dog  to  train  himself  to  the  hameas  and  draught ;  or 
perhaps,  tied  up  in  a  chain,  to  gaard  a  farm-yard  by  bis 
barking?" 

<  Werner,  it  may  well  be  supposed,  bad  listened  with  the 
greatest  surprise.  "  All  true,*'  be  rejoined,  "  if  men  were 
but  made  like  birds ;  and,  though  they  neither  span  nor 
weaved,  could  spend  peaceful  days  in  perpetual  enjoyment : 
if,  at  the  approach  of  winter,  they  could  as  easily  betake 
themselves  to  distant  regions ;  could  retire  before  scarcity, 
and  fortify  themselves  against  frost.^' 

'  '*  Poets  have  lived  so,*'  exclaimed  Wilhelm,  '^  in  times 
when  true  nobleness  was  better  reverenced  ;  and  so  should 
they  ever  live.  Sufficiently  provided  for  within,  they  had 
need  of  little  from  without ;  the  gift  of  imparting  lofty  emo- 
tions, and  glorious  images  to  men,  in  melodies  and  words 
that  charmed  the  ear^  and  fixed  themselves  inseparably  on 
whatever  they  might  touch,  of  old  enraptured  the  world, 
and  served  the  gifted  as  a  rich  inheritance*  At  the  courts 
of  kings,  at  the  tables  of  the  great,  under  the  windows  of 
the  fair,  the  sound  of  them  was  heard,  while  the  ear  and  the 
soul  were  shut  for  all  beside ;  and  men  felt,  as  we  do  when 
delight  comes  over  us,  and  we  pause  with  rapture  if,  among 
the  dingles  we  are  crossing,  the  voice  of  the  nightingale 
starts  out,  touching  and  strong.  They  found  a  home  in 
every  habitation  of  the  world,  and  the  lowlinesB  of  their 
condition  but  exalted  them  the  more.  The  hero  listened 
to  their  songs,  and  the  Conqueror  of  the  Earth  did  reve- 
rence to  a  Poet ;  for  he  felt  that,  without  poets,  his  own 
wild  and  vast  existence  would  pass  away  like  a  whirlwind, 
and  be  forgotten  for  ever.  The  lover  wished  that  he  could 
feel  his  longings  and  his  joys  so  variedly  and  so  harmoni- 
ously as  the  Poet*8  inspired  lips  had  skill  to  show  them 
forth ;  and  even  the  rich  man  could  not  of  himself  discern 
SQcb  costliness  in  his  idol  grandeurs,  as  when  they  were 
presented  to  him  shining  in  the  splendour  of  the  Poet's 
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Spirit,  sensible  to  all  worth,  and  ennobling  all.  Nay,  if  thoa 
wilt  have  it,  who  but  the  Poet  was  it  that  first  formed  Gods 
for  us ;  that  .exalted  us  to  them,  and  brought  them  down 
tousP"'» 

For  a  man  of  Groethe's  talent  to  write  many  such 
pieces  of  rhetoric,  setting  forth  the  dignity  of  poets,  and 
their  innate  independence  on  external  circumstances, 
could  be  no  very  hard  task ;  accordingly,  we  find  such 
sentiments  again  and  again  expressed,  sometimes  with 
still  more  gracefulness,  still  clearer  emphasis,  in  his  va- 
rious writings.  But  to  adopt  these  sentiments  into  his 
sober  practical  persuasion ;  in  any  measure  to  feel  and 
believe  that  such  was  still,  and  must  always  be,  the  high 
vocation  of  the  poet ;  on  this  groimd  of  universal  huma- 
nity, of  ancient  and  now  almost  forgotten  nobleness,  to 
take  his  stand,  even  in  these  trivial,  jeering,  withered, 
unbelieving  days  ;  and  through  all  their  complex,  dispirit- 
ing, mean,  yet  tumultuous  influences,  to  '  make  his  light 
shine  before  men,'  that  it  might  beautify  even  our 
'  rag-gathering  age  '  with  some  beams  of  that  mild,  di- 
vine, splendour,  which  had  long  left  us,  the  very  possi- 
bility of  which  was  denied  :  heartily  and  in  earnest  to  me- 
ditate all  this,  was  no  common  proceeding ;  to  bring  it 
into  practice,  especially  in  such  a  life  as  his  has  been,  was 
among  the  highest  and  hardest  enterprises  which  any 
man  whatever  could  engage  in.  We  reckon  this  a  greater 
novelty,  than  all  the  novelties  which  as  a  mere  writer  he 
ever  put  forth,  whether  for  praise  or  censure.  We  have 
taken  it  upon  us  to  say  that  if  such  is,  in  any  sense,  the 
state  of  the  case  with  regard  to  Goethe,  he  deserves 
not  mere  approval  as  a  pleasing  poet  and  sweet  singer ; 


*  Wilhelm  Mei9ter*»  Apprmticethipi  Book  II.  chap.  2. 
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but  deep,  grateful  study,  observance,  imitation,  as  a 
Moralist  and  Philosopher.  If  there  be  any  prohahtlity 
that  such  is  the  state  of  the  case,  we  cannot  but  reckon 
it  a  matter  well  worthy  of  being  inquired  into.  And  it 
is  for  this  only  that  we  axe  here  pleading  and  arguing. 

On  the  literary  merit  and  meaning  of  Wilhelm  MeiS' 
ter  we  have  already  said  that  we  must  not  enter  at  pre- 
sent. The  book  has  been  translated  into  English:  it 
underwent  the  usual  judgment  from  our  Reviews  and 
Magazines ;  was  to  some  a  stone  of  stumbling,  to  others 
foolishness,  to  most  an  object  of  wonder.  On  the  whole, 
it  passed  smoothly  through  the  critical  Assaying-house ; 
for  the  Assayers  have  Christian  dispositions,  and  very 
little  time ;  so  Meister  was  ranked,  without  umbrage, 
among  the  legal  coin  of  the  Minerva  Press ;  and  allowed 
to  circulate  as  copper  currency  among  the  rest.  That 
in  so  quick  a  process,  a  German  Friedrich  d*or  might 
not  slip  through  imnoticed  among  new  and  equally  bril- 
liant British  brass  Farthings,  there  is  no  warranting. 
For  our  critics  can  now  criticise  impromptu,  w  ich, 
though  far  the  readiest,  is  nowise  the  surest  plan.  Meis- 
ter is  the  mature  product  of  the  first  genius  of  our  times ; 
and  must,  one  would  think,  be  different,  in  various  res- 
pects, from  the  immature  products  of  geniuses  who  are 
far  from  the  first,  and  whose  works  spring  from  the 
brain  in  as  many  weeks  as  Gt>ethe's  cost  him  years. 

Nevertheless,  we  quarrel  with  no  man's  verdict ;  for 
Time,  which  tries  all  things,  will  try  this  also,  and  bring 
to  light  the  truth,  both  as  regards  criticism  and  thing 
criticised ;  or  sink  both  into  final  darkness,  which  like- 
wise will  be  the  truth  as  regards  them.  But  there  is 
one  censure  which  we  must  advert  to  for  a  moment,  so 
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singular  does  it  seem  to  us.  Meiater,  it  appears,  is  a 
•  vulgar '  work ;  no  *  gentleman/  we  hear  in  certain  cir- 
cles, could  have  written  it ;  few  real  gentlemen,  it  is 
insinuated,  can  like  to  read  it ;  no  real  lady,  unless  pos- 
sessed of  considerable  courage,  should  profSess  having 
read  it  at  all.  Of  (Goethe's  '  gentility.'  we  shall  leave 
all  men  to  speak  that  have  any,  even  the  fedntest  know- 
ledge of  him ;  and  with  regard  to  the  gentility  of  his 
readers,  state  only  the  following  fact.  Most  of  us 
have  heard  of  the  late  Queen  of  Prussia,  and  know  whe- 
ther or  not  she  was  genteel  enough,  and  of  real  lady- 
hood :  nay,  if  we  must  prove  everything,  her  character 
can  be  read  in  the  Life  of  Napoleon,  by  Sir  Walter 
Scott,  who  passes  for  a  judge  of  those  matters.  And 
yet  this  is  what  we  find  written  in  the  Kun$t  und  Alter- 
/Airm  for  1824:  * 

'  Books  too  have  their  pust  happiness,  which  no  chaDce 
can  take  away : 

fTer  nie  sein  Brod  mit  'Fhriinen  ass, 

Wer  nicht  die  kummervolien  Ndchte 

Aufseinem  Bette  weinend  sass, 

Der  kennt  euch  nicht,  ihr  himmlischen  MBCchteA 

*  These  heart.broken  lines  a  highly  noble-minded,  ve- 
nerated Queen  repeated  in  the  cruellest  exile,  when  cast 
forth  to  boundless  misery.     She  made  herself  familar  with 

*  Band  V.  #.  8. 
t  Who  never  ate  his  bread  in  sorrow ; 
Who  never  spent  the  darksome  honra 
Weeping  and  watching  for  the  morrow, 
He  knows  yon  not,  ye  unseen  Powers. 

mikelm  Meister,  Book  II.  diap.  13. 
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the  Book  in  which  these  words,  with  maDy  other  painftal 
experiences,  are  communicated,  and  drew  from  it  a  melan- 
choly consolation.  This  influence,  stretchings  of  itself  into 
boundless  time,  what  is  there  that  can  obliterate  ?  ' 

Here  are  strange  diversities  of  taste ;  '  national  dis* 
crepandes '  enough,  had  ¥re  time  to  investigate  them  I 
Nevertheless,  wishing  each  party  to  retain  his  own  spe* 
dal  persuasions,  so  fiar  as  they  are  honest,  and  adapted 
to  his  intellectual  position,  national  or  individual,  we 
cannot  but  believe  that  there  is  an  inward  and  essential 
Truth  in  Art ;  a  Truth  far  deeper  than  the  dictates  of 
mere  Mode,  and  which,  could  we  pierce  through  these 
dictates,  would  be  true  for  all  nations  and  all  men*  To 
arrive  at  this  Truth,  distant  from  every  one  at  first,  s^* 
proachable  by  most,  attainable  by  some  small  number, 
is  the  end  and  aim  of  all  real  study  of  Poetry.  For  such 
a  purpose,  among  others,  the  comparison  of  English 
with  foreign  judgment,  on  works  that  will  bear  judging, 
forms  no  improfitable  help*  Some  day,  we  may  trans« 
late  Friedrich  Schlegel's  Essay  on  Meister,  by  way  of 
contrast  to  our  English  animadversions  on  that  subject. 
Schlegel's  praise,  whatever  ours  might  do,  rises  suffix 
ciently  high :  neither  does  he  seem,  during  twenty  years, 
to  have  repented  of  what  he  said ;  for  we  observe  in  the 
edition  of  his  works,  at  present  publishing,  he  repeats 
the  wh(^  Character,  and  even  appends  to  it,  in  a  sepa« 
rate  sketch,  some  new  assurances  and  elucidations. 

It  may  deserve  to  be  mentioned  here  that  Meister, 
at  its  first  appearance  in  Germany,  was  received  very 
much  as  it  has  been  in  England.  Goethe's  known  cha- 
racter, indeed,  precluded  indifference  there ;  but  other- 
wise it  was  much  the  same.  The  whole  guild  of  criti« 
VOL.  I.  o 
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ciem  was  thrown  into  perplexity,  into  sorrow;  every- 
where was  dissatisfaction  open  or  concealed.  Official 
duty  impelling  them  to  speak,  some  said  one  thing,  some 
another ;  all  felt  in  secret  that  they  knew  not  what  to 
say.  Till  the  appearance  of  Schlegel's  Character^  no 
word,  that  we  have  seen,  of  the  smallest  chance  to  be 
decisive,  or  indeed  to  last  beyond  the  day,  had  been  ut- 
tered regarding  it.  Some  regretted  that  the  fire  of 
Werter  was  so  wonderfully  abated ;  whisperings  there 
might  be  about  '  lowness,'  '  heaviness ; '  some  spake 
forth  boldly  in  behalf  of  suffering  '  virtue.'  Novalis  was 
not  among  the  speakers,  but  he  censured  the  work  in 
secret,  and  this  for  a  reason  which  to  us  will  seem  the 
strangest ;  for  its  being,  as  we  should  say,  a  Benthamite 
•  work !  Many  are  the  bitter  aphorisms  we  find,  among 
his  Fragments,  directed  against  Meister  for  its  prosaic, 
mechanical,  economical,  coldhearted,  altogether  Utili- 
tarian character.  We  English  again  call  Goethe  a  mys- 
tic :  so  difficult  is  it  to  please  all  parties !  But  the  good, 
deep,  noble  Novalis  made  the  fairest  amends ;  for  not- 
withstanding all  this,  Tieck  tells  us,  if  we  remember 
rightly,  he  regularly  perused  Meister  twice  a-3rear. 

On  a  somewhat  different  groimd,  proceeded  quite 
another  sort  of  assault  firom  one  Pustkucher  of  Quedlin- 
burg.  Herr  Pustkucher  felt  afflicted,  it  would  seem,  at 
the  want  of  Patriotism  and  Religion  too  manifest  in 
Meister;  and  determined  to  take  what  vengeance  be 
could.  By  way  of  sequel  to  the  Apprenticeship,  Groetbe 
had  announced  his  Wilhelm  Meisters  Wtmderfakre*  as 


*  *  Wanderjahre  denotes  the  period  which  a  German  artisan  ia, 
*'  by  law  or  usage,  obliged  to  pass  in  travelling,  to  perfect  himself  in 
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in  a  state  of  preparation ;  but  the  book  still  lingered : 
whereupon,  in  the  interim,  forth  comes  this  Pustkucher 
with  a  Pseudo-  Wanderjahre  of  his  own ;  satirizing,  ac* 
cording  to  ability,  the  spirit  and  principles  of  the  Appren* 
ticeship.  We  have  seen  an  epigram  on  Pustkucher  and 
his  Wanderjahre,  attributed,  with  what  justice  we  know 
not,  to  Gk>ethe  himself:  whether  it  is  his  or  not,  it  is 
written  in  his  name;  and  seems  to  express  accurately 
enough  for  such  a  purpose  the  relation  between  the  par- 
ties,— in  language  which  we  had  rather  not  translate : 

Will  denn  von  Quedlinburg  aus 
Ein  neuer  Wanderer  traben  f 

Hot  dock  die  Wallfiach  seine  Laus, 
Muss  auch  die  meine  haben. 

So  much  for  Pustkucher,  and  the  rest.  The  true 
Wanderjahre  has  at  length  appeared :  the  first  volume 
has  been  before  the  world  since  1821.  This  Fragment, 
for  it  still  continues  such,  is  in  our  view  one  of  the  most 
perfect  pieces  of  composition  that  Goethe  has  ever  pro- 
duced. We  have  heard  something  of  his  being  at  present 
engaged  in  extending  or  completing  it :  what  the  whole 
may  in  his  hands  become,  we  are  anxious  to  see ;  but  the 
Wanderjahre,  even  in  its  actual  state,  can  hardly  be 
called  unfinished,  as  a  piece  of  writing;  it  coheres  so 

'  bis  craft,  after  the  conclusion  of  his  Lehrjahre  (Apprenticeship), 
'  and  before  his  Mastership  can  begin.  In  many  guilds  this  custom 
'  18  as  old  as  their  existence,  and  continues  still  to  be  indispensable : 
'  it  is  said  to  have  originated  in  the  frequent  journeys  of  the  German 
'  Emperors  to  Italy,  and  the  consequent  improvement  observed  in 
'  such  workmen  among  their  menials  as  had  attended  them  thither. 
'  Most  of  the  guilds  are  what  is  called  geschenkten,  that  is,  pre- 
*  senting,  having  presents  to  give  to  needy  wandering  brothers.' 


292  MISCBLLANtES. 

beautifully  within  itself;  and  yet  we  see  not  wbeace  the 
wondrous  landscape  came,  or  whither  it  is  stretching ; 
but  it  hangs  before  us  as  a  lairy  region,  hiding  its  borders 
on  this  side  in  light  sunny  clouds,  fading  away  on  that 
into  the  infinite  azure :  already,  we  mi^t  almost  say,  it 
gives  us  the  notion  of  a  completed  fragment,  or  the  state 
in  which  a  fragment,  not  meant  for  completion,  might 
be  left. 

But  apart  frx>m  its  environment,  and  considered 
merely  in  itself,  this  Wanderjahre  seems  to  us  a  moat 
estimable  work.  There  is,  in  truth,  a  singular  graceful- 
ness in  it ;  a  high,  melodious  Wisdom ;  so  light  is  it^  yet 
so  earnest ;  so  calm,  so  gay,  yet  so  strong  and  deep :  for 
^e  purest  spirit  of  all  Art  rests  over  it  and  breathes 
^irough  it ;  '  mild  Wisdom  is  wedded  in  living  union  to 
Harmony  divine ; '  the  Thought  of  the  Sage  is  mehed, 
we  might  say,  and  incorporated  in  the  liquid  music  of 
the  Poet.  '  It  is  called  a  Romance,'  observes  the  English 
Translator ;  '  but  it  treats  not  of  romance  characters  or. 

*  subjects ;  it  has  less  relation  to  Fielding's  Tom  Jomes, 

*  than  to  Spenser's  Faery  Queen.'  We  have  not  for- 
gotten what  is  due  to  Spenser ;  yet,  perhaps,  beside  his 
immortal  allegory  this  Wanderjahre  may,  in  &ct,  not 
unfairly  be  named ;  and  with  this  advantage,  that  it  is 
an  allegory  not  of  the  Seventeenth  century,  but  of  the 
Nineteenth ;  a  picture  full  of  expressiveness,  of  what  men 
are  striving  for,  and  ought  to  strive  for,  in  these  actual 
days.  '  The  scene,'  we  are  further  told,  '  is  not  laid  oa 
'  this  firm  earth ;  but  in  a  fail  Utopia  of  Art  and  Science 

*  and  free  Activity ;  the  figures,  light  and  aeriform,  cmne 
'  unlocked  for,  and  melt  away  abruptly,  like  the  pageants 
'  of  Prospero,  in  his  Enchanted  Island.'    We  venture  to 
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add,  that»  like  Prospero's  Island,  tiiis  too  is  drawn  from 
the  inifrard  depths,  the  purest  sphere  of  poetic  inspira* 
tion :  ever,  as  we  read  it,  the  images  of  old  Italian  Art 
flit  hefore  us ;  the  gay  tints  of  Titian ;  the  quaint  grace 
of  Domenichino ;  sometiines  the  clear,  yet  unfisUiiomable 
depth  of  Ra&elle ;  and  whatever  else  we  have  known  or 
dreamed  of  in  that  rich  old  genial  w(»rld. 

As  it  is  Groethe's  moral  sentiments,  and  culture  as  a 
man,  that  we  have  made  our  chief  ohject  in  this  survey, 
we  would  fEun  give  some  adequate  specimen  of  the  Wan» 
derjakre,  where,  as  appears  to  us,  these  are  to  he  traced 
in  their  last  degree  of  clearness  and  completeness.  But 
to  do  this,  to  find  a  specimen  that  should  be  adequate* 
were  difficult,  or  rather  impossible.  How  shall  we  divicte 
what  is  in  itself  one  and  indivisible?  How  shall  the 
fraction  of  a  complex  picture  give  us  any  idea  of  the  so 
beautiful  whole  ?  Nevertheless,  we  shall  refer  our  readers 
to  the  Tenth  and  Eleventh  Chapters  of  the  Wanderjahre  ; 
where,  in  poetic  and  symbolic  style,  they  will  find  a 
sketch  of  the  nature,  objects,  and  present  ground  of 
Religious  Belief,  which,  if  they  have  ever  reflected  duly 
on  that  matter,  will  hardly  fail  to  interest  them.  They 
will  find  these  chapters,  if  we  mistake  not,  worthy  of 
deep  consideration ;  for  this  is  the  merit  of  Gk)ethe :  his 
Tnaxima  will  bear  study ;  nay  they  require  it,  and  improve 
by  it  more  and  more.  They  come  from  the  depths  of  his 
mind,  and  are  not  in  their  place  till  they  have  reached 
the  depths  of  ours.  The  wisest  man,  we  believe,  may 
see  in  them  a  reflex  of  his  own  wisdom :  but  to  him  who 
IB  Still  learning,  they  become  as  seeds  of  knowledge; 
they  take  root  in  the  mind,  and  ramify,  as  we  meditate 
them,  into  a  whole  garden  of  thought.    The  sketch  we 
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mentioned  is  far  too  long  for  being  extracted  here :  how- 
ever, we  give  some  scattered  portions  of  it,  which  the 
reader  will  accept  with  fair  allowance.  As  the  wild  sui- 
cidal Night-thoughts  of  Werter  formed  our  first  extract, 
this  by  way  of  counterpart  may  be  the  last.  We  must 
fancy  Wilhelm  in  the  '  Pedagogic  province,'  proceeding 
towards  the  '  Chief,  or  the  Three,'  with  intent  to  place 
his  son  under  their  charge,  in  that  wonderful  region, 
'  where  he  was  to  see  so  many  singularities.' 

*  Wilhelm  had  already  noticed  that  in  the  cut  and  colour 
of  the  young  people's  clothes  a  variety  prevailed,  which 
gave  the  whole  tiny  population  a  peculiar  aspect :  he  iras 
about  to  question  his  attendant  on  this  point,  when  a  still 
stranger  observation  forced  itself  upon  him :  all  the  children, 
how  employed  soever,  luid  down  their  work,  and  turned, 
with  singular  yet  diverse  gestures,  towards  the  party  riding 
past  them ;  or  rather,  as  it  was  easy  to  infer,  towards  the 
Overseer,  M'ho  was  in  it.  The  youngest  laid  their  arms 
crosswise  over  their  breasts,  and  looked  cheerfully  up  to  the 
sky ;  those  of  middle  size  held  their  hands  on  their  backs, 
and  looked  smiling  on  the  ground;  the  eldest  stood  with  a 
frank  and  spirited  air;  their  arms  stretched  down,  they 
turned  their  heads  to  the  right,  and  formed  themselves  into 
a  line;  whereas  the  others  kept  separate,  each  where  he 
chanced  to  be. 

*  The  riders  having  stopped  and  dismounted  here,  as 
several  children,  in  their  various  modes,  were  standing  forth 
to  be  inspected  by  the  Overseer,  Wilhelm  asked  the  meaning 
of  these  gestures ;  but  Felix  struck  in  and  cried  gaily : 
««  What  posture  am  1  to  take  then?"  «•  Without  doubt," 
said  the  Overseer,  "  the  first  posture :  the  arms  over  the 
breast,  the  face  earnest  and  cheerful  towards  the  sky." 
Felix  obeyed,  but  soon  cried :  **  This  is  not  much  to  my 
taste ;  I  see  nothing  up  there :  does  it  last  long?  But  yea ! 
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exclaimed  he  joyfully,  '*  yonder  are  a  pair  of  falcons  flying 
from  the  west  to  the  east :  that  is  a  good  sign  too  ? ''  — 
"  As  thou  takest  it,  as  thou  hehavest,"  said  the  other : 
**  Now  mingle  among  them  as  they  mingle."  He  gave  a 
signal,  and  the  children  leA  their  postures,  and  again  betook 
them  to  work  or  sport  as  before.' 

Wilhelm  a  second  time  '  asks  the  meaning  of  these 
gestures ; '  but  the  Overseer  is  not  at  liberty  to  throw 
much  light  on  the  matter ;  mentions  only  that  they  are 
symbolical,  '  nowise  mere  grimaces,  but  have  a  moral 
'  purport,  which  perhaps  the  Chief  or  the  Threb  may 
'  fisurther  explain  to  him.'  The  children  themselves,  it 
would  seem,  only  know  it  in  part ;  '  secrecy  having  many 
'  advantages ;  for  when  you  tell  a  man  at  once  and  straight 
'  forward  the  purpose  of  any  object,  he  fsmcies  there  is 
'  nothing  in  it.'  By  and  by,  however,  having  left  Felix 
by  the  way,  and  parted  with  the  Overseer,  Wilhelm 
arrives  at  the  abode  of  the  Three  '  who  preside  over 
sacred  things,'  and  from  whom  farther  satisfaction  is  to 
be  looked  for. 

'  Wilhelm  had  now  reached  the  gate  of  a  wooded  vale, 
surrounded  with  high  walls:  on  a  certain  sign,  the  little 
door  opened,  and  a  man  of  earnest,  imposing  look  received 
our  Traveller.  The  latter  found  himself  in  a  large  beauti- 
fully umbrageous  space,  decked  with  the  richest  foliage, 
shaded  with  trees  and  bushes  of  all  sorts ;  while  stately  walls 
and  magnificent  buildings  were  discerned  only  in  glimpses 
through  thb  thick  natural  boscage.  A  friendly  reception 
from  the  Three,  who  by  and  by  appeared,  at  last  turned  into 
a  general  conversation,  the  substance  of  which  we  now  pre- 
sent in  an  abbreviated  shape. 

*  **  Since  you  entrust  your  son  to  us,"  said  they,  '*  it  is 
fair  that  we  admit  you  to  a  closer  view  of  our  procedure. 
Of  what  is  external  you  have  seen  much  that  does  not  bear 
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its  meaning  on  its  front    What  part  of  this  do  you  wish  to 
bave  explained  P  " 

*  **  Dignified  yet  singular  gestures  of  salutation  I  have 
noticed ;  the  import  of  which  I  would  gladly  learn  :  with 
you,  doubtless,  the  exterior  has  a  reference  to  the  interior, 
and  inversely ;  let  me  know  what  this  reference  is." 

« ««  Well-formed  healthy  children,"  replied  the  Three, 
**  bring  much  into  the  world  along  with  them ;  Nature  has 
given  to  each  whatever  he  requires  for  time  and  duration ; 
to  unfold  this  is  our  duty ;  often  it  unfolds  itself  better  of 
its  own  accord.  One  thing  there  is,  however,  which  no 
child  brings  into  the  world  with  him;  and  yet  it  is  on  this 
one  thing  that  all  depends  for  making  man  in  every  point  a 
man.  If  you  can  discover  it  yoiuvelf,  speak  it  out."  Wil- 
helm  thought  a  little  while,  then  shook  his  head. 

*  The  Three,  after  a  suitable  pause,  exclaimed,  **  Reve- 
rence ! "  Wilhelm  seemed  to  hesitate.  '<  Reverence ! "  cried 
they,  a  second  time.     **  All  want  it,  perhaps  yourself." 

'  **  Three  kinds  of  gestures  you  have  seen ;  and  we  incul- 
cate a  threefold  reverence,  which  when  commingled  and 
formed  into  one  whole,  attains  its  full  force  and  effect  The 
first  is  Reverence  for  what  is  Above  us.  That  posture,  the 
arms  crossed  over  the  breast,  the  look  turned  joyfully  to* 
wards  heaven;  that  is  what  we  have  enjoined  on  young 
children ;  requiring  from  them  thereby  a  testimony  that 
there  is  a  Ood  above,  who  images  and  reveals  himself  in 
parents,  teachers,  superiors.  Then  comes  the  second ; 
Reverence  for  what  is  Under  us.  Those  hands  folded  over 
the  back,  and  as  it  were  tied  together ;  that  down-turned 
smiling  look,  announce  that  we  are  to  regard  the  earth  with 
attention  and  cheerfulness  :  from  the  bounty  of  the  earth  we 
are  nourished :  the  earth  affords  unutterable  joys ;  but  dis- 
proportionate sorrows  she  also  brings  us.  Should  one  of 
our  children  do  himself  external  hurt,  blameably  or  blame- 
lessly; should  others  hurt  him  accidentally  or  purposely ; 
should  dead  involuntary  matter  do  him  hurt ;  then  let  him 
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well  consider  it ;  for  such  dangers  will  attend  him  all  his 
days*  But  from  this  posture  we  delay  not  to  free  our  pupil, 
the  instant  we  become  convinced  that  the*  instruction  con- 
nected with  it  has  produced  sufficient  influence  on  him. 
Then,  on  the  contrary,  we  bid  him  gather  courage,  and, 
turning  to  his  comrades,  range  himself  along  with  them. 
Now,  at  last,  he  stands  forth,  frank  and  bold ;  not  selfishly 
isolated ;  only  in  combination  with  his  equals  does  he  front 
the  world.     Farther  we  have  nothing  to  add." 

*  "  I  see  a  glimpse  of  it ! "  said  Wilhelm.  *«  Are  not 
the  mass  of  men  so  marred  and  stinted,  because  they  take 
pleasure  only  in  the  element  of  evil-wishing  and  evil- 
speaking  ?  Whoever  gives  himself  to  this,  soon  comes  to 
be  indifferent  towards  God,  contemptuous  towards  the  world, 
spiteful  towards  his  equals ;  and  the  true,  genuine,  indis- 
pensable sentiment  of  self-estimation  corrupts  into  self- 
conceit  and  presumption.  Allow  me,  however,"  continued 
he,  *'  to  state  one  difficulty.  You  say  that  reverence  is  not 
natural  to  man  :  now  has  not  the  reverence  or  fear  of  rude 
people  for  violent  convulsions  of  nature,  or  other  inexpli- 
cable mysteriously  foreboding  occurrences,  been  heretofore 
regarded  as  the  germ  out  of  which  a  higher  feeling,  a  purer 
sentiment,  was  by  degrees  to  be  developed?" 

'  **  Nature  is  indeed  adequate  to  fear,"  replied  they,  *'  but 
to  reverence  not  adequate.  Men  fear  a  known  or  unknown 
powerful  being ;  the  strong  seeks  to  conquer  it,  the  weak 
to  avoid  it ;  both  endeavour  to  get  quit  of  it,  and  feel  them- 
selves happy  when  for  a  short  season  they  have  put  it  aside, 
and  their  nature  has  in  some  degree  restored  itself  to  free- 
dom and  independence.  The  natural  man  repeats  this 
operation  millions  of  times  in  the  course  of  his  life  ;  from 
fear  he  struggles  to  freedom ;  from  freedom  he  is  driven 
back  to  fear,  and  so  makes  no  advancement.  To  fear  is  easy, 
but  grievous ;  to  reverence  is  difficult,  but  satisfactory.  Man 
does  not  willingly  submit  himself  to  reverence,  or  rather  he 
never  so  submits  himself:    it  is  a  higher  sense  which  must 
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be  communicated  to  bis  nature ;  wbich  only  in  some  favour- 
ed  individuals  unfolds  itself  spoataneously,  wbo  on  this  ac- 
count too  have  of  old  been  looked  upon  as  Saints  and  Gods. 
Here  lies  the  worth,  here  lies  the  business  of  all  true  Reli- 
gions, whereof  there  are  likewise  only  three,  according  to 
the  objects  towards  which  they  direct  our  devotion." 

'  The  men  paused;  Wilhelm  reflected  for  a  time  in 
silence ;  but  feeling  in  himself  no  pretension  to  unfold 
these  strange  words,  he  requested  the  Sages  to  proceed 
with  their  exposition.  They  immediately  complied.  ''No 
Religion  that  grounds  itself  on  fear,"  said  they,  ''  is  re- 
garded among  us.  With  the  reverence  to  which  a  mao 
should  give  dominion  in  his  mind,  he  can,  in  paying  honour, 
keep  his  own  honour ;  he  is  not  disunited  with  himself  as  in 
the  former  case.  The  Religion,  which  depends  on  Reve* 
rence  for  what  is  Above  us,  we  denominate  the  Edinic ;  it 
is  the  Religion  of  the  Nations,  and  the  first  happy  deliver- 
ance from  a  degrading  fear :  all  Heathen  religions,  as  we 
call  them,  are  of  this  sort,  whatsoever  names  they  miiy  bear. 
The  Second  Religion,  which  founds  itself  on  Reverence 
for  what  is  Around  us,  we  denominate  the  Philosophical ; 
for  the  Philosopher  stations  himself  in  the  middle,  and  must 
draw  down  to  him  all  that  is  higher,  and  up  to  him  all  that 
is  lower,  and  only  iu  this  medium  condition  does  he  merit 
the  title  of  Wise.  Here  as  he  surveys  with  clear  sight  his 
relation  to  bis  equals,  and  therefore  to  the  whole  human 
race,  his  relation  likewise  to  all  other  earthly  circumstances 
and  arrangements  necessary  or  accidental,  he  alone,  in  a 
cosmic  sense,  lives  in  Truth.  But  now  we  have  to  speak 
of  the  Third  Religion,  grounded  on  Reverence  for  what  is 
Under  us  :  this  we  name  the  Christian ;  as  in  the  Chris- 
tian Religion  such  a  temper  is  the  most  distinctly  manifest- 
ed :  it  is  a  last  step  to  which  mankind  were  fitted  and 
destined  to  attain.  But  what  a  task  was  it,  not  only  to  be 
patient  with  the  Earth,  and  let  it  lie  beneath  us,  we  appeal- 
ing  to  a  higher  birthplace ;  but  also  to  recognise  humility 
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and  poverty,  mockery  and  despite,  disgrace  and  wretched- 
ness, suiFeriog  and  death,  to  recognise  these  things  as 
divine;  nay^  even  on  sin  and  crime  to  look  not  as  hinder, 
ances,  but  to  honour  and  love  them  as  furtherances,  of 
what  is  holy.  Of  this,  indeed,  we  find  some  traces  in  all 
ages :  but  the  trace  is  not  the  goal ;  and  this  being  now  at- 
tained,  the  human  species  cannot  retrograde ;  and  we  may 
say  that  the  Christian  Religion,  having  once  appeared, 
cannot  again  vanish  ;  having  once  assumed  its  divine  shape, 
can  be  subject  to  no  dissolution. 

*  ^  To  which  of  these  Religions  do  you  specially  ad- 
here?" inquired  Wilhelm. 

*  "  To  all  the  three,"  replied  they,  **  for  in  their  union 
they  produce  what  may  properly  be  called  the  true  Religion. 
Out  of  those  three  Reverence^  springs  the  highest  Reverence, 
Reverence  for  Oneself,  and  tbeseagain  unfold  themselves 
from  this;  so  that  man  attains  the  highest  elevation  of 
which  he  is  capable,  that  of  being  justified  in  reckoning 
himself  the  Best  that  God  and  Nature  have  produced ;  nay, 
of  being  able  to  continue  on  this  lofty  eminence,  without 
being  again  by  selfconceit  and  presumption  drawn  down 
from  it  into  the  vulgar  level."  ' 

The  Three  undertake  to  admit  him  into  the  interior 
of  their  Sanctuary ;  whither,  accordingly,  he,  *  at  the 
hand  of  the  Eldest,'  proceeds  on  the  morrow.  Sorry 
are  we  that  we  cannot  follow  them  into  the  '  octagonal 
hall/  so  full  of  paintings,  and  the  '  gallery  open  on  one 
'  aide,  and  stretching  round  a  spacious,  gay,  flowery  gar- 
'  den.'  It  is  a  beautiful  figurative  representation,  by  pic- 
tures and  symbols  of  Art,  of  the  First  and  the  Second 
Religions,  the  Ethnic  and  the  Philosophical ;  for  the 
former  of  which  the  pictures  have  heen  composed  from 
the  Old  Testament ;  for  the  latter  from  the  New.  We 
can  only  make  room  for  some  small  portions. 
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*  **  I  observe,"  said  Wilbelm,  "  yon  have  done  the  Is- 
raelites the  honour  to  select  their  history  as  the  groandwork 
of  this  delineation,  or  rather  yon  have  made  it  the  leading 
object  there.'* 

*  *•  As  you  see,"  replied  the  Eldest;  **  for  you  will  re- 
mark, that  on  the  socles  and  friezes  we  have  introduced 
another  series  of  transactions  and  occurrences,  not  so  much 
of  a  synchronistic  as  of  a  symphronistic  kind ;  since,  among 
all  nations,  we  discover  records  of  a  similar  import,  and 
grounded  on  the  same  facts.  Thus  you  perceive  here,  while, 
in  the  main  field  of  the  picture,  Abraham  receives  a  visit 
from  his  gods  in  the  form  of  fair  youths,  Apollo  among  the 
herdsmen  of  Admetus  is  painted  above  on  the  freeze.  From 
which  we  may  learn,  that  the  gods,  when  they  appear  to 
men,  are  commonly  unrecognised  of  them." 

*  The  friends  walked  on.  Wilhelm,  for  the  most  part,  met 
with  well-known  objects ;  but  they  were  here  exhibited  in  a 
livelier,  more  expressive  manner,  than  he  had  been  used  to 
see  them.  On  some  few  matters,  he  requested  explanation, 
and  at  last  could  not  help  returning  to  his  former  question  : 
**  Why  the  Israelitish  history  had  been  chosen  in  preference 
to  all  others  P  " 

'  The  Eldest  answered  :  **  Among  all  Heathen  religions, 
for  such  also  is  the  Israelitish,  this  has  the  most  distin- 
guished advantages ;  of  which  I  shall  mention  only  a  few^ 
At  the  Ethnic  judgment-seat ;  at  the  judgment-seat  of  the 
God  of  Nations,  it  is  not  asked  whether  this  is  the  best,  the 
most  excellent  nation  ;  but  whether  it  lasts,  whether  it  has 
continued  The  Israelitish  people  never  was  good  for  much, 
-as  its  own  leaders,  judges,  rulers,  prophets,  have  a  thousand 
times  reproachfully  declared ;  it  possesses  few  virtues,  and 
most  of  the  faults  of  other  nations  :  but  in  cohesion,  stead- 
iastness,  valour,  and,  when  all  this  would  not  serve,  in  ob- 
stinate toughness,  it  has  no  match.  It  is  the  mostperseverant 
nation  in  the  world  ;  it  is,  it  was,  and  it  will  be,  to  glorify 
the  name  of  Jehovah  through  all  ages.    We  have  set  it  up, 
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therefore,  as  the  pattern  figure;  as  the  main  figure,  to 
wfaicli  the  others  only  senre  as  a  frame/' 

'  ^  It  becomes  not  me  to  dispute  with  you,"  said  WiU 
helm,  **  since  you  have  instruction  to  impart*  Open  to  me, 
therefore,  the  other  advantages  of  this  people,  or  rather 
of  its  history,  of  its  religion." 

*  **  One  chief  advantage,"  said  the  other,  **  is  its  excel- 
lent collection  of  Sacred  Books.  These  stand  so  happily 
combined  together,  that  even  out  of  the  most  diverse  ele* 
ments,  the  feeling  of  a  whole  still  rises  before  us.  They 
are  complete  enough  to  satisfy ;  fragmentary  enough  to 
excite  ;  barbarous  enough  to  rouse ;  tender  enough  to  ap- 
pease ;  and  for  how  many  other  contradicting  merits  might 
not  these  Books,  might  not  this  one  Book,  be  praised  ?  " 

*  Thus  wandering  on,  they  had  now  reached  the  gloomy 
and  perplexed  periods  of  the  History,  the  destruction  of 
the  City  and  the  Temple,  the  murder,  exile,  slavery  of 
whole  masses  of  this  stiffhecked  people.  Its  subsequent 
fortunes  were  delineated  in  a  cunning  allegorical  way ;  a 
real  historical  delineation  of  them  would  have  lain  without 
the  limits  of  true  Art. 

'  At  this  point,  the  gallery  abruptly  terminated  in  a 
closed  door,  and  Wilhelm  was  surprised  to  see  himself 
already  at  the  end.  **  In  your  historical  series,"  said  he, 
"  I  find  a  chasm.  You  have  df  stroyed  the  Temple  of  Jeru- 
salem,  and  dispersed  the  people ;  yet  you  have  not  intro. 
daced  the  divine  Man  who  taught  there  shortly  before ;  to 
whom,  shortly  before,  they  would  give  no  ear." 

*  "  To  have  done  this,  as  you  require  it,  would  have  been 
an  error.  The  life  of  that  divine  Man,  whom  you  allude  to, 
stands  in  no  connexion  with  the  general  history  of  the  world 
in  his  time.  It  was  a  private  life:  his  teaching  was  a 
teaching  for  individuals.  What  has  publicly  befallen  vast 
masses  of  people,  and  the  minor  parts  which  compose  them, 
belongs  to  the  general  History  of  the  World,  to  the  gene- 
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ral  Religion  of  the  World ;  the  Relifnon  we  have  ii«med 
the  First.  What  inwardly  befalls  indiFiduals  belongs  to 
the  Second  Religion,  the  Philosophical :  such  a  Relig^ioa 
was  it  that  Christ  taught  and  practised,  so  long  as  he  went 
about  on  Earth.  For  this  reason,  the  external  here  cloaes, 
and  I  now  open  to  you  the  internal." 

'  A  door  went  back,  and  they  entered  a  similar  gallery ; 
where  Wilbelm  soon  recognised  a  corresponding  series  of 
Pictures  from  the  New  Testament.  They  seemed  as  if  by 
another  hand  than  the  first :  all  was  softer ;  forms,  move* 
ments,  accompaniments,  light,  and  colouring.' 

Into  this  second  gallery,  with  its  strange  doctrine 
about  '  Miracles  and  Parables/  the  characteristic  of  the 
Philosophical  Religion,  we  cannot  enter  for  the  present, 
yet  must  give  one  hurried  glance.  Wilhelm  expresses 
some  surprise  that  these  delineations  terminate  "  with 
the  Supper,  with  the  scene  where  the  Master  and  his 
Disciples  part."  He  inquires  for  the  remaining  portion 
of  the  history. 

'  "  In  all  sorts  of  instruction,"  said  the  Eldest,  **  in  all 
sorts  of  communication,  we  are  fond  of  separating  whatever 
it  is  possible  to  separate ;  for  by  this  means  alone  can  the 
notion  of  importance  and  peculiar  significance  arise  in  the 
young  mind.  A  ctual  experience  of  itself  mingles  and  mixes 
all  things  together :  here,  accordingly,  we  have  entirely  dis- 
joined that  sublime  Man's  life  from  its  termination.  In 
life,  he  appears  as  a  true  Philosopher, —  let  not  the  expres- 
sion stagger  you,  —  as  a  Wise  Man  in  the  highest  sense. 
He  stands  firm  to  his  point ;  he  goes  on  his  way  inflexibly, 
and  while  he  exalts  the  lower  to  himself,  while  he  makes  the 
ignorant,  the  poor,  the  sick,  partakers  of  his  wisdom,  of  his 
riches,  of  his  strength,  he,  on  the  other  hand,  in  no  wise 
conceals  his  divine  origin  ;  he  dares  to  equal  himself  with 
God,  nay  to  declare  that  he  himself  is  Ood.  In  this  man- 
ner is  he  wont,  from  youth  upwards,  to  astound  his  familiar 
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friends ;  of  these  he  gains  a  part  to  his  own  cause ;  irritates 
the  rest  against  bim  ;  and  shows  to  all  men,  who  are  aiming 
at  a  certain  elevation  in  doctrine  and  life,  what  they  have 
to  look  for  from  the  world.  And  thus,  for  the  nohle  portion 
of  mankind,  his  walk  and  conversation  are  even  more  in- 
structive and  profitable  than  his  death  :  for  to  those  trials 
every  one  is  called,  to  this  trial  but  a  few.  Now,  omitting 
all  that  results  from  this  consideration,  do  but  look  at  the 
touching  scene  of  the  Last  Supper.  Here  the  Wise  Man,  as 
it  ever  is,  leaves  those  that  are  his  own,  utterly  orphaned  be- 
hind bim ;  and  while  be  is  careful  for  the  Good,  he  feeds 
along  with  them  a  traitor,  by  whom  he  and  the  Better  are 
to  be  destroyed." ' 

This  seems  to  us  to  have  '  a  deep,  still  meaning ; ' 
and  the  longer  and  closer  we  examine  it,  the  more  it 
pleases  us.  Wilhelm  is  not  admitted  into  the  shrine  of 
the  Third  Religion,  the  Christian,  or  that  of  which 
Christ's  sufferings  and  death  were  the  s3rmbol,  as  his 
walk  and  conversation  had  been  the  symbol  of  the 
Second,  or  Philosophical  Religion.  "  That  last  Reli- 
gion," it  is  said, — 

< ''  That  last  Religion  which  arises  from  the  Reverence 
of  what  is  Beneath  us ;  that  veneration  of  the  contradictory, 
the  hated,  the  avoided,  we  give  to  each  of  our  pupils,  in  small 
portions,  by  way  of  outfit,  along  with  him  into  the  world, 
merely  that  he  may  know  where  more  is  to  be  had,  should 
such  a  want  spring  up  within  him.  I  invite  you  to  return 
hither  at  the  end  of  a  year,  to  attend  our  general  Festival, 
and  see  how  far  your  son  is  advanced :  then  shall  you  be 
admitted  into  the  Sanctuary  of  Sorrow." 

*  **  Permit  me  one  question,"  said  Wilhelm :  "  as  you 
have  set  up  the  life  of  this  divine  Man  for  a  pattern  and  ex- 
ample, have  you  likewise  selected  his  sufferings,  his  death, 
as  a  model  of  exalted  patience  ?  " 
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« "  Undoubtedly  we  have,"  replied  the  Eldent,  "  Of 
this  we  make  no  secret ;  but  we  draw  a  veil  over  those 
suflRerings,  even  because  we  reverence  them  so  highly.  We 
hold  it  a  damnable  audacity  to  bring  forth  that  tortoring 
Gross,  and  the  Holy  One  who  suffers  on  it,  or  to  expose 
them  to  the  light  of  the  Sun,  which  hid  its  face  when  a 
reckless  world  forced  such  a  sight  on  it ;  to  take  these  my»* 
terious  secrets,  in  which  the  divine  depth  of  Sorrow  lies 
hid,  and  play  with  them,  fondle  them,  trick  them  oat,  and 
rest  not  till  the  most  reverend  of  all  solemnities  appears  vul- 
gar and  paltry.  Let  so  much  for  the  present  suffice  — 
•  •  •  The  rest  we  must  still  owe  you  for  a  twelvemonth. 
The  instruction,  which  in  the  interim  we  give  the  children, 
n^  stranger  is  allowed  to  witness :  then,  however,  come  to 
us,  and  you  will  hear  what  our  best  Speakers  think  it  ser- 
viceable to  make  public  on  those  matters.' 


» > 


Could  we  hope  that,  in  its  present  disjointed  state, 
this  emblematic  sketch  would  rise  before  the  minds  of 
our  readers,  in  any  measure  as  it  stood  before  the  mind 
of  the  writer  ;  that,  in  considering  it,  they  might  seize 
only  an  outline  of  those  many  meanings  which,  at  less 
or  greater  depth,  lie  hidden  under  it,  we  should  antici- 
pate their  thanks  for  having,  a  first  or  a  second  time, 
brought  it  before  them.  As  it  is,  believing  that,  to  open- 
minded  truth-seeking  men,  the  deliberate  words  of  an 
open-minded  truth- seeking  man  can  in  no  case  be  wholly 
unintelligible,  nor  the  words  of  such  a  man  as  Gbethe 
indiiFerent,  we  have  transcribed  it  for  their  perusal.  If 
we  induce  them  to  turn  to  the  original,  and  study  this 
in  its  completeness,  with  so  much  else  that  environs  it, 
and  bears  on  it,  they  will  thank  us  still  more.  To  our 
own  judgment  at  least,  there  is  a  fine  and  pure  signifi- 
cance in  this  whole  delineation :  such  phrases  even  as 
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•  the  Sanctuary  of  Sorrow,*  *  the  divine  depth  of  Sorrow,* 
have  of  themselves  a  pathetic  wbdom  for  us  ;  as  indeed 
a  tone  of  devoutness,  of  cahn,  mild,  priestlike  dignity 
pervades  the  whole.  In  a  time  like  ours,  it  is  rare  to 
see,  in  the  writings  of  cultivated  men,  any  opinion  wh«t« 
ever  bearing  any  mark  of  sincerity  on  such  a  subject  as 
this :  yet  it  is  and  continues  the  highest  subject,  and 
they  that  are  highest  are  most  fit  for  studying  it,  and 
helping  others  to  study  it. 

Groethe's  Wanderjahre  was  published  in  his  seventy *- 
second  year;  Werter  in  his  twenty-fifth :  thus  in  passing 
between  these  two  works,  and  over  Meisters  Lehrjakre, 
which  stands  nearly  midway,  we  have  glanced  over  a 
space  of  almost  fifty  years,  including  within  them,  of 
course,  whatever  was  most  important  in  his  public  or 
private  history.  By  means  of  these  quotations,  so  di- 
verse in  their  tone,  we  meant  to  make  it  visible  that  a 
great  change  had  taken  place  in  the  moral  disposition  of 
the  man  ;  a  change  from  inward  imprisonment,  doubt, 
and  discontent,  into  freedom,  belief,  and  clear  activity : 
such  a  change  as,  in  our  opinion,  must  take  place,  more 
or  less  consciously,  in  every  character  that,  especially  in 
these  times,  attains  to  spiritual  manhood ;  and  in  cha- 
racters possessing  any  thoughtfulness  and  sensibility,  will 
seldom  take  place  without  a  too  painful  consciousness, 
without  bitter  conflicts,  in  which  the  character  itself  is 
too  often  msdmed  and  impoverished,  tod  which  end  too 
often  not  in  victory,  but  in  defeat,  or  fetal  compromise 
with  the  enemy.  Too  often,  we  may  well  say ;  for 
though  many  gird  on  the  harness,  few  bear  it  warrior- 
like ;  still  fewer  put  it  off  with  triumph.  Among  our 
own  poets,  Byron  was  almost  the  only  man  we  saw  faith- 
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fully  and  manfully  struggling,  to  the  end,  in  this  cause; 
and  be  died  while  the  victory  was  still  doubtful,  or  at 
best,  only  beginning  to  be  gained.  We  have  already 
stated  our  opinion,  that  Goethe's  success  in  this  matter 
has  been  more  complete  than  that  of  any  other  man  in 
his  age ;  nay  that,  in  the  strictest  sense,  he  may  almost 
be  called  the  only  one  that  has  so  succeeded.  On  this 
ground,  were  it  on  no  other,  we  have  ventured  to  say, 
that  his  spiritual  history  and  procedure  must  deserve  at- 
tention ;  that  his  opinions,  his  creations,  his  mode  of 
thought,  his  whole  picture  of  the  woild  as  it  dweUs 
within  him,  must  to  his  contemporaries  be  an  inquiry  of 
no  common  interest ;  of  an  interest  altogether  peculiar, 
and  not  in  this  degree  exampled  in  existing  literature. 
These  things  can  be  but  imperfectly  stated  here,  and 
must  be  left,  not  in  a  state  of  demonstration,  but,  at 
the  utmost,  of  loose  fluctuating  probability;  nevertihe- 
less,  if  inquired  into,  they  will  be  found  to  have  a  predse 
enough  meaning,  and,  as  we  believe,  a  hi^ly  important 
one. 

For  the  rest,  what  sort  of  mind  it  is  that  has  passed 
through  this  change,  that  has  gained  this  victory ;  how 
rich  and  high  a  mind ;  how  learned  by  study  in  all  that 
is  wisest,  by  experience  in  all  that  is  most  complex,  the 
brightest  as  well  as  the  blackest,  in  man's  existence ; 
gifted  with  what  insight,  with  what  grace  and  power  of 
utterance,  we  shall  not  for  the  present  attempt  discuss* 
ing.  All  these  the  reader  will  learn,  who  studies  his 
writings  with  such  attention  as  they  merit :  and  by  no 
other  means.  Of  Goethe's  dramatic,  lyrical,  didactic 
poems,  in  their  thousandfold  expressiveness,  for  they  are 
full  of  expressiveness,  we  can  here  say  nothing.  But  in 
every  department  of  Literature,  of  Art  ancient  and  mo- 
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dem,  in  many  provinces  of  Science,  we  shall  often  meet 
him ;  and  hope  to  have  other  occasions  of  estimating 
what,  in  these  respects,  we  and  all  men  owe  him. 

IVo  circumstances,  meanwhile,  we  have  remarked, 
which  to  us  throw  light  on  the  nature  of  his  original 
fiftculty  for  Poetry,  and  go  fieur  to  convince  us  of  the  Mas- 
tery he  has  attained  in  that  art :  these  we  may  here 
state  briefly,  for  the  judgment  of  such  as  already  know 
his  writings,  or  the  heip  of  such  as  are  beginning  to 
know  them.  The  first  is  his  singularly  emblematic  in- 
tellect ;  his  perpetual  never-feuling  tendency  to  trans- 
form into  shape,  into  life,  the  opinion,  the  feeling  that 
may  dwell  in  him ;  which,  in  its  widest  sense,  we  reckon 
to  be  essentially  the  grand  problem  of  the  Poet.  We 
do  not  mean  mere  metaphor  and  rhetorical  trope :  these 
are  but  the  exterior  concern,  often  but  the  scaffolding  of 
the  edifice,  which  is  to  be  built  up  (within  our  thoughts) 
by  means  of  them.  In  allusions,  in  similitudes,  though 
no  one  known  to  us  is  happier,  many  are  more  copious, 
than  Goethe.  But  we  find  this  faculty  of  his  in  the 
very  essence  of  his  intellect ;  and  trace  it  alike  in  the 
quiet  cunning  epigram,  the  allegory,  the  quaint  device, 
reminding  us  of  some  Quarles  or  Bunyan  ;  and  in  the 
Fttusts,  the  Tassos,  the  Mignons,  which  in  their  pure 
and  genuine  personality,  may  almost  remind  us  of  the 
Artels  and  Hamlets  of  Shakspeare.  Everything  has 
form,  everything  has  visual  existence ;  the  poet's  ima- 
gination bodies  forth  the  forms  of  things  unseen,  his  pen 
turns  them  to  shape.  This,  as  a  natural  endowment, 
exists  in  Ooethe,  we  conceive,  to  a  very  high  degree. 

The  other  characteristic  of  his  mind,  which  proves 
to  us  his  acqiiired  mastery  in  art,  as  this  shows  us  the 
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extent  of  his  origmal  capacity  for  it,  is  his  wonderful 
variety,  nay  universality ;  his  entire  freedom  from  Man- 
nerism. We  read  Gt>ethe  for  years,  before  we  come  to 
see  wherein  the  distinguishing  peculiarity  of  his  under- 
standing, of  his  disposition,  even  of  his  way  of  writing, 
consists.  It  seems  quite  a  simple  style  that  of  his ;  re- 
markable chiefly  for  its  calmness,  its  perspicuity,  in  short 
its  commonness ;  and  yet  it  is  the  most  uncommon  of 
all  styles :  we  feel  as  if  every  one  might  imitate  it,  and 
yet  it  is  inimitable.  As  hard  is  it  to  discover  in  his 
writings, — though  there  also,  as  in  every  man's  writings, 
the  character  of  the  writer  must  lie  recorded,  — what 
sort  of  spiritual  construction  he  has,  what  are  his  tem- 
per, his  affections,  his  individual  specialities.  For  all 
lives  freely  within  him ;  Philina  and  Clarchen,  Mephis- 
topheles  and  Mignon,  are  alike  indifferent,  or  alike  dear 
to  him  ;  he  is  of  no  sect  or  caste :  he  seems  not  this  man 
or  that  maui  but  a  man.  We  reckon  this  to  be  the  cha- 
racteristic of  a  Master  in  Art  of  any  sort ;  and  true  es- 
pecially of  all  great  Poets.  How  true  is  it  of  Shakspeare 
and  Homer  !  Who  knows,  or  can  figure  what  the  Man 
Shakspeare  was,  by  the  first,  by  the  twentieth,  perusal 
of  his  works  ?  He  is  a  Voice  coming  to  us  from  the 
Land  of  Melody  :  his  old  brick  dwellingplace,  in  the 
mere  earthly  burgh  of  Stratford- on- A  von,  offers  us  the 
most  inexplicable  enigma.  And  what  is  Homer  in  the 
Ilias  ?  He  is  the  witness  ;  he  has  seen,  and  he  reveals 
it ;  we  hear  and  believe,  but  do  not  behold  him.  Now 
compare,  with  these  two  Poets,  any  other  two ;  not  of 
equal  genius,  for  there  are  none  such,  but  of  equal  un- 
cerity,  who  wrote  as  earnestly,  and  from  die  heart,  like 
them.      Take,  for  instance,  Jean  Paul  and  Lord  Byron. 
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The  g^ocxl  Richter  begins  to  show  himself,  in  bis  broad, 
masBtve*  kindly,  quaint  significance,  before  we  have 
read  many  pages  of  even  his  slightest  work ;  and  to  the 
last,  he  paints  himself  much  better  than  his  subject. 
B3nron  may  also  be  said  to  have  painted  nothing  else 
than  himself,  be  his  subject  what  it  might.  Yet  as  a 
test  for  the  culture  of  a  Poet,  in  his  poetical  capacity, 
for  his  pretensions  to  mastery  and  completeness  in  his 
art,  we  cannot  but  reckon  this  among  the  surest.  Tried 
by  this,  there  is  no  living  writer  that  approaches  within 
many  degrees  of  GK>ethe. 

Thus,  it  would  seem,  we  consider  (Goethe  to  be  a 
richly  educated  Poet,  no  less  than  a  richly  educated 
Man ;  a  master  both  of  Humanity^  and  of  Poetry ;  one 
to  whom  Experience  has  given  true  wisdom,  and  the 
'  Melodies  Eternal'  a  perfect  utterance  for  his  wisdom. 
Of  the  particular  form  which  this  humanity,  this  wis- 
dom has  assumed;  of  his  opinions,  character,  person- 
ality, — for  these,  with  whatever  difficulty,  are  and  must 
be  decipheraUe  in  his  writings,  -^  we  had  much  to  say : 
but  this  also  we  must  decline.  In  the  present  state  of 
matters,  to  speak  adequately  would  be  a  task  too  hard 
for  us,  and  one  in  which  our  readers  could  afford  little 
help,  nay  in  which  many  of  them  might  take  little  in- 
terest. Meanwhile,  we  have  found  a  brief  cursory  sketch 
on  this  subject,  already  written  in  our  language :  some 
parts  of  it,  by  way  of  preparation^  we  shall  here  tran- 
scribe. It  is  written  by  a  professed  admirer  of  Gk)ethe ; 
nay,  as  might  almost  seem,  by  a  grateful  learner,  whom 
he  had  taught,  whom  he  had  helped  to  lead  out  of  spi- 
ritual obstruction,  into  peace  and  light.  Making  due 
allowance  for  all  this,  there  is  little  in  the  paper  that  we 
object  to. 
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*  Id  Goethe's  iniDd,'  obsenres  he,  *  the  first  aspect  tbtt 
strikes  us  is  its  calmness,  then  its  beaaty ;  a  deeper  inspect 
tion  reveals  to  us  its  vastoess  and  anmeasored  strength. 
This  man  rules,  and  is  not  ruled.  The  stem  and  fierj  ener- 
gies of  a  most  passionate  soul  lie  silent  in  the  centre  of  his 
being;  a  trembling  sensibility  has  been  inured  to  stand, 
without  flinching  or  murmur,  the  sharpest  trials.  Nothing 
outward,  nothing  inward,  shall  agitate  or  control  him. 
The  brightest  and  most  capricious  fancy,  the  most  piercing 
and  inquisitive  intellect,  the  wildest  and  deepest  imagi- 
nation ;  the  highest  thrills  of  joy,  the  bitterest  pangs  of 
sorrow  :  all  these  are  his,  he  is  not  theirs.  While  be  moves 
every  heart  from  its  steadfastness,  his  own  is  firm  and  still : 
the  words  that  search  into  the  inmost  recesses  of  our  nature, 
he  pronounces  with  a  tone  of  coldness  and  equanimity ;  in 
the  deepest  pathos  he  weeps  not,  or  his  tears  are  like  water 
trickling  from  a  rock  of'  adamant.  He  is  king  of  himself 
and  of  his  world ;  nor  does  he  rule  it  like  a  vulgar  great  man, 
like  a  Napoleon  or  Charles  the  Twelfth,  by  the  mere  brute 
exertion  of  his  will,  grounded  on  no  principle,  or  on  a  fidse 
one  :  his  faculties  and  feelings  are  not  fettered  or  prostrated 
under  the  iron  sway  of  Passion,  but  led  and  guided  in  kindly 
union  under  the  mild  sway  of  Reason ;  as  the  fierce  primeval 
elements  of  Chaos  were  stilled  at  the  coming  of  Light,  and 
bound  together,  under  its  soft  vesture,  into  a  glorious  and 
beneficent  Creation. 

'This  is  the  true  Rest  of  roan;  the  dim  aim  of  every 
human  soul,  the  full  attainment  of  only  a  chosen  few.  It 
comes  not  unsought  to  any ;  but  the  wise  are  wise  because 
they  think  no  price  too  high  for  it.  Goethe's  inward  home 
has  been  reared  by  slow  and  laborious  efforts ;  but  it  stands 
on  no  hollow  or  deceitful  basis  :  for  his  peace  is  not  from 
blindness,  but  from  clear  vision  ;  not  from  uncertain  hope 
of  alteration,  but  from  sure  insight  into  what  cannot  alter. 
His  world  seems  once  to  have  been  desolate  and  baleful  as 
that  of  the  darkest  sceptic  :  but  he  has  covered  it  anew  with 
beauty  and  solemnity,  derived  from  deeper  sources,  over 
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which  Doabt  can  hare  no  sway.  He  has  inquired  fearlessly, 
and  fearlessly  searched  out  and  denied  the  False ;  hut  he 
has  not  forgotten,  what  is  equally  essential  and  infinitely 
harder,  to  search  out  and  admit  the  True.  His  heart  is  still 
full  of  warmth,  though  his  head  is  clear  and  cold ;  the 
world  for  bim  is  still  full  of  grandeur,  though  he  clothes  it 
with  no  false  colours ;  his  fellow-creatures  are  still  objects 
of  reverence  and  love,  though  their  basenesses  are  plainer 
to  no  eye  than  to  his.  To  reconcile  these  contradictions  is 
the  task  of  hII  good  men,  each  for  himself,  in  his  own  way 
and  manner ;  a  task  which,  in  our  age,  is  encompassed  with 
difficulties  peculiar  to  the  time ;  and  which  Goethe  seems 
to  have  accomplished  with  a  success  that  few  can  rival.  A 
mind  so  in  unity  with  itself,  even  though  it  were  a  poor  and 
small  one,  would  arrest  our  attention,  and  win  some  kind 
regard  from  us;  but  when  this  mind  ranks  among  the 
strongest  and  most  complicated  of  the  species,  it  becomes 
a  sight  full  of  interest,  a  study  full  of  deep  instruction. 

'  Such  a  mind  as  Goethe's  is  the  fruit  not  only  of  a  royal 
endowment  by  nature,  but  also  of  a  culture  proportionate 
to  her  bounty.  In  Goethe's  original  form  of  spirit,  we 
discern  the  highest  gifts  of  manhood,  without  any  defici- 
ency of  the  lower :  he  has  an  eye  and  a  heart  equally  for 
the  sublime,  the  common,  and  the  ridiculous;  the  elements 
at  once  of  a  poet,  a  thinker,  and  a  wit.  Of  his  culture  we 
have  often  spoken  already ;  and  it  deserves  again  to  be  held 
up  to  praise  and  imitation.  This,  as  he  himself  unostenta- 
tiously confesses,  has  been  the  soul  of  all  his  conduct,  the 
great  enterprise  of  his  life ;  and  few  that  understand  him 
will  be  apt  to  deny  that  he  has  prospered.  As  a  writer,  his 
resources  have  been  accumulated  from  nearly  all  the  pro- 
vinces of  human  intellect  and  activity ;  and  he  has  trained 
himself  to  use  these  complicated  instruments,  with  a  light 
expertness  which  we  might  have  admired  in  the  professor 
of  a  solitary  department  Freedom,  and  grace,  and  smiling 
earnestness  are  the  characteristics  of  his  works :  the  matter 
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of  thero  flows  along  in  chaste  abundance,  in  the  softest 
combination ;  and  their  style  is  referred  to  by  native  critics 
as  the  highest  specimen  of  the  German  tongue. 
•  •  « 

*  But  Goethe's  culture  as  a  writer  b  perhaps  leas  re. 
markable  than  his  culture  as  a  roan.  He  has  learned  not 
in  head  only,  but  also  in  heart ;  not  from  Art  and  Litera- 
ture, but  also  by  action  and  passion,  in  the  rugged  school 
of  Kxperience.  If  asked  what  was  the  grand  characteristic 
of  his  writings,  we  should  not  say  knowledge,  but  wisdom. 
A  mind  that  has  seen,  and  suffered,  and  done,  speaks  to  us 
of  what  it  has  tried  and  conquered.  A  gay  delineation  will 
give  us  notice  of  dark  and  toilsome  experiences,  of  business 
done  in  the  great  deep  of  the  spirit ;  a  maxim,  trivial  to 
the  careless  eye,  will  rise  with  light  and  solution  over  long 
perplexed  periods  of  our  own  history.  It  is  thus  that  heart 
speaks  to  heart,  that  the  life  of  one  man  becomes  a  posses- 
sion to  all.  Here  is  a  mind  of  the  most  subtle  and  tumul- 
tuous elements ;  but  it  is  governed  in  peaceful  diligence, 
and  its  impetuous  and  ethereal  faculties  work  softly  toge- 
ther for  good  and  noble  ends.  Goethe  may  be  called  a 
Philosopher ;  for  he  loves  and  has  practised  as  a  man  the 
wisdom  which,  as  a  poet,  he  inculcates.  Composure  and 
cheerful  seriousness  seem  to  breathe  over  all  his  character. 
There  is  no  whining  over  human  woes :  it  is  understood 
that  we  must  simply  all  strive  to  alleviate  or  remove  them. 
There  is  no  noisy  battling  for  opinions  ;  but  a  persevering 
effort  to  make  Truth  lovely,  and  recommend  her,  by  a  thou- 
sand avenues,  to  the  hearts  of  all  men.  Of  his  personal 
manners  we  can  easily  believe  the  universal  report,  as  often 
given  in  the  way  of  censure  as  of  praise,  that  he  is  a  man 
of  consummate  breeding  and  the  stateliest  presence  :  for  an 
air  of  polished  tolerance,  of  courtly,  we  might  almost  say, 
majestic  repose,  and  serene  humanity,  is  visible  througboot 
bis  works.  In  no  line  of  them  does  he  speak  with  asperity 
of  any  man  ;  scarcely  ever  even  of  a  thing.    He  knows  the 
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goody  and  loves  it;  he  knows  the  bad  and  hatelul,  and  re« 
jects  it ;  but  in  neither  case  with  violence :  his  love  is  calm 
and  active;  his  rejection  b  implied,  rather  than  pronounced ; 
meek  and  gentle,  though  we  see  that  it  is  thorough,  and 
never  to  be  revoked.  The  noblest  and  the  basest  he  not 
only  seems  to  comprehend,  but  to  personate  and  body  forth 
in  their  most  secret  lineaments :  hence  actions  and  opinions 
appear  to  him  as  they  are,  with  all  the  circumstances  which 
extenuate  or  endear  them  to  the  hearts  where  they  origi- 
nated and  are  entertained.  This  also  is  the  spirit  of  our 
Shakspeere,  and  perhaps  of  ever)'  great  dramatic  poet.  Shak- 
speare  is  no  sectarian ;  to  all  he  deals  with  equity  and  mercy ; 
because  he  knows  all,  and  his  heart  is  wide  enough  for  all. 
In  his  mind  the  world  is  a  whole ;  he  figures  it  as  Provi- 
dence governs  it ;  and  to  him  it  is  not  strange  that  the  sun 
should  be  caused  to  shine  on  the  evil  and  the  good,  and  the 
rain  to  fall  on  the  just  and  the  unjust.' 

Considered  as  a  transient  far-off  view  of  Gk)ethe  in 
his  personal  character,  all  this,  firom  the  writer's  peculiar 
point  of  vision,  may  have  its  true  groiinds,  and  wears  at 
least  the  aspect  of  sincerity.  We  may  also  quote  some- 
thing of  what  follows  on  Goethe's  character  as  a  poet 
and  thinker,  and  the  contrast  he  exhibits  in  this  respect 
with  another  celebrated,  and  now  altogether  European 
author. 

*  Goethe,'  observes  this  critic,  *  has  been  called  the  "  Ger- 
man Voltaire,"  but  it  is  a  name  which  does  him  ^Tong  and 
describes  him  ill.  Except  in  the  corresponding  v-ariety  of 
th^  pursuits  and  knowledge,  in  which,  perhaps,  it  does 
Volture  wrong,  the  two  cannot  be  compared.  Goethe  is 
all,  or  the  best  of  all,  that  Voltaire  was,  and  he  is  much  that 
Voltaire  did  not  dream  of.  To  say  nothing  of  his  dignified 
and  truthM  character  as  a  man,  he  belongs,  as  a  thinker 

VOL.  I.  P 
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and  a  writer,  to  a  £u*  higher  class  than  this  enfant  pdU  dm 
monde  gu*ii  gdta.  He  is  not  a  questioner  and  a  desjuaer, 
but  a  teacher  and  a  reverencer;  not  a  destroyer,  bat  a 
builder  up ;  not  a  wit  only,  but  a  wise  man.  Of  him  Mon- 
tesquieu could  not  have  said,  with  even  epigrammatic  truth  : 
//  a  plus  gue  persanne  Peiprit  que  tout  le  monde  a,  Voltaire 
is  the  cletferest  of  all  past  and  present  men ;  but  a  great  maa 
is  something  more,  and  this  he  surely  was  not.' 

Whether  this  epigram,  which  we  have  seen  in  some 
Biographical  Dictionary,  reaUy  belongs  to  Montesquieu, 
we  know  not ;  but  it  does  seem  to  us  not  wholly  inap- 
plicable to  Voltaire,  and  at  all  events,  highly  expressive 
of  an  important  distinction  among  men  of  talent  gene- 
rally.    In  fact,  the  popular  man,  and  the  man  of  true, 
at  least  of  great  originality,  are  seldom  one  and  the  same ; 
we  suspect  that,  till  after  a  long  struggle  on  the  part  of 
the  latter,  they  are  never  so.      Reasons  are  obvious 
enough.     The  popular  man  stands  on  our  own  level  or  a 
hairsbreadth  higher ;  he  shows  us  a  truth  whidi  we  can 
see  without  shifting  our  present  intellectual  position. 
This  is  a  highly  convenient  arrangement.     The  original 
man,  again,  stands  above  us ;  he  wishes  to  wrench  us 
from  our  old  fixtures,  and  elevate  us  to  a  higher  and 
clearer  level :  but  to  quit  our  old  fixtures,  especially  if 
we  have  sat  in  them  with  moderate  comfort  for  some 
score  or  two  of  years,  is  no  such  easy  business  ;  accord- 
ingly we  demur,  we  resist,  we  even  give  battle ;  we  still 
suspect  that  he  is  above  us,  but  try  to  persuade  our- 
selves (Laziness  and  Vanity  earnestly  assenting)  that  he 
is  below.     For  is  it  not  the  very  essence  of  such  a  man 
that  he  be  new  ?    And  who  will  warrant  us  that,  at  the 
same  time,  he  shall  only  be  an  intensation  and  continua- 
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tion  of  the  old,  which,  in  general,  is  what  we  long  and 
look  for  ?  No  one  can  warrant  us.  And,  granting  him 
to  be  a  man  of  real  genius,  real  depth,  and  that  speaks 
not  till  after  earnest  meditation,  what  sort  of  a  philoso- 
phy were  his.  could  toe  estimate  the  length,  breadth,  and 
thickness  of  it  at  a  single  glance  ?  And  when  did  Cri* 
ticism  give  two  glances  ?  Criticism,  therefore,  opens 
on  such  a  man  its  greater  and  its  lesser  batteries,  on 
every  side :  he  has  no  security  but  to  go  on  disregard- 
ing it ;  and  '  in  the  end,'  says  Goethe,  '  Criticism  itself 
comes  to  relish  that  method.'  But  now  let  a  speaker  of 
the  other  class  come  forward ;  one  of  those  men  that 
'  have  more  than  any  one,  the  opinion  which  all  men 
'  have ! '  No  sooner  does  he  speak,  than  all  and  sundry 
of  us  feel  as  if  we  had  been  wishing  to  speak  that  very 
thing,  as  if  we  ourselves  mi^t  have  spoken  it;  and 
forthwith  resounds  from  the  united  universe  a  celebra- 
tion of  that  surprising  feat.  What  clearness,  brilliancy, 
justness,  penetration !  Who  can  doubt  that  this  man  is 
right,  when  so  many  thousand  votes  are  ready  to  back 
him  ?  Doubtless,  he  is  right ;  doubtless,  he  is  a  clever 
man ;  and  his  praise  will  long  be  in  all  the  Magazines. 

Clever  men  are  good,  but  they  are  not  the  best.  '  The 
'  instruction  they  can  give  us  is  like  baked  bread,  savoury 
'  and  satisfying  for  a  single  day ; '  but,  unhappily,  '  flour 
<  cannot  be  sown,  and  seed-corn  ought  not  to  be  ground.' 
We  proceed  with  oiur  Critic  in  his  contrast  of  Goethe 
with  Voltaire. 

*  As  poets,*  continues  he,  '  the  two  live  not  in  the  same 
hemisphere,  not  in  the  same  worid.  Of  Voltaire's  poetiy, 
it  were  blindness  to  deny  the  polished,  intellectual  \igour, 
the  logical  symmetry,  the  flashes  that  from  time  to  time  give 
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it  the  colour,  if  not  the  warmth,  of  fire :  bat  it  ia  in  a  fij- 
other  sense  than  this  that  Goethe  is  a  poet;  in  a  sense  of 
which  the  French  literature  has  never  afforded  any  example. 
\A'e  may  venture  to  say  of  him,  that  his  province  is  high  and 
peculiar ;  higher  than  any  poet  but  himself,  for  several  ge- 
nerations, has  so  far  succeeded  in,  perhaps  even  has  stead- 
festly  attempted.     In  reading  Goethe's  poetry,  it  perpetu- 
ally strikes  us  that  we  are  reading  the  poetry  of  our  own  day 
and  generation.     No  demands  are  made  on  our  credulity ; 
the  light,  the  science,  the  scepticism  of  our  age,  b  not  hid 
from  us.     He  does  not  deal  in  antiquated  mythologies,  or 
ring  changes  on  traditionary  poetic  forms ;    there  are  no 
supernal,  no  infernal  influences,  for  Faust  is  an  apparent, 
rather  than  a  real  exception ;  but  there  is  the  barren  prose  of 
the  nineteenth  century,  the  Milgar  life  which  we  are  all 
leading,  and  it  starts  into  strange  beauty  in  his  hands,  and 
wc  pause  in  delighted  wonder  to  behold  the  flowerage  of 
poeny  blooming  in  that  parched  and  rugged  soil.     This  is 
the  end  of  his  Mignons  and  Harpers,  of  his  Hermanns  and 
Meisters,     Poetry,  as   he  views  it,   exists  not  in  time  or 
place,  but  in  the  spirit  of  man ;  and  Art  with  Nature  is  now 
to  perform  for  the  poet  what  Nature  alone  performed  of  old. 
The  divinities  and  demons,  the  witches,  spectres,  and  fiuries, 
are  vanished  from  the  world,  never  again  to  be  recalled : 
but  the  Imagination,  which  created  these,  still  lives,  and 
will  for  ever  live,  in  man's  soul ;  and  can  again  pour  its 
wizard  light  over  the  Universe,  and  summon  forth  enchant- 
ments as  lovely  or  impressive,  and  which  its  sister  faculties 
will  not  contradict.     To  say  that  Goethe  has  accomplished 
all  this,  would  be  to  say  that  his  genius  is  greater  than  was 
ever  given  to  any  man :  for  if-  it  was  a  high  and  glorious 
mind,  or  rather  series  of  minds,  that  peopled  the  first  ages 
with  their  peculiar  forms  of  poetr}',  it  must  be  a  series  of 
minds  much  higher  and  more  glorious  that  shall  so  people 
the  present.     The  angels  and  demons  that  can  lay  prostrate 
our  hearts  in  the  nineteenth  century,  must  be  of  another, 
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and  more  cunning  feshion,  than  those  who  subdued  us  in 
the  ninth.  To  have  attempted,  to  have  begun  this  enter- 
prise, may  be  accounted  the  greatest  praise.  That  Qoethe 
ever  meditated  it,  in  the  form  here  set  forth,  we  have  no 
direct  evidence :  but,  indeed,  such  is  the  end  and  aim  of 
high  poetry  at  all  times  and  seasons ;  for  the  fiction  of  the 
poet  is  not  falsehood,  but  the  purest  truth ;  and,  if  he 
would  lead  captive  our  whole  being,  not  rest  satisfied  with  a 
part  of  it,  he  must  address  us  on  interests  that  are,  not  that 
toere,  ours ;  and  in  a  dialect  which  finds  a  response,  and  not 
a  contradiction,  within  our  bosoms.'  * 

Here,  howerer,  we  must  terminate  our  pilferings,  or 
open  robberies,  and  bring  these  straggling  lucubrations 
to  a  dose.  In  the  extracts  we  have  given,  in  the  re- 
marks made  on  them,  and  on  the  subject  of  them,  we  are 
aware  that  we  have  held  the  attitude  of  admirers  and 
{headers :  neither  is  it  unknown  to  us  that  the  critic  is, 
in  virtue  of  bis  office,  a  judge,  and  not  an  advocate ;  sits 
there,  not  to  do  favour,  but  to  dispense  justice,  which  in 
most  cases  will  involve  blame  as  well  as  praise.  But  we 
are  firm  believers  in  the  maxim  that,  for  all  right  judg- 
ment of  any  man  or  thing,  it  is  useful,  nay  essential,  to 
see  his  good  qualities  before  pronouncing  on  his  bad. 
This  maxim  is  so  clear  to  oiu*8elves,  that,  in  respect  to 
poetry  at  least,  we  almost  think  we  could  make  it  clear 
to  other  men.  In  the  first  place,  at  all  events,  it  is  a 
much  shallower  and  more  ignoble  occupation  to  detect 
fiaults  than  to  discover  beauties.  The  'critic  fly,'  if 
it  do  but  alight  on  any  plinth  or  single  cornice  of  a 
brave  stately  building,  shall  be  able  to  declare,  with  its 
half-inch  vision,  that  here  is  a  speck,  and  there  an  in- 

*  German  Romance,  Vol.  hr.  pp.  17  -  25. 
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equality ;  that»  in  fact,  this  and  tlie  other  individual 
stone  are  nowbe  as  they  should  be ;  for  all  this  the 
'  critic  fly '  will  be  sufficient :  but  to  take  in  the  ftdr  rela- 
tions of  the  Whole,  to  see  the  building  as  one  object,  to 
estimate  its  purpose,  the  adjustment  of  its  parts,  and 
their  harmonious  co-operation  towards  thatpurpoee,  will 
require  the  eye  and  the  mind  of  a  Vitruvius,  or  a  Falla- 
dio.  But  farther,  the  faults  of  a  poem,  or  other  piece  of 
art,  as  we  view  them  at  first,  will  by  no  means  continue 
unaltered  when  we  view  them  after  due  and  final  inves- 
tigation. Let  us  consider  what  we  mean  by  a  fiiult.  By 
the  word  fault,  we  designate  something  that  displeases 
us,  that  contradicts  us.  But  here  the  question  might 
arise  :  Who  BieweP  This  fault  displeases,  contradicts 
us;  so  far  is  clear ;  and  had  we,  had  7,  and  my  pleasure 
and  confirmation,  been  the  chief  end  of  the  poet,  then 
doubtless  he  has  failed  in  that  end,  and  his  fault  re- 
mains a  fault  irremediably,  and  without  defence.  But 
who  shall  say  whether  such  reaUy  was  his  object,  whe- 
ther such  ought  to  have  been  his  object  ?  And  if  it  was 
not,  and  ought  not  to  have  been,  what  becomes  of  the 
fault  ?  It  must  hang  altogether  undecided ;  we  as  yet 
know  nothing  of  it ;  perhaps  it  may  not  be  the  poet's, 
but  our  own  fault ;  perhaps  it  may  be  no  fault  whatever. 
To  see  rightly  into  this  matter,  to  determine  with  any 
infallibility,  whether  what  we  call  a  fault  is  in  very  deed 
a  fault,  we  must  previously  have  settled  two  points,  nei- 
ther of  which  may  be  so  readily  settled.  First,  we  must 
have  made  plain  to  ourselves  what  the  poet's  aim  really 
and  truly  was,  how  the  task  he  had  to  do  stood  before 
his  own  eye,  and  how  far,  with  such  means  as  it  afforded 
him,  he  has  fulfilled  it.     Secondly,  we  must  have  de- 
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cided  whether  and  how  Jhr  this  aim,  this  task  of  his,  ac« 
corded,  —  not  with  us,  and  our  individual  crotchets,  and 
the  crotchets  of  our  little  senate  where  we  give  or  take 
the  law,  —  but  with  human  nature,  and  the  nature  of 
things  at  large ;  with  the  universal  principles  of  poetic 
beauty,  not  as  they  stand  written  in  our  text-books,  but 
in  the  hearts  and  imaginations  of  all  men.  Does  the 
answer  in  either  case  come  out  unfavourable ;  was  there 
an  inconsistency  between  the  means  and  the  end,  a  dis- 
cordance between  the  end  and  truth,  there  is  a  fault : 
was  there  not,  there  is  no  fault. 

Thus  it  would  appear  that  the  detection  of  faults, 
provided  they  be  faults  of  any  depth  and  consequence, 
leads  us  of  itself  into  that  region  where  also  the  higher 
beauties  of  the  piece,  if  it  have  any  true  beauties,  essen- 
tially reside.  In  fact,  according  to  our  view,  no  man 
can  pronounce  dog^matically,  with  even  a  chance  of 
being  right,  on  the  faults  of  a  poem,  till  he  has  seen  its 
very  last  and  highest  beauty ;  the  last  in  becoming  visi- 
ble to  any  one,  which  few  ever  look  after,  which  indeed 
in  most  pieces  it  were  very  vain  to  look  after ;  the  beauty 
of  the  poem  as  a  Whole,  in  the  strict  sense ;  the  clear 
view  of  it  as  an  indivisible  Unity ;  and  whether  it  has 
grown  up  naturally  from  the  general  soil  of  Thought, 
and  stands  there  like  a  thousand-years  Oak,  no  leaf,  no 
bough  superfluous;  or  is  nothing  but  a  pasteboard  Tree, 
cobbled  together  out  of  size  and  waste-paper  and  water- 
colours;  altogether  unconnected  with  the  soil  of  Thought, 
except  by  mere  juxtaposition,  or  at  best  united  with  it 
by  some  decayed  stump  and  dead  boughs,  which  the  more 
cunning  Decorationist  (as  in  yoiur  Historic  Novel)  may 
have  selected  for  the  basis  and  support  of  his  agglutina* 
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tions.  It  is  true,  most  readers  judge  of  a  poem  by  pieces, 
they  praise  and  blame  by  pieces ;  it  is  a  common  prac- 
tice, and  for  most  poems  and  most  readers  may  be  per- 
fectly sufficient :  yet  we  would  advise  no  man  to  follow 
this  practice,  who  traces  in  himself  even  the  slightest 
capability  of  following  a  better  one ;  and,  if  possible,  we 
would  advise  him  to  practise  only  cm  worthy  subjects ;  to 
read  few  poems  that  will  not  bear  being  studied  as  w^ 
as  read. 

That  Goethe  has  his  faults  cannot  be  doubtful ;  for 
we  believe  it  was  ascertained  long  ago  that  there  is  no 
man  free  frt)m  them.    Neither  are  we  ourselves  without 
some  glimmering  of  certain  actual  limitations  and  incon- 
sistencies by  which  he  too,  as  he  really  lives  and  writes 
and  is,  may  be  hemmed  in ;  which  beset  him  too,  as 
they  do  meaner  men ;  which  show  us  liiat  he  too  is  a 
son  of  Eve.     But  to  exhibit  these  before  our  readers,  in 
the  present  state  of  matters,  we  should  reckon  no  easy 
labour,  were  it  to  be  adequately,  to  be  justly  done  ;  and 
done  anyhow,  no  profitable  one.    Better  is  it  we  should 
first  study  him ;  better  '  to  see  the  great  man  before  at- 
tempting to  oversee  him.'    We  are  not  ignorant  that 
certain  objections  against  Ooethe  already  float  vagndy 
in  the  English  mind,  and  here  and  there,  according  to 
occasion,  have  even  come  to  utterance  :  these,  as  tiie 
study  of  him  proceeds,  we  shall  hold  ourselves  ready,  in 
due  season,  to  discuss ;  but  for  the  present  we  must  beg 
the  reader  to  believe,  on  our  word,  that  we  do  not  reckcm 
tiiem  unanswerable,  nay  that  we  reckon  them  in  genend 
the  most  answerable  things  in  the  world;  and  things 
which  even  a  little  increase  of  knowledge  will  not  fiadl  to 
answer  without  other  help. 
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For  furthering  sudi  increase  of  knowledge  on  this 
matter,  may  we  beg  the  reader  to  accept  two  small 
pieces  of  advice,  which  we  ourselves  have  found  to  be  of 
use  in  studying  Ooethe.  They  seem  applicable  to  the 
atudy  of  Foreign  literature  generally;  indeed  to  the 
study  of  all  Literature  that  deserves  the  name. 

The  first  is,  nowise  to  suppose  that  Poetry  is  a  su« 
perfida],  cursory  business,  which  may  be  seen  through 
to  the  very  bottom,  so  soon  as  one  inclines  to  cast  his 
eye  on  it.  We  reckon  it  the  felsest  of  all  maxims  that  a 
true  Poem  can  be  adequately  tasted;  can  be  judged  of 
'  as  men  judge  of  a  dinner,'  by  some  internal  tongue, 
that  shall  decide  on  the  matter  at  once  and  irrevocably. 
Of  the  poetry  which  supplies  spouting-clubs,  and  circu- 
lates in  circulating  libraries,  we  speak  not  here.  That 
is  quite  another  species ;  which  has  circulated,  and  will 
circulate,  and  ought  to  circulate,  in  all  times ;  but  for 
the  study  of  which  no  man  is  required  to  give  rules,  the 
rules  being  already  given  by  the  thing  itself.  We  speak 
of  that  Poetry  which  Masters  write,  which  aims  not  at 
<  furmshing  a  languid  mind  with  fantastic  shows  and  in* 
'  dolent  emotions,'  but  at  incorporating  the  everlasting 
Reason  of  man  in  forms  visible  to  his  Sense,  and  suitable 
to  it:  and  of  this  we  say  that  to  know  it  is  no  slight  task; 
but  rather  that  being  the  essence  of  all  science,  it  re- 
quires the  purest  of  all  study  for  knowing  it.  "  What ! " 
cries  the  reader,  "  are  we  to  study  Poetry  ?  To  pore 
over  it  as  we  do  over  Fluxions  ?"  Reader,  it  depends 
upon  your  object :  if  you  want  only  amusement,  choose 
your  book,  and  you  get  along,  without  .study,  excellently 
well.  "But  is  not  Shakspeare  plain,  visible  to  the  very 
bottom,  without  study?"  cries  he.     Alas,  no,  gentle 
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Reader ;  we  cannot  think  so ;  we  do  not  find  that  he  is 
visihle  to  the  very  hottom  even  to  those  that  profess  the 
study  of  him.  It  has  heen  our  lot  to  read  some  criti- 
cisms on  Shakspeare,  and  to  hear  a  great  many ;  but  for 
most  part  they  amounted  to  no  such  '  visibility.'  Vo- 
lumes we  have  seen  that  were  simply  one  huge  Inter- 
jection printed  over  three  hundred  pages.  Nine  tenths 
of  our  critics  have  told  us  little  more  of  Shakspeare,  than 
what  honest  Franz  Horn  says  our  neighbours  used  to 
tell  of  him,  '  that  he  was  a  great  spirit,  and  stept  ma- 
jestically along.'  Johnson's  Preface,  a  sound  and  sdid 
piece  for  its  purpose,  is  a  complete  exception  to  tfak 
rule ;  and,  so  far  as  we  remember,  the  only  complete  one. 
Students  of  poetry  admire  Shakspeare  in  their  tenth 
year ;  but  go  on  admiring  him  more  and  more,  under* 
standing  him  more  and  more,  till  their  threescore-and« 
tenth.  €hx>ti\is  said,  he  read  Terence  otherwise  than 
boys  do.  '  Happy  contractedness  of  youth,'  adds  Gk>etfae» 
nay,  of  men  in  general ;  that  at  all  moments  of  dieir 
existence  they  can  look  upon  themselves  as  complete ; 
and  inquire  neither  after  the  True  nor  the  False,  nor 
the  High  nor  the  Deep ;  but  simply  after  what  is  pro- 
portioned to  themselves.' 

Our  second  advice  we  shall  state  in  few  words.  It 
is  to  remember  that  a  Foreigner  is  no  Englishman ;  that 
in  judging  a  foreign  work,  it  is  not  enough  to  ask  whether 
it  is  suitable  to  our  modes,  but  whether  it  is  suitable  to 
foreign  wants ;  above  all,  whether  it  is  suitable  to  itself. 
The  fairness,  the  necessity  of  this  can  need  no  demon- 
stration :  yet  how  often  do  we  find  it,  in  practice,  alto* 
gether  neglected !  We  could  fancy  we  saw  some  Bond- 
street  Tailor  criticising  the  costume  of  an  ancient  Greek ; 
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censuring  the  highly  improper  cut  of  collar  and  lappel ; 
lamenting,  indeed,  that  collar  and  k^pel  were  nowhere 
to  be  seen.  He  pronounces  the  costume,  easily  and 
decisively,  to  be  a  barbarous  one :  to  know  whether  it  is 
a  barbarous  one,  and  how  barbarous,  the  judgment  of  a 
Winkelmann  might  be  required,  and  he  would  find  it 
bard  to  give  a  judgment.  For  the  questions  set  before 
the  two  were  radically  different.  The  Fraction  asked 
himself :  How  will  -this  look  in  Almacks,  and  before 
Lord  Mahogany  ?  The  Winkelmann  asked  himself :  How 
will  this  look  in  the  Universe,  and  before  the  Creator  of 
Man? 

Whether  these  remarks  of  ours  may  do  an3rthing  to 
forward  a  right  appreciation  of  Ooethe  in  this  country, 
we  know  not ;  neither  do  we  reckon  this  last  result  to  be 
of  any  vital  importance.  Yet  must  we  believe  that,  in 
recommending  Ooethe,  we  are  doing  our  part  to  recom- 
mend a  truer  study  of  Poetry  itself:  and  happy  were  we 
to  feudcy  that  any  efforts  of  ours  could  promote  such  an 
object.  Promoted,  attained  it  will  be,  as  we  believe,  by 
one  means  and  another.  A  deeper  feeling  for  Art  is 
abroad  over  Europe ;  a  purer,  more  earnest  purx)ose  in 
the  study,  in  the  practice  of  it.  In  this  influence  we  too 
must  participate :  the  time  will  come  when  our  own  an- 
cient noble  Literature  will  be  studied  and  felt,  as  well  as 
talked  of;  when  Dilettantism  will  give  place  to  Criticism 
in  respect  of  it ;  and  vague  wonder  end  in  clear  know- 
ledge, in  sincere  reverence,  and,  what  were  best  of  all* 
in  hearty  emulation. 
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In  the  modem  arrangements  of  society,  it  is  no  un- 
common thing  that  a  man  of  genius  must,  like  Butkr, 
'  ask  for  bread  and  receive  a  stone ;  *  for,  in  spite  of  our 
grand  maxim  of  supply  and  demand,  it  is  by  no  means 
the  highest  excellence  that  men  are  most  forward  to 
recognise.  The  inventor  of  a  spinning-jenny  is  pretty 
sure  of  his  reward  in  his  own  day ;  but  the  writer  of  a 
true  poem,  like  the  apostle  of  a  true  religion,  is  nearly 
as  sure  of  the  contrary.  We  do  not  know  whether  it  is 
not  an  aggravation  of  the  injustice,  that  there  is  gene- 
rally a  posthumous  retribution.  Robert  Bums,  in  tbe 
course  of  Nature,  might]  yet  have  been  living ;  but  his 
short  life  was  spent  in  toil  and  penury ;  and  he  died,  in 
the  prime  of  his  manhood,  miserable  and  neglected ;  and 
yet  already  a  brave  mausoleum  shines  over  his  dust,  and 
more  than  one  splendid  monument  has  been  reared  in 
other  places  to  his  fame :  the  street  where  he  langnirfied 
in  poverty  is  called  by  his  name ;  the  highest  personages 
in  our  literature  have  been  proud  to  appear  as  his  com- 
mentators and  admirers,  and  here  is  the  sixth  nazrative 
of  his  Life,  that  has  been  given  to  the  woiid ! 


*  Edinburgh  Rbvibw,  No.  96. — Tht  Life  of  Robot  Burnt. 
By  J.  G.  Lockhart,  LL.B.    Edinlmi^,  1828. 
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Mr.  Lockhart  thinks  it  necessary  to  apologize  for  this 
new  attempt  on  such  a  subject :  but  his  readers,  we  be- 
lieve, will  readily  acquit  him ;  or,  at  worst,  will  censure 
only  the  performance  of  his  task,  not  the  choice  of  it. 
The  character  of  Bums,  indeed,  is  a  theme  that  cannot 
easily  become  either  trite  or  exhausted ;  and  will  probably 
gain  rather  than  lose  in  its  dimensions  by  the  distance  to 
which  it  is  removed  by  Time.  No  man,  it  has  been  said, 
is  a  hero  to  his  valet :  and  this  is  probably  true ;  but  the 
fault  is  at  least  as  likely  to  be  the  valet's  as  the  hero's. 
For  it  is  certain,  that  to  the  vulgar  eye  few  things  are 
wonderful  that  are  not  distant.  It  is  difficult  for  men  to 
believe  that  the  man,  the  mere  man  whom  they  see,  nay 
perhiqps  painfully  feel,  toiling  at  their  side  through  the 
poor  jostlings  of  existence,  can  be  made  of  finer  clay  than 
themselves.  Suppose  that  some  dining  acquaintance  of 
Sir  Thomas  Lucy's,  and  neighbour  of  John  a  Combe's, 
had  snatched  an  hour  or  two  from  the  preservaticHi  of 
bis  game,  and  written  us  a  Life  of  Shakspeare !  What 
dissertations  should  we  not  have  had, — not  on  Hamlet 
and  The  Tempest,  but  on  the  wool-trade,  and  deer-steal- 
ing, and  the  libel  and  vagrant  laws ;  and  how  the  Poacher 
became  a  Player ;  and  how  Sir  Thomas  and  Mr.  John 
had  Christian  bowels,  and  did  not  push  him  to  extremi- 
ties !  In  like  manner,  we  believe,  with  respect  to  Bums, 
that  till  the  companions  of  his  pilgrimage,  the  Honour- 
able Excise  Commissioners,  and  the  GKmtlemen  of  the 
Caledonian  Hunt,  and  the  Dumfries  Aristocracy,  and  all 
the  Squires  and  Earls,  equally  with  the  Ayr  Writers,  and 
the  New  and  Old  Light  Clergy,  whom  he  had  to  do  with, 
shall  have  become  invisible  in  the  darkness  of  the  Past, 
or  visible  only  by  light  borrowed  from  his  juxtaposition. 
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it  will  be  difficult  to  measure  him  by  any  true  standard, 
or  to  estimate  what  he  really  was  and  did,  in  the 
eighteenth  century,  for  his  country  and  the  world.  It 
will  be  difficult,  we  say;  but  still  a  fiedr  problem  for 
Hterary  historians ;  and  repeated  attempts  will  give  us 
repeated  approximations. 

His  former  Biographers  have  done  something,  no 
doubt,  but  by  no  means  a  great  deal,  to  assist  us.  Dr. 
Currie  and  Mr.  Walker,  the  principal  of  these  writers, 
have  both,  we  think,  mistaken  one  essentially  important 
thing :  Their  own  and  the  world's  true  relation  to  their 
author,  and  the  style  in  which  it  became  such  men  to 
think  and  to  speak  of  such  a  man.  Dr.  Currie  loved 
the  poet  truly;  more  perhaps  than  he  avowed  to  his 
readers,  or  even  to  himself;  yet  he  everywhere  introduces 
him  with  a  certain  patronizing,  apologetic  air ;  as  if  tiie 
poUte  public  might  think  it  strange  and  half  unwarrant- 
able that  he,  a  man  of  science,  a  scholar,  and  g^tleman, 
should  do  such  honour  to  a  rustic.  In  all  this,  however, 
we  readily  achnit  that  his  foult  was  not  want  of  love,  but 
weakness  of  faith ;  and  regret  that  the  first  and  kindest 
of  all  our  poet's  biographers  should  not  have  seen  hi- 
ther,  or  believed  more  boldly  what  he  saw.  Mr.  Walker 
offends  more  deeply  in  the  same  kind :  and  both  err  alike 
in  presenting  us  with  a  detached  catalogue  of  his  several 
supposed  attributes,  virtues,  and  vices,  instead  oi  a  deli- 
neation of  the  resulting  character  as  a  living  unity.  This, 
however,  is  not  painting  a  portrait;  but  gauging  the 
length  and  breadth  of  the  several  features,  and  jotting 
down  their  dimensions  in  arithmetical  ciphers.  Nay,  it  is 
not  so  much  as  this :  for  we  are  yet  to  learn  by  what  arts 
or  instruments  the  mind  could  be  so  measured  and  gauged. 
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Mr.  Lockhart,  we  are  happy  to  say,  has  avoided  both 
these  errors.'  He  uniformly  treats  Bums  as  the  high  and 
remarkable  man  the  public  voice  has  now  pronounced 
him  to  be :  and  in  delineating  him,  he  has  avoided  the 
method  of  separate  generalities,  and  rather  sought  for 
characteristic  incidents,  habits,  actions,  sayings ;  in  a 
word,  for  aspects  which  exhibit  the  whole  man,  as  he 
looked  and  lived  among  his  fellows.  The  book  accord- 
ingly, with  all  its  deficiencies,  gives  more  insight,  we 
think,  into  the  true  character  of  Bums,  than  any  prior 
biography :  though,  being  written  on  the  very  popular 
and  condensed  scheme  of  an  article  for  Constable's  Mis- 
cellany, it  has  less  depth  than  we  could  have  wished  and 
expected  from  a  writer  of  such  power;  and  contains 
rather  more,  and  more  multifmous,  quotations,  than 
belong  of  right  to  an  original  production.  Indeed,  Mr. 
Lockhart's  own  writing  is  generally  so  good,  so  clear, 
direct  and  nervous,  that  we  seldom  wish  to  see  it  making 
place  for  another  man's.  However,  the  spirit  of  the  work 
is  throughout  candid,  tolerant,  and  anxiously  conciliat- 
ing; compliments  and  praises  are  liberally  distributed, 
on  all  hands,  to  great  and  small;  and,  as  Mr.  Morris 
Birkbeck  observes  of  the  society  in  the  backwoods  of 
America, '  the  courtesies  of  polite  life  are  never  lost  sight 
of  for  a  moment.'  But  there  are  better  things  than 
these  in  the  volume ;  and  we  can  safely  testify,  not  only 
that  it  is  easily  and  pleasantly  read  a  first  time,  but  may 
even  be  without  difficulty  read  again. 

Nevertheless,  we  are  far  from  thinking  that  the  pro- 
blem of  Bums's  Biography  has  yet  been  adequately 
solved.  We  do  not  allude  so  much  to  deficiency  of  facts 
or  doctunents, — though  of  these  we  are  still  every  day 
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receiving  some  fresh  accession, — as  to  the  limited  and 
imperfect  application  of  them  to  the  great'  end  of  Bio- 
graphy. Our  notions  upon  this  suhject  may  perhaps 
appear  extravagant ;  but  if  an  individual  is  really  <^  con- 
sequence enough  to  have  his  life  and  character  recorded 
for  public  remembrance,  we  have  always  been  of  opinion, 
that  the  public  ought  to  be  made  acquainted  with  all  the 
inward  springs  and  relations  of  his  character.  How  did 
the  world  and  man's  life,  from  his  particular  poeition, 
represent  themselves  to  hb  mind  ?  How  did  coexisting 
circumstances  modify  him  from  without;  how  did  he 
modify  these  from  within  ?  With  what  endeavours  and 
what  efficacy  rule  over  them ;  with  what  resistance  and 
what  suffering  sink  under  them?  In  one  word,  what 
and  how  produced  was  the  effect  of  society  on  him; 
what  and  how  produced  was  his  effect  on  society  ?  He 
who  should  answer  these  questions,  in  regard  to  any 
individual,  would,  as  we  believe,  furnish  a  model  of  per- 
fection in  Biography.  Few  individuals,  indeed,  can  de- 
serve such  a  study;  and  many  lives  will  be  written,  and, 
for  the  gratification  of  innocent  curiosity,  ought  to  be 
written,  and  read,  and  forgotten,  which  are  not  in  this 
sense  biographies.  But  Bums,  if  we  mistake  not,  is  one 
of  these  few  individuals ;  and  such  a  study,  at  least  with 
such  a  result,  he  has  not  yet  obtained.  Our  own  con- 
tributions to  it,  we  are  aware,  can  be  but  scanty  and  feeble; 
but  we  offer  them  with  good- will,  and  trust  they  may 
meet  with  acceptance  from  those  they  are  intended  for. 

Bums  first  came  upon  the  world  as  a  prodigy ;  and 
was,  in  that  character,  entertained  by  it,  in  the  usual 
frtshion,  with  loud,  vague,  tumultuous  wonder,  speedily 
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subsiding  into  censure  and  neglect ;  till  his  early  and  most 
xnoumfol  death  again  awakened  an  enthusiasm  for  him, 
which,  especially  as  there  was  now  nothing  to  be  done, 
and  much  to  be  spoken,  has  prolonged  itself  even  to 
our  own  time.  It  is  true,  the  '  nine  days '  have  long 
since  elapsed ;  and  the  very  continuance  of  this  clamour 
proves  that  Bums  was  no  vulgar  wonder.  Accordingly, 
even  in  sober  judgments,  where,  as  years  passed  by,  he 
has  come  to  rest  more  and  more  exclusively  on  his  own 
intrinsic  merits,  and  may  now  be  wellnigh  shorn  of  that 
casual  radiance,  he  appears  not  only  as  a  true  British 
poet,  but  as  one  of  the  most  considerable  British  men 
of  the  eighteenth  century.  Let  it  not  be  objected  that 
he  did  littie.  He  did  much,  if  we  consider  where  and 
how.  If  the  work  performed  was  small,  we  must  re- 
member that  he  had  his  very  materials  to  discover ;  for 
the  metal  he  worked  in  lay  hid  under  the  desert  moor, 
where  no  eye  but  his  had  guessed  its  existence ;  and  we 
may  almost  say,  that  with  his  own  hand  he  had  to  con- 
struct the  tools  for  fEtshioning  it.  For  he  found  himself 
in  deepest  obscurity,  without  help,  without  instruction, 
without  model ;  or  with  models  only  of  the  meanest 
sort.  An  educated  man  stands,  as  it  were,  in  the  midst 
ci  a  boundless  arsenal  and  magazine,  filled  with  all  the 
weapons  and  engines  which  man's  skill  has  been  able  to 
devise  from  the  earliest  time ;  and  he  works,  accord- 
ingly, with  a  strength  borrowed  from  all  past  ages. 
How  different  ib  Ms  state  who  stands  on  the  outside  of 
that  storehouse,  and  feels  that  its  gates  must  be  stormed, 
or  remain  for  ever  shut  against  him !  His  means  are  the 
commonest  and  rudest ;  the  m^re  woik  done  is  no  mea- 
sure of  his  strength.     A  dwarf  behind  his  steam-engine 
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may  remove  mountains ;  but  no  dwarf  will  hew  them 
down  with  the  pickaxe ;  and  he  must  be  a  Utan  that 
hurls  them  abroad  with  his  arms. 

It  is  in  this  last  shi^  that  Bums  presents  himsdf. 
Bom  in  an  age  the  most  prosaic  Britain  had  yet  seen, 
and  in  a  condition  the  most  disadvantageous,  where  his 
mind,  if  it  accomplished  aught,  must  accomplish  it  tinder 
the  pressure  of  continual  bodily  toil,  nay  of  penury  and 
desponding  apprehension  of  the  worst  evils,  and  widi 
no  furtherance  but  such  knowledge  as  dweUs  in  a  poor 
man's  hut,  and  the  rhymes  of  a  Ferguson  or  Ramsay 
for  his  standard  of  beauty,  he  sinks  not  under  all  these 
impediments:  through  the  fogs  and  darkness  ci  that 
obscure  region,  his  lynx  eye  discerns  the  true  relations 
of  the  world  and  human  life ;  he  grows  into  intdlec- 
tual  strength,  and  trains  himself  into  intellectual  ex- 
pertness.  Impelled  by  the  expansive  movement  of  his 
own  irrepressible  soul,  he  struggles  forward  into  the 
general  view ;  and  with  haughty  modesty  lays  down  be- 
fore us,  as  the  fruit  of  his  labour,  a  gift,  which  Time 
has  now  pronounced  imperishable.  Add  to  all  this, 
that  his  darksome,  drudging  childhood  and  youth  was 
by  feur  the  kindliest  era  of  his  whole  life ;  and  that  he 
died  in  his  thirty-seventh  year :  and  then  ask.  If  it  be 
strange  that  his  poems  are  imperfect,  and  of  small  ex- 
tent, or  that  his  genius  attained  no  mastery  in  its  art  ? 
Alas,  his  Sun  shone  as  through  a  tropical  tornado ;  and 
the  pale  Shadow  of  Death  eclipsed  it  at  noon !  Shrouded 
in  such  baleful  vapours,  the  genius  of  Bums  was  never 
seen  in  dear  azure  splendour,  enlightening  the  world : 
but  some  beams  from  it  did,  by  fits,  pierce  through ;  and 
it  tinted  those  clouds  with  rainbow  and  orient  odours. 
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into  a  ^ory  and  stem  grandeur,   which  men  silently 
gazed  on  with  wonder  and  tears ! 

We  are  anxious  not  to  exaggerate ;  for  it  is  exposi- 
tion rather  than  admiration  that  our  readers  require  of 
us  here ;  and  yet  to  avoid  some  tendency  to  that  side  is 
no  easy  matter.     We  love  Bums,  and  we  pity  him ;  and 
love  and  pity  are  prone  to  magnify.      Criticism,  it  is 
sometimes  thought,  should  he  a  cold  husiness  ;  we  are 
not  so  sure  of  this;   hut,  at  all  events,  our  concern 
with  Bums  is  not  exclusively  that  of  critics.  Tme  and 
genial  as  his  poetry  must  appear,  it  is  not  chiefly  as 
a  poet,  hut  as  a  man,  that  he  interests  and  affects 
us.     He  was  often  advised  to  write  a  tragedy:  time 
and  means  were  not  lent  him  for  this;   hut  through 
life  he  enacted  a  tragedy,  and  one  of  the  deepest. 
We  question  whether  the  world  has  since  witnessed  so 
utterly  sad  a  scene ;  whether  Napoleon  himself,  left  to 
brawl  with  Sir  Hudson  Lowe,  and  perish  on  his  rock« 
'  amid  the  melancholy  main,'  presented  to  the  reflecting 
mind  such  a  '  spectacle  of  pity  and  fear,'  as  did  this  in- 
trinsically nobler,    gentler,  and  perhaps  greater  sou], 
wasting  itself  away  in  a  hopeless  struggle  with  base  en- 
tan^ements,  which  coiled  closer  and  closer  round  him, 
till  only  death  opened  him  an  outlet.     Conquerors  are  a 
class  of  men  with  whom,  for  most  part,  the  world  could 
well  dispense ;  nor  can  the  hard  intellect,  the  unsjon- 
pathizing  loftiness,  and  high  but  selfish  enthusiasm  of 
such  persons,  inspire  us  in  general  with  any  aflfection ; 
at  best  it  may  excite  amazement ;  and  their  fsdl,  like  that 
of  a  pyramid,  will  he  beheld  with  a  certain  sadness  and 
awe.     But  a  true  Poet,  a  man  in  whose  heart  resides 
some  effluence  of  Wisdom,  some  tone  of  the  '  Eternal 
Melodies,'  is  the  most  precious  gift  that  can  be  bestow- 
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ed  on  a  generatiQii :  we  see  in  him  a  freer,  purer  deve- 
lopment of  whatever  is  noblest  in  om^elves  ;  his  life  is 
a  rich  lesson  to  us,  and  we  mourn  his  death,  as  that  of 
a  benefiactor  who  loved  and  taught  us. 

Such  a  gift  had  Nature  in  her  bounty  bestowed  on  us 
in  Robert  Bums ;  but  with  queenhke  indifference  she 
cast  it  from  her  hand,  like  a  thing  of  no  moment ;  and 
it  was  defaced  and  torn  asunder,  as  an  idle  bauble,  'be- 
fore we  recognised  it.    To  the  ill-starred  Bums  was 
given  the  power  of  making  man's  life  more  venerable, 
but  that  of  wisely  guiding  his  own  life  was  not  given. 
Destiny, — for  so  in  our  ignorance  we  must  speak, — 
his  friults,  the  friults  of  others,  proved  too  hard  for  him ; 
and  that  spirit,  which  might  have  soared,  could  it  but 
have  walked,  soon  sank  to  the  dust,  its  glorious  facul- 
ties trodden  under  foot  in  the  blossom ;  and  died,  we 
may  almost  say,  without  ever  having  lived.     And  so 
kind  and  warm  a  soul ;  so  full  of  inborn  riches,  of  love 
to  all  living  and  lifeless  things  !     How  his  heart  flows 
out  in  sympathy  over  universal  Nature ;    and  in  her 
bleakest  provinces  discerns  a  beauty  and  a  meaning ! 
The  '  Daisy '  falls  not  unheeded  under  his  ploughshare ; 
nor  the  ruined  nest  of  that  '  wee,  cowering,  timorous 
beastie/  cast  forth,  after  all  its  provident  pains,  to  '  thok 
the  sleety  dribble,  and  cranreuch  cauld.'     The  '  hoar 
visage '  of  Winter  delights  him :  he  dwells  with  a  sad 
and  oft-returning  fondness  in  these  scoies  of  solemn 
desolation ;  but  the  voice  of  the  tempest  becomes  an 
anthem  to  his  ears ;   he  loves  to  walk  in  the  sounding 
woods,  for  '  it  raises  his  thoughts  to  Him  that  walketk 
on  the  wings  of  the  wind.*  A  true  Poet-soul,  for  it  needs 
but  to  be  struck,  and  the  sound  it  yields  will  be  music ! 
But  observe  him  chiefly  as  he  mingles  with  his  brotbex* 
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men.     What  wann,  all-comprehending  fellow-feeling; 
what  trufitfiil,  bomidless  love ;  what  generous  exaggera- 
tion of  the  object  loved !     His  rustic  Mend,  his  nut- 
brown  maiden,  are  no  longer  mean  and  homely,  but  a 
hero  and  a  queen,  whom  he  prizes  as  the  paragcHis  ui 
Earth.    The  rough  scenes  of  Scottish  life,  not  seen  by 
him  in  any  Arcadian  illusion,  but  in  the  rude  contradic- 
tion, in  the  smoke  and  soil  of  a  too  harsh  reality,  are 
still  lovely  to  him :  Poverty  is  indeed  his  companicm,  but 
Love  also,  and  Courage ;  the  simple  feelings,  the  worth, 
the  nobleness,  that  dwell  under  the  straw  nx^,  are  dear 
and  venerable  to  his  heart :   and  thus  over  the  lowest 
provinces  of  man's  existence  he  pours  the  glory  of  his 
own  soul ;  and  they  rise,  in  shadow  and  sunshine,  soft- 
ened and  brightened  into  a  beauty  which  other  eyes 
discern  not  in  the  highest.  He  has  a  just  self-conscious- 
ness, which  too  often  degenerates  into  pride ;  yet  it  is  a 
noble  pride,  for  defence,  not  for  offence;  no  cold,  suspi- 
cious feeling,  but  a  frank  and  social  one.     The  Peasant 
Poet  bears  himself,  we  might  say,  like  a  King  in  exile : 
he  is  cast  among  the  low,  and  feels  himself  equal  to  the 
highest ;  yet  he  claims  no  rank,  that  none  may  be  dis- 
puted to  him.     The  forward  he  can  repel,  the  superci- 
lious he  can  subdue  ;  pretensions  of  wealth  or  ancestry 
are  of  no  avail  with  him  ;  there  is  a  fire  in  that  dark 
eye,  under  which  the  '  insolence  of  condescension '  can- 
not thrive.     In  his  abasement,  m  his  extreme  need,  he 
forgets  not  for  a  moment  the  majesty  of  Poetry  and 
Manhood.    And  yet,  fieur  as  he  feels  himself  above  com- 
mon men,  he  wanders  not  apart  from  them,  but  mixes 
warmly  in  their  interests ;    nay,  throws  himself  into 
their  arms ;  and,  as  it  were,  intreats  them  to  love  him. 
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It  is  moving  to  Bee  how,  in  his  darkest  despondencj. 
this  proud  being  still  seeks  relief  from  friendship  ;  im- 
bosoms  himself,   often   to  the  unworthy :    and,   amid 
tears,  strains  to  his  glowing  heart  a  heart  that  knows 
only  the  name  of  friendship.     And  yet  he  was  '  quick 
to  learn ; '  a  man  of  keen  vision,  before  whom  commoD 
disguises  afforded  no  concealment.     His  understanding 
saw  through  the  hoUowness  even  of  accomplished  de- 
ceivers ;  but  there  was  a  generous  credulity  in  bis  heart. 
And  so  did  our  Peasant  show  himself  among  as ;  '  a 
'  soul  like  an  iGolian  harp,  in  whose  strings  the  vulgar 
'  wind,  as  it  passed  through  them,  changed  itself  into 
'  articulate  melody.'     And  this  was  he  for  whom  ibt 
world  found  no  fitter  business  than  quarrelling  with 
smugglers  and  vintners,  computing  excise-dues   upon 
tallow,  and  gauging  alebarrels  !     In  such  toils  was  that 
mighty  Spirit  sorrowfully  wasted :  and  a  hundred  yean 
may  pass  on,  before  another  such  is  given  us  to  waste. 

All  that  remains  of  Bums,  the  Writings  he  has  left, 
seem  to  us,  as  we  hinted  above,  no  more  than  a  poor 
mutilated  fraction  of  what  was  in  him ;  brief,  broken 
glimpses  of  a  genius  that  could  never  show  itself  com- 
plete ;  that  wanted  all  things  for  completeness :  culture, 
leisure,  true  effort,  nay  even  length  of  life.  His  poems 
are,  with  scarcely  any  exception,  mere  occasional  efiu- 
sions ;  poured  forth  with  little  premeditation ;  express- 
ing, by  such  means  as  offered,  the  passion,  opinion,  v 
humour  of  the  hour.  Never  in  one  instance  was  it  per- 
mitted him  to  grapple  with  any  subject  with  the  full 
collection  of  his  strength,  to  fiise  and  mould  it  in  the 
concentrated  fire  of  his  genius.    To  try  by  the  strict 
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roles  <^  Art  such  imperfect  fragments,  would  be  at  once 
unprofitable  and  imfeir.  Nevertheless,  there  is  some- 
thing in  these  poems,  marred  and  defective  as  they  are, 
which  forbids  the  most  fastidious  student  of  poetry  to 
pass  them  by.  Some  sort  of  enduring  quality  they  must 
have :  for,  after  fifty  years  of  the  wildest  vicissitudes  in 
poetic  taste,  they  still  continue  to  be  read ;  nay,  are 
read  more  and  more  eagerly,  more  and  more  exten- 
sively ;  and  this  not  only  by  literary  virtuosos,  and  that 
class  upon  whom  transitory  causes  operate  most  strongly, 
but  by  all  classes,  down  to  the  most  hard,  unlettered, 
and  truly  natural  class,  who  read  littie,  and  especially 
no  poetry,  except  because  they  find  pleasure  in  it.  The 
grounds  of  so  singular  and  wide  a  popularity,  which 
extends,  in  a  literal  sense,  from  the  palace  to  the  hut» 
and  over  all  regions  where  the  English  tongue  is  spoken, 
are  well  wortii  inquiring  into.  After  every  just  deduc- 
tion, it  seems  to  imply  some  rare  excellence  in  these 
works.     What  is  that  excellence  ? 

To  answer  this  question  will  not  lead  us  far.  The 
excellence  of  Bums  is,  indeed,  among  the  rarest,  whe- 
ther in  poetry  or  prose ;  but,  at  the  same  time,  it  is  plain 
and  easily  recognised:  his  Sincerity,  his  indisputable 
air  of  Truth.  Here  are  no  fetbulous  woes  or  joys ;  no 
hollow  fiemtastic  sentimentalities;  no  wiredrawn  refinings, 
either  in  thought  or  feeling :  the  passion  that  is  traced 
before  us  has  glowed  in  a  living  heart ;  the  opinion  he 
utters  has  risen  in  his  own  understanding,  and  been  a 
light  to  his  own  steps.  He  does  not  write  from  hearsay, 
but  frt>m  sight  and  experience ;  it  is  the  scenes  that  he 
has  lived  and  laboured  amidst,  that  he  describes  :  those 
scenes,  rude  and  humble  as  they  are,  have  kindled  beau- 
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tdful  emotions  in  his  soul,  noble  thoughts,  and  definite 
resolves ;  and  he  speaks  forth  what  is  in  him,  not  from 
any  outward  call  of  vanity  or  interest,  but  because  his 
heart  is  too  full  to  be  silent.  He  speaks  it  with  such 
melody  and  modulation  as  he  can ;  '  in  homely  rustic 
jingle; '  but  it  is  his  own,  and  genuine.  This  is  the  grand 
secret  for  finding  readers  and  retaining  them :  let  him 
who  would  move  and  convince  others,  be  first  moved 
and  convinced  himself.  Horace's  rule.  Si  vis  me  fien, 
is  applicable  in  a  wider  sense  than  the  literal  one.  To 
every  poet,  to  every  writer,  we  might  say :  Be  true,  if 
you  would  be  believed.  Let  a  man  but  speak  forth  with 
genuine  earnestness  the  thought,  the  emotion,  the  actual 
condition,  of  his  own  heart;  and  other  men,  so  strangdy 
are  we  all  knit  together  by  the  tie  of  sympathy,  must 
and  will  give  heed  to  him.  In  culture,  in  extent  of  view, 
we  may  stand  above  the  speaker,  or  below  him  ;  but  in 
either  case,  his  words,  if  they  are  earnest  and  sincere, 
will  find  some  response  within  us;  for  in  spite  of  aD 
casual  varieties  in  outward  rank,  or  inward,  as  fJELce  an- 
swers to  fieu^,  so  does  the  heart  of  man  to  man. 

This  may  appear  a  very  simple  principle,  and  cme 
which  Bums  had  little  merit  in  discovering.  True,  tiie 
discovery  is  easy  enough :  but  the  practical  appliance  is  not 
easy ;  is  indeed  the  fundamental  difficulty  which  all  poets 
have  to  strive  with,  and  which  scarcely  one  in  the  hundred 
ever  fairly  surmounts.  A  head  too  duU  to  discriminate 
the  true  from  the  Mse ;  a  heart  too  dull  to  love  the  one 
at  all  risks,  and  to  hate  the  other  in  spite  of  all  temp- 
tations, are  alike  fatal  to  a  writer.  With  either,  or,  aF 
more  commonly  happens,  with  both,  of  these  deficiencies, 
combine  a  love  of  distinction,  a  wish  to  be  original. 
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which  is  seldom  wanting,  and  we  have  Affectation,  the 
bane  of  literature,  as  Cant,  its  elder  brother,  is  of  mo- 
rals.    How  often  does  the  one  and  the  other  front  us, 
in  poetry,  as  in  life !     Ghreat  poets  themselves  are  not 
always  free  of  this  vice  ;  nay,  it  is  precisely  on  a  certain 
sort  and  degree  of  greatness  that  it  is  most  commonly 
ingrafted.     A  strong  effort  after  excellence  will  some- 
times solace  itself  with  a  mere  shadow  of  success; 
he  who  has  much  to  unfold,  will  sometimes  unfold  it 
imperfectly.  Byron,  for  instance,  was  no  common  man : 
jet  if  we  examine  his  poetry  with  this  view,  we  shall 
find  it  far  enough  from  faultless.     Generally  speaking, 
we  should  say  that  it  is  not  true.     He  refreshes  us,  not 
with  the  divine  foimtain,   but  too  often  with  vulgar 
strong  waters,  stimulating  indeed  to  the  taste,  but  soon 
ending   in  dislike,  or  even  nausea.     Are  his  Harolds 
and  Giaours,  we  would  ask,  real  men ;  we  mean,  poeti- 
cally consistent  and  conceivable  men  ?     Do  not  these 
characters,  does  not  the  character  of  their  author,  which 
more  or  less  shines  through  them  all,  rather  appear  a 
thing  put  on  for  the  occasion ;  no  natural  or  possible 
mode  of  being,  but  something  intended  to  look  much 
grander  than  nature  ?   Surely,  all  these  stormful  agonies, 
this  volcanic  heroism,  superhuman  contempt,  and  moody 
desperation,  with  so  much  scowling,  and  teeth -g^nashing, 
and  other  sulphurous  humour,  is  more  like  the  brawling 
of  a  player  in  some  paltry  tragedy,  which  is  to  last  three 
hours,  than  the  bearing  of  a  man  in  the  business  of  life, 
which  is  to  last  three  score  and  ten  years.  To  our  minds, 
there  is  a  taint  of  this  sort,  something  which  we  should 
call  theatrical,  false,  affected,  in  every  one  of  these  other- 
wise so  powerful  pieces.     Perhaps  Don  Juan,  especially 
vol*,  I.  Q 
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the  latter  parts  of  it,  is  the  only  thing  approaching  to  a 
sincere  work,  he  ever  wrote ;  the  only  work  where  he 
showed  himself,  in  any  measure,  as  he  was ;  and  seemed 
so  intent  on  his  subject  as,  for  moments,  to  forget  him- 
self. Yet  Byron  hated  this  vice ;  we  believe,  heartilj 
detested  it :  nay,  he  had  declared  formal  war  against  it 
in  words.  So  difficult  is  it  even  for  the  strongest  to 
make  this  primary  attainment,  which  might  seem  the 
simplest  of  all :  to  read  its  awn  consciousness  wUktmt 
mistakes,  without  errors  involuntary  or  wilful !  We  re- 
collect no  poet  of  Bums's  susceptibility  who  comes 
before  us  from  the  first,  and  abides  with  us  to  the  last, 
with  such  a  total  want  of  affectation.  He  is  an  honest 
man,  and  an  honest  writer.  In  his  successes  and  his 
failures,  in  his  greatness  and  his  littleness,  he  is  ever 
clear,  simple,  true,  and  glitters  with  no  lustre  but  his 
own.  We  reckon  this  to  be  a  great  virtue ;  to  be,  in 
fact,  the  root  of  most  other  virtues,  literary  as  well  as 
moral. 

Here,  however,  let  us  say,  it  is  to  the  Poetry  of 
Bums  that  we  now  allude ;  to  those  writings  which  he 
had  time  to  meditate,  and  where  no  special  reason  ex- 
isted to  warp  his  critical  feeling,  or  obstruct  his  endea- 
vour to  fulfil  it.  Certain  of  his  Letters,  and  other  fnc^ 
tions  of  prose  composition,  by  no  means  deserve  this 
praise.  Here,  doubtless,  there  is  not  the  same  natural 
truth  of  style ;  but  on  the  contrary,  something  not  only 
stiff,  but  strained  and  twisted;  a  certain,  high-flown 
inflated  tone ;  the  stilting  emphasis  of  which  omtrasts 
ill  with  the  firmness  and  rugged  simplicity  of  even  his 
poorest  verses.  Thus  no  man,  it  would  a{^>ear,  is  alto- 
gether unaffected.     Does  not  Shakspeare  himself  some- 
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times  premeditate  the  sheerest  bombast !  But  even  with 
regard  to  these  Letters  of  Bums,  it  is  but  fedr  to  state 
that  he  had  two  excuses.  The  first  was  his  comparatiye 
deficiency  in  language.  Bums,  though  for  most  part  he 
writes  with  singular  force,  and  even  gracefulness,  is  not 
master  of  Enghsh  prose,  as  he  is  of  Scottish  verse ;  not 
master  ai  it,  we  mean,  in  proportion  to  the  depth  and 
vehemence  of  his  matter.  These  Letters  strike  us  as 
the  effort  of  a  man  to  express  something  which  he  has 
no  organ  fit  for  expressing.  But  a  second  and  weightier 
excuse  is  to  be  found  in  the  peculiarity  of  Bums's  social 
rank.  His  correspondents  are  often  men  whose  relation 
to  him  he  has  never  accurately  ascertained  ;  whom  there- 
fore he  is  either  forearming  himself  against,  or  else  un- 
consciously flattering,  by  adopting  the  style  he  thinks 
will  please  them.  At  all  events,  we  should  remember 
that  these  faults,  even  in  his  Letters,  are  not  the  rule, 
but  the  exception.  Whenever  he  writes,  as  one  would 
ever  wish  to  do,  to  trusted  Mends  and  on  real  interests, 
his  style  becomes  simple,  vigorous,  expressive,  sometimes 
even  beautiful.  His  letters  to  Mrs.  Dunlop  are  uni- 
formly excellent. 

But  we  return  to  his  Poetry.  In  addition  to  its  Sin- 
cerity, it  has  another  peculiar  merit,  which  indeed  is  but 
a  mode,  or  perhaps  a  means,  of  the  foregoing :  this  dis- 
plays itself  in  his  choice  of  subjects ;  or  rather  in  his 
indifference  as  to  subjects,  and  the  power  he  has  of 
making  all  subjects  interesting.  The  ordinary  poet,  like 
the  ordinary  man,  is  forever  seeking  in  external  cir- 
comstances  the  help  which  can  be  found  only  in  himself. 
In  what  is  familiar  and  near  at  hand,  he  discerns  no  form 
or  comeliness  :  home  is  not  poetical  but  prosaic ;  it  is  in 
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some  past,  distant,  conventioDal  heroic  wmld,  that  poetry 
resides ;  were  he  there  and  not  here,  were  he  thus  and 
not  so,  it  would  he  well  with  him.     Hence  our  innume* 
rable  host  of  rose-coloured  Noreb  and  ircm-mailed  Epics, 
with  their  locality  not  on  the  Earth,  but  somewhere 
nearer  to  the  Moon.     Hence  our  Virgins  of  the  Son, 
and  our  Knights  of  the  Cross,  malicious  Saracens  in 
turbans,  and  copper-coloured  ChiefB  in  wampum,  and  so 
many  other  truculent  figures  from  the  heroic  times  or  the 
heroic  dimates,  who  on  all  hands  swarm  in  our  poetry. 
Peace  be  with  them  !     But  yet,  as  a  great  moralist  pro- 
posed preaching  to  the  men  of  this  century,  so  would 
we  fain  preach  to  the  poets,  '  a  sermon  on  the  doty  of 
sta3ring  at  home.'     Let  them  be  sure  that  heroic  ages 
and  heroic  climates  can  do  little  for  th^n.     That  form 
of  life  has  attraction  for  us,  less  because  it  is  better  or 
nobler  than  our  own,  than  simply  because  it  is  different ; 
and  even  this  attraction  must  be  of  the  most  transient 
sort.     For  will  not  our  own  age,  one  day,  be  an  ancient 
one ;  and  have  as  quaint  a  costume  as  the  rest ;  not  con- 
trasted with  the  rest,  therefore,  but  ranked  along  with 
them,  in  respect  of  quaintness  ?  Does  Homer  interest  us 
now,  because  he  wrote  of  what  passed  beyond  his  native 
Greece,  and  two  centuries  before  he  was  bom ;  or  be- 
cause he  wrote  of  what  passed  in  Grod's  world,  and  in 
the  heart  of  man,  which  is  the  same  after  thirty  c^itu- 
ries  ?    Let  our  poets  look  to  this :  is  their  feeling  reaHj 
finer,  truer,  and  their  vision  deeper  than  that  of  otiier 
men,  they  have  nothing  to  fear,  even  from  the  humUest 
subject ;  is  it  not  so,  —  they  have  nothing  to  hope,  but 
an  ephemeral  favour,  even  frx>m  the  highest. 

The  poet,  we  imagine,  can  never  have  far  to  seek  for 
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a  subject :  the  elements  of  his  art  are  in  him,  and  around 
bim  on  every  hand ;  for  him  the  Ideal  world  is  not  re- 
mote from  the  Actual,  but  under  it  and  within  it :  nay, 
he  is  a  poet,  precisely  because  he  can  discern  it  there. 
Whererer  there  is  a  sky  above  him,  and  a  world  around 
him,  the  poet  is  in  his  place ;  for  here  too  is  man's  exist- 
tence,  with  its  infinite  longings  and  small  acquirings ; 
its  ever- thwarted,  ever-renewed  endeavours ;  its  unspeak- 
able aspirations,  its  fears  and  hopes  that  wander  through 
Btemity ;  and  all  the  mystery  of  brightness  and  of  gloom 
that  it  was  ever  made  of,  in  any  age  or  climate,  since 
man  first  began  to  live.  Is  there  not  the  fifth  act  of  a 
Tragedy  in  every  death-bed,  though  it  were  a  peasant's, 
and  a  bed  of  heath  ?  And  are  wooings  and  weddings 
obsolete,  that  there  can  be  Comedy  no  longer  ?  Or  are 
men  suddenly  grown  wise,  that  Laughter  must  no  longer 
shake  his  sides,  but  be  cheated  of  his  Farce  ?  Man's 
life  and  nature  is,  as  it  was,  and  as  it  will  ever  be.  But 
the  poet  must  have  an  eye  to  read  these  things,  and  a 
heart  to  understand  them  ;  or  they  come  and  pass  away 
before  him  in  vain.  He  is  a  votes,  a  seer ;  a  gift  of 
vision  has  been  given  him.  Has  life  no  meanings  for 
him,  which  another  cannot  equally  decipher ;  then  he  is 
no  poet,  and  Delphi  itself  will  not  make  him  one. 

In  this  respect.  Bums,  though  not  perhaps  absolutely 
a  great  poet,  better  manifests  his  capability,  better  proves 
the  truth  of  his  genius,  than  if  he  had,  by  his  own 
strength,  kept  the  whole  Minerva  Press  going,  to  the 
end  of  his  literary  course.  He  shows  himself  at  least  a 
poet  of  Nature's  own  making ;  and  Nature,  after  all,  is 
still  the  grand  agent  in  making  poets.  We  often  hear  of 
this  and  the  other  external  condition  being  requisite  for 
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the  existence  of  a  poet.  Sometimes  it  is  a  certain  sort 
of  training ;  he  must  have  studied  certain  things,  studied 
for  instance  '  the  elder  dramatists/  and  so  learned  a 
poetic  language ;  as  if  poetry  lay  in  the  tongue,  not  in 
the  heart.  At  other  times  we  are  told,  he  must  be  bred 
in  a  certain  rank,  and  must  be  on  a  confidential  footing 
vdth  the  higher  classes ;  because,  above  all  things,  be 
must  see  the  world.  As  to  seeing  the  wc»'ld,  we  appie- 
bend  this  will  cause  him  little  difficulty,  if  he  have  but 
eyesight  to  see  it  with.  Without  eyesight,  indeed,  the 
task  might  be  hard.  The  blind  or  the  purblind  man 
'  travels  from  Dan  to  Beersheba,  and  finds  it  all  barren.' 
But  happily  every  poet  is  bom  in  the  world  ;  and  sees 
it,  with  or  against  his  will,  every  day  and  every  hour  be 
lives.  The  mysterious  workmanship  of  man's  heart,  the 
true  light  and  the  inscrutable  darkness  of  man's  destiny, 
reveal  themselves  not  only  in  capital  cities,  and  crowded 
saloons,  but  in  every  hut  and  hamlet  where  men  haie 
their  abode.  Nay,  do  not  the  elements  of  all  hnman 
virtues,  and  all  human  vices ;  the  passions  at  once  of  a 
Borgia  and  of  a  Luther,  lie  written,  in  stronger  or  fainter 
lines,  in  the  conciousness  of  every  individual  bosom,  that 
has  practised  honest  self-examination  ?  Truly,  this  same 
world  may  be  seen  in  Mossgiel  and  Tarbolton,  if  we  look 
well,  as  clearly  as  it  ever  came  to  light  in  Croddbrd's. 
or  the  Tmleries  itself. 

But  sometimes  still  harder  requisitions  are  laid  on 
the  poor  aspirant  to  poetry ;  for  it  is  hinted  that  he 
should  have  been  bom  two  centuries  ago  ;  inasmu^di  as 
poetry,  about  that  date,  vanished  from  the  ear^,  and 
became  no  longer  attainable  by  men!  Such  cobweb 
«peculations  have,  now  and  then,  overhung  tbe  field  of 
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literature;  but  they  obstruct  not  the  growth  of  any 
plant  there:  the  Shakspeare  or  the  Bums,  uncon- 
8cioualy»  and  merely  as  he  walks  onward,  silently  brushes 
them  away.  Is  not  every  genius  an  impossibility  till 
he  appear  ?  Why  do  we  call  him  new  and  original,  if 
we  saw  where  his  marble  was  Ijring,  and  what  fabric  he 
could  rear  from  it?  It  is  not  the  material  but  the 
workman  that  is  wanting.  It  is  not  the  dark  place 
that  hinders,  but  the  dim  eye.  A  Scottish  peasant's 
life  was  the  meanest  and  rudest  of  all  lives,  dll  Bums 
became  a  poet  in  it,  and  a  poet  of  it ;  found  it  a  man*8 
life,  and  therefore  significant  to  men.  A  thousand  bat- 
tle-fields remain  unsung ;  but  the  Wounded  Hare  has 
not  perished  without  its  memorial ;  a  balm  of  mercy 
yet  breathes  on  us  from  its  dumb  agonies,  because  a  poet 
was  there.  Our  Halloween  had  passed  and  repassed, 
in  rude  awe  and  laughter,  since  the  era  of  the  Druids  ; 
but  no  Theocritus,  till  Bums,  discerned  in  it  the  mate- 
rials of  a  Scottish  Idyl :  neither  was  the  Holy  Fair  any 
Council  of  Trent,  or  Roman  Jubilee ;  but  nevertheless, 
Superstition  and  Hypocrisy  and  Fun  having  been  pro- 
pitious to  him,  in  this  man's  hand  it  became  a  poem, 
instinct  with  satire,  and  genuine  comic  life.  Let  but 
the  tme  poet  be  given  us,  we  repeat  it,  place  him  where 
and  how  you  will,  and  true  poetry  will  not  be  wanting. 

Independently  of  the  essential  gift  of  poetic  feeling, 
as  we  have  now  attempted  to  describe  it,  a  certain  rug- 
ged sterling  worth  pervades  whatever  Bums  has  writ- 
ten :  a  virtue,  as  of  green  fields  and  mountain  breezes, 
dwells  in  his  poetry ;  it  ia  redolent  of  natural  life,  and 
hardy  natural  men.  There  is  a  decisive  strength  in 
him,  and  yet  a  sweet  native  gracefulness  :  he  is  tender. 
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he  is  vehement,  yet  without  constraint  or  too  visible 
effort ;  he  melts  the  heart,  or  inflames  it,  with  a  power 
which  seems  habitual  and  fiimiliar  to  him.  We  see  that 
in  this  man  there  was  the  gentleness,  the  trembling  pity 
of  a  woman,  with  the  deep  earnestness,  the  force  and 
passionate  ardour  of  a  hero.  Tears  lie  in  him,  and  con- 
suming fire ;  as  lightning  lurks  in  the  drops  of  the  sum- 
mer cloud.  He  has  a  resonance  in  his  bosom  for  every 
note  of  human  feeling ;  the  high  and  the  low,  the  sad, 
the  ludicrous,  the  joyful,  are  welcome  in  their  turns  to  his 
'  lightly-moved  and  all-conceiving  spirit.'  And  observe 
with  what  a  fierce  prompt  force  he  grasps  his  subject, 
be  it  what  it  may !  How  he  fixes,  as  it  were,  die  fuU 
image  of  the  matter  in  his  eye ;  fuU  and  clear  in  every 
lineament ;  and  catches  the  real  type  and  essence  of  it, 
amid  a  thousand  accidents  and  superficial  circumstances, 
no  one  of  which  misleads  him !  Is  it  of  reason ;  some 
truth  to  be  discovered  ?  No  sophistry,  no  vain  surfiice- 
logic  detains  him  ;  quick,  resolute,  unerring,  he  pierces 
through  into  the  marrow  of  the  question ;  and  speaks 
his  verdict  with  an  emphasis  that  cannot  be  forgotten. 
Is  it  of  description ;  some  visual  object  to  be  repre^ 
sented  ?  No  poet  of  any  age  or  nation  is  more  graphic 
than  Bums :  the  characteristic  features  disclose  them- 
selves to  him  at  a  glance ;  three  lines  from  his  hand* 
and  we  have  a  likeness.  And,  in  that  rough  dialect,  in 
that  rude,  often  awkward  metre,  so  dear  and  definite 
a  likeness !  It  seems  a  draughtsman  working  with  a 
burnt  stick ;  and  yet  the  burin  of  a  Retzsch  is  not  more 
expressive  or  exact. 

Of  this  last  excellence,  the  plainest  and  most  com- 
prehensive of  all,  being  indeed  the  root  and  foundation 
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of  every  8ort  of  talent,  poetical  <x  intellectoal,  we  could 
produce  innumerable  instances  from  the  writings  of 
Bums.  Take  these  glimpses  of  a  snow-storm  from  his 
Wimter  Night  (the  italics  are  ours)  : 

When  biting  Boress,  fell  and  doure, 
Sharp  shivers  thro'  the  leafless  bowV, 
And  Phcebus  gies  a  short'Uv*dglowr 

Far  south  the  lift. 
Dim-darkening  thro*  theJMcy  shower 

Or  whirling  drift : 

'Ae  night  the  storm  the  steeples  rockM, 
Poor  labour  sweet  in  sleep  was  lockM, 
While  bums  wi*  snowy  wreeths  upchock^d^ 

Wild-eddying  whirls 
Or  thro'  the  mining  outlet  lockM, 

Down  headlong  hurl. 

Are  there  not  •  descriptive  touches '  here  ?  The  descri- 
ber  $aw  this  thing ;  the  essential  feature  and  true  likeness 
of  every  circumstance  in  it ;  saw,  and  not  with  the  eye 
only.  '  Poor  labour  locked  in  sweet  sleep ; '  the  dead 
stillness  of  man,  unconscious,  vanquished,  yet  not  un- 
protected, while  such  strife  of  the  material  elements 
rages,  and  seems  to  reign  supreme  in  loneliness :  this  is 
of  the  heart  as  well  as  of  the  eye !  —  Look  also  at  his 
image  of  a  thaw,  and  prophecied  fall  of  the  Auld  Brig: 

When  heavy,  dark,  continued,  a*-day  rains 

Wi'  deepening  deluges  o'erflow  the  plains ; 

When  from  the  hills  where  springs  the  brawling  Coil, 

Or  stately  Lugar's  mossy  fountains  boil, 

Or  where  the  Oreenf>ck  winds  his  moorland  course 

Or  haunted  Oarpal  *  draws  his  feeble  source, 
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ArousM  by  blustring  winds,  and  spotting  thowes. 
In  nwny  a  torrent  dotvn  his  snaw-broo  rotres; 
fFTiUe  crashing  ice,  borne  on  the  roaring  speat^ 
Sweeps  dams  and  mills  and  brigs  a*  to  the  gate; 
And  from  Glenbuck  down  to  the  Rottonkey, 
Auld  Ayr  is  just  one  lengthen^  tumbling  sea ; 
Then  down  ye'Il  hurl,  Deil  nor  ye  never  rise! 
And  dash  the  gumliejaups  up  to  the  pouring  skies. 

The  last  line  is  in  itself  a  Poussin-picture  of  that 
Deluge  !  The  welkin  has»  as  it  were,  bent  down  with  its 
weight ;  the  '  gumlie  jaups '  and  the  '  pouring  skies'  are 
mingled  together ;  it  is  a  world  of  rain  and  ruin. — In 
respect  of  mere  clearness  and  minute  fidelity,  the  Farmer's 
commendation  of  his  Auld  Mare,  in  plough,  or  in  cart, 
may  vie  with  Homer's  Smithy  of  the  Cyclops,  or  yoking 
of  Priam's  Chariot.  Nor  have  we  forgotten  stout  Burrn^ 
the^wind  and  his  brawny  customers,  inspired  by  Scotch 
prink :  but  it  is  needless  to  multiply  examples.  One 
other  trait  of  a  much  finer  sort  we  select  from  multi- 
tudes of  such  among  his  Songs,  It  ^ves,  in  a  single 
line,  to  the  saddest  feeling,  the  saddest  environment  and 
local  habitation : 

The  pale  Moon  is  setting  beyond  tlw  white  wave. 
And  Time  is  setting  wV  me  O  ; 
Farewell  false  friends,  false  lover,  fiftrewell ! 
1*11  nae  mair  trouble  them  nor  thee  O. 

This  clearness  of  sight  we  have  called  the  founda- 
tion of  all  talent ;  for  in  fact,  unless  we  see  our  object, 
how  shall  we  know  how  to  place  or  prize  it,  in  our  un- 
derstanding, our  imagination,  our  afiections  ?  Yet  it  is 
not  in  itself,  perhaps,  a  very  high  excellence;  but  capa- 
ble of  being  united  indifferently  with  tiie  strongest,  or 
with  ordinary  powers.    Homer  surpasses  all  men  in  this 
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quality :  but  strangely  enough,  at  no  great  distance 
below  him  are  Richardson  and  Defoe.  It  belongs,  in 
truth,  to  what  is  called  a  lively  mind ;  and  gives  no 
sure  indication  of  the  higher  endowments  that  may 
exist  al(Hig  with  it.  In  all  the  three  cases  we  have 
mentioned,  it  is  combined  with  great  garruHty ;  their 
descriptions  are  detailed,  ample,  and  lovingly  exact; 
Homer's  fire  bursts  throu^,  from  time  to  time,  as  if  by 
accident;  but  Defoe  and  Richardson  have  no  fire. 
Bums,  again,  is  not  more  distinguished  by  the  deamess 
than  by  the  impetuous  force  of  his  conceptions.  Of  the 
strength,  the  piercing  emphasis  with  which  he  thought, 
his  emphasis  of  expression  may  give  a  humble  but  the 
readiest  proof.  Who  ever  uttered  sharper  sayings  than 
his ;  words  more  memorable,  now  by  their  burning  ve- 
hemence, now  by  their  cool  vigour  and  laconic  pith  ? 
A  single  phrase  depicts  a  whole  subject,  a  whole  scene. 
We  hear  of  '  a  gentleman  that  derived  his  patent  of  no- 
bility direct  from  Almighty  God.'  Our  Scottish  fore- 
fathers in  the  battle-field  struggled  forward  '  red^wat- 
shod :'  in  this  one  word,  a  full  vision  of  horror  and  car- 
nage, perhaps  too  frightfully  accurate  for  Art ! 

In  fEict,  one  of  the  leading  features  in  the  mind  of 
Bums  is  this  vigour  of  his  strictly  intellectual  percep- 
tions. A  resolute  force  is  ever  visiUe  in  his  judgments, 
as  in  his  feelings  and  volitions.  Professor  Stewart  says 
of  him,  with  some  surprise  :  '  All  the  faculties  of  Bums's 
'  mind  were,  as  far  as  I  could  judge,  equally  vigorous ; 
'  and  his  predilection  for  poetry  was  rather  the  result  of 
'  his  own  enthusiastic  and  impassioned  temper,  than  of  a 
'  genius  exclusively  adapted  to  that  species  of  composition. 
'  From  his  conversation  I  should  have  pronounced  him 
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'  to  be  fitted  to  excel  in  whatever  walk  of  amlntioii  he 
'  had  chosen  to  exert  his  abilities.'  But  this,  if  we  mis- 
take not,  is  at  all  times  the  very  essence  of  a  truly  poeti- 
cal endowment.  Poetry,  except  in  such  cases  as  that 
of  Keats,  where  the  whole  consists  in  a  weak-eyed 
maudlin  sensibility,  and  a  certain  vague  rand(»n  tune- 
fulness of  nature,  is  no  separate  feumlty,  no  organ  which 
can  be  superadded  to  the  rest,  or  disjoined  from  diem ; 
but  rather  the  result  of  their  general  harmony  and  com- 
pletion. The  feelings,  the  gifts,  that  exist  in  the  Poet, 
are  those  that  exist,  with  more  or  less  development,  in 
every  human  soul :  the  imagination,  which  d&udders  at 
the  Hell  of  Dante,  is  the  same  fiunilty,  weaker  in  de- 
gree, which  called  that  picture  into  being.  How  does 
the  Poet  speak  to  men,  with  power,  but  by  bdng  still 
more  a  man  than  they  ?  Shakspeare,  it  has  been  wdl 
observed,  in  the  planning  and  completing  of  his  trage- 
dies, has  shown  an  Understanding,  were  it  nothing 
more,  which  might  have  governed  states,  or  indited  a 
Novum  Orgamtm,  What  Bums's  force  of  understmd- 
ing  may  have  been,  we  have  less  means  of  judging :  it 
had  to  dwell  among  the  humblest  objects ;  never  saw 
Philosophy,  never  rose,  except  by  natural  effnl  and  for 
short  intervals ;  into  the  region  of  great  ideas.  Never- 
theless, sufficient  indication,  if  no  proof  sufficient,  re- 
mains for  us  in  his  works :  we  discern  the  brawny  move- 
ments of  a  gigantic  though  untutored  strength,  and  can 
understand  how,  in  conversation,  his  quick  sure  inaigfat 
into  men  and  things  may,  as  much  as  au^t  else  about 
him,  have  amazed  the  best  thinkers  of  his  time  and 
country. 

But,  unless  we  mistake,  the  intellectual  gift  of  Bums 
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is  fine  B9  well  as  strong.  The  more  delicate  relations 
of  things  cotdd  not  well  have  escaped  his  eye,  for  they 
were  intimately  present  to  his  heart.  The  logic  of  the 
senate  and  the  forum  is  indispensahle,  but  not  all-suffi- 
cient ;  nay,  perhaps  the  highest  Truth  is  that  which  will 
the  most  certainly  elude  it.  For  this  logic  works  by 
words,  and  '  the  highest,'  it  has  been  said,  '  cannot  be 
expressed  in  words.'  We  are  not  without  tokens  of  an 
openness  for  this  higher  truth  also,  of  a  keen  though 
uncultivated  sense  for  it,  having  existed  in  Bums.  Mr. 
Stewart,  it  will  be  remembered,  '  wonders,'  in  the  passage 
above  quoted,  that  Bums  had  formed  some  distinct  con- 
cepti<Hi  of  the  '  doctrine  of  association.'  We  rather 
think  that  hr  subtler  things  than  the  doctrine  of  asso- 
ciation had  from  of  old  been  familiar  to  him.  Here  for 
instance: 

*  We  know  nothing/  thus  writes  he,  *  or  next  to  nothing, 
of  the  structure  of  our  souls,  so  we  cannot  account  for  those 
seeming  caprices  in  them,  that  one  should  be  particularly 
pleased  with  this  thing,  or  struck  with  that,  which,  on  minds 
of  a  different  cast,  makes  no  extraordinary  impression.  I 
have  some  some  favourite  flowers  in  spring,  among  which 
are  the  mountain-daisy,  the  harebell,  the  foxglove,  the 
vriid-brier  rose,  the  budding  birch,  and  the  hoary  hawthorn, 
that  I  view  and  hang  over  with  particular  delight.  I  never 
hear  the  loud  solitary  whistle  of  the  curlew  in  a  summer 
noon,  or  the  wild  mixing  cadence  of  a  troop  of  grey  plover 
in  an  autumnal  morning,  without  feeling  an  elevation  of  soul 
-like  the  enthusiasm  of  devotion  or  poetry.  Tell  me,  my 
dear  friend,  to  what  can  this  be  owing  f  Are  we  a  piece  of 
machinery,  which,  like  the  ^olian  harp,  passive,  takes  the 
impression  of  the  passing  accident ;  or  do  these  workings 
argue  something  within  us  above  the  trodden  clod  ?     I  own 
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myself  partial  to  such  proofs  of  those  awful  and  important 
realities  :  a  God  that  made  all  things,  man's  immaterial  and 
immortal  nature,  and  a  world  of  weal  or  wo  beyond  death 
and  the  grave.' 

Force  and  fineness  of  undarstanding  are  often  spolnn 
of  as  something  different  from  general  force  and  firu^n^^m 
of  nature,  as  something  partly  independent  of  tiicm. 
The  necessities  of  language  so  require  it ;  but  in  truth 
these  qualities  are  not  distinct  and  independent :  except 
in  special  cases,  and  from  special  causes,  they  ever  go 
together.     A  man  of  strong  understanding  is  generaDj 
a  man  of  strong  character ;  neither  is  delicacy  in  the 
one  kind  often  divided  from  delicacy  in  the  other.     No 
one,  at  all  events,  is  ignorant  that  in  tiie   Poetry  of 
Bums,  keenness  of  insight  keeps  pace  with  keenness  of 
feeling ;  that  his  light  is  not  more  pervading  than  his 
warmth.     He  is  a  man  of  the  most  impassioned  temper ; 
with  passions  not  strong  only,  but  noble,  and  of  the 
sort  in  which  great  virtues  and  great  poems  take  their 
rise.     It  is  reverence,  it  is  love  towards  all  Nature  that 
inspires  him,  that  opens  his  eyes  to  its  beauty,  and 
makes  heart  and  voice  eloquent  in  its  praise.     There  is 
a  true  old  saying,  that  '  Love  furthers  knowledge  : '  but 
above  all,  it  is  the  living  essence  of  that  knowledge 
which  makes  poets  ;  the  first  principle  of  its  existence, 
increase,  activity.     Of  Bums's  fervid  affection,  his  ge- 
nerous all-embracing  Love,  we  have  spoken  already,  as 
of  the  grand  distinction  of  his  nature,  seen  equally  in 
word  and  deed,  in  his  Life  and  in  his  Writings.    It  were 
easy  to  multiply  examples.     Not  man  only,  but  all  that 
environs  man  in   the  material  and  moral  universe,  is 
lovely  in  his  sight :  '  the  hoary  hawthorn,'  the  '  troop  of 
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grey  plover/  the  *  solitary  curlew/  all  are  dear  to  him  ; 
all  live  in  this  Earth  along  with  him,  and  to  all  he  is  knit 
as  in  mysterious  hrotherhood.  How  touching  is  it,  for 
instance,  that,  amidst  the  gloom  of  personal  misery, 
brooding  over  the  wintry  desolation  without  him  and 
within  him,  he  thinks  of  the  '  ourie  cattle '  and  '  silly 
sheep,'  and  their  sufferings  in  the  pitiless  storm ! 

I  thought  me  on  the  oarie  cattle, 
Or  silly  sheep,  wba  bide  this  brattle 

O'  wintry  war ; 
Or  thro*  the  drift,  deep-lairing  ^sprattle, 

Beneath  a  scaur. 
Ilk  happing  bird,  wee  helpless  thing. 
That  in  the  men*}'  months  o*  spring 
Delighted  me  to  hear  thee  sing. 

What  comes  o'  thee  ? 
Where  wilt  thoa  cow'r  thy  chittering  wing. 

And  close  thy  ee? 

The  tenant  of  the  mean  hut,  with  its  '  ragged  roof  and 
chinky  wall,*  has  a  heart  to  pity  even  these !  This  is 
worth  several  homilies  on  Mercy :  for  it  is  the  voice  of 
Mercy  herself.  Bums,  indeed,  lives  in  sympathy  ;  his 
soul  rushes  forth  into  all  realms  of  being ;  nothing  that 
has  existence  can  be  indifferent  to  him.  The  very  Devil 
he  cannot  hate  with  right  orthodoxy : 

But  fare  you  weel,  auld  Nickie-ben ; 

O  wad  ye  tak  a  thought  and  men' ! 

Ye  aiblins  might,  —  I  dinna  ken, — 

Still  hae  a  stake ; 

I*m  wae  to  think  upo*  yon  den. 

Even  for  your  sake ! 

"  He  ia  the  father  of  curses  and  lies,"  said  Dr.  Slop ; 
"  and  is  cursed  and  damned  already." — "  I  am  sorry 
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for  it,"  quoth  my  uncle  Toby !  —  A  Poet  without  Love, 
were  a  physical  and  metaphysical  impossibility. 

But  has  it  not  been  said  in  contradiction  to  this 
principle,  that,  'Indignation  makes  verses'  ?  It  has  been 
so  said,  and  is  true  enough :  but  the  contradiction  is 
apparent,  not  real.  The  Indignation  which  makes  verses 
is,  properly  speaking,  an  inverted  Love ;  the  love  of 
some  right,  some  worth,  some  goodness,  belonging  to 
ourselves  or  others,  which  has  been  injured,  and  which 
this  tempestuous  feeling  issues  forth  to  defend  and 
avenge.  No  selfish  fury  of  heart,  existing  there  as  a 
primary  feeling,  and  without  its  opposite,  ever  produced 
much  Poetry :  otherwise,  we  suppose,  the  'Hger  were 
the  most  musical  of  all  our  choristers.  Johnson  said, 
he  loved  a  good  hater ;  by  which  he  must  have  meant, 
not  so  much  one  that  hated  violently,  as  one  that  hated 
wisely ;  hated  baseness  from  love  of  nobleness.  How- 
ever, in  spite  of  Johnson's  paradox,  tolerable  enough  for 
once  in  speech,  but  which  need  not  have  been  so  often 
adopted  in  print  since  then,  we  rather  believe  that  good 
men  deal  sparingly  in  hatred,  either  wise  or  unwise : 
nay  that  a  '  good'  hater  is  still  a  desideratum  in  this 
world.  The  Devil,  at  least,  who  passes  for  the  chief 
and  best  of  that  class,  is  said  to  be  nowise  an  amiable 
character. 

Of  the  verses  which  Indignation  makes.  Bums  has 
also  given  us  specimens :  and  among  the  best  that  were 
ever  given.  Who  will  forget  his  '  Dweller  in  yon  Drnn* 
gean  dark ;'  a  piece  that  might  have  been  chaunted  by 
the  Furies  of  ^schylus  }  The  secrets  of  the  infernal 
Pit  are  laid  bare ;  a  boundless  baleful '  darkness  visible;' 
and  streaks  of  hell-fire  quivering  madly  in  its  black 
haggard  bosom ! 
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Dweller  in  yon  Dungeon  dark, 
Hangman  of  Creation,  mark ! 
Who  in  widow's  weeds  appears, 
Laden  with  nnhonoured  years, 
Noosing  with  care  a  bursting  purse. 
Baited  with  many  a  deadly  curse  ? 

Why  should  we  speak  of  Scots,  wha  hoe  wV  Wallace 
bled;  since  all  know  of  it,  from  the  king  to  the  meanest 
of  his  subjects?  This  dith3rrambic  was  composed  on 
horseback ;  in  riding  in  the  middle  of  tempests,  over 
the  wildest  Ghdloway  moor,  in  company  with  a  Mr. 
S3rme,  who,  observing  the  poet's  looks,  forbore  to  speak, 
— judiciously  enough,  for  a  man  composing  Bruce* s 
Address  mi^t  be  unsafe  to  trifle  with.  Doubtless  this 
stem  hymn  was  singing  itself,  as  he  formed  it,  through 
the  soul  of  Bums :  but  to  the  external  ear,  it  should  be 
sung  with  the  throat  of  the  whirlwind.  So  long  as  there 
is  warm  blood  in  the  heart  of  Scotchman  or  man,  it  will 
move  in  fierce  thrills  under  this  war-ode ;  the  best,  we 
believe,  that  was  ever  written  by  any  pen. 

Another  wild  stormfiil  Song,  that  dwells  in  our  ear 
and  mind  with  a  strange  tenacity,  is  Macpherson's  Fare^ 
well.  Perhi^s  there  is  somediing  in  the  tradition  itself 
that  cO'Operates.  For  was  not  this  grim  Celt,  this  shag- 
gy Northland  Cacus,  that  'lived  a  life  of  sturt  and  strife, 
and  died  by  treacherie,'  was  not  he  too  one  of  the  Nim- 
rods  and  Napoleons  of  the  earth,  in  the  arena  of  his  own 
remote  misty  glens,  for  want  of  a  clearer  and  wider 
one  ?  Nay,  was  there  not  a  touch  of  grace  g^ven  him  ? 
A  fibre  of  love  and  softness,  of  poetry  itself,  must  have 
lived  in  his  savage  heart :  for  he  composed  that  air  the 
night  before  his  execution ;  on  the  wings  of  that  poor 
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melody,  his  better  soul  would  soar  away  above  oblivion, 
pain,  and  all  the  ignominy  and  despair,  which,  like  an 
avalanche,  was  hurling  him  to  the  abyss  !  Here  also, 
as  at  Thebes,  and  in  Pelops'  line,  was  material  Fate 
matched  against  man's  Freewill ;  matched  in  bitterest 
though  obscure  duel;  and  the  ethereal  soul  sank  not, 
even  in  its  blindness,  without  a  cry  which  has  survived 
it.  But  who,  except  Bums,  could  have  given  words  to 
such  a  soul :  words  that  we  never  listen  to  without  a 
strange  half-barbarous,  half-poetic  fellow-feeling  ? 

Sae  rantingly^  sae  wantonlyy 

Sae  dauntingly  gaed  he  ; 
He  played  a  springy  and  danced  ii  rounds 

Below  the  gallows  tree. 

Under  a  lighter  disguise,  the  same  principle  of  Love, 
which  we  have  recognised  as  the  great  characteristic  of 
Bums,  and  of  all  true  poets,  occasionally  manifests  itsdf 
in  the  shape  of  Humour.  Everywhere,  indeed,  in  his 
sunny  moods,  a  full  buoyant  flood  of  mirth  rolls  through 
the  mind  of  Bums ;  he  rises  to  the  high,  and  stoops  to 
the  low,  and  is  brother  and  plajrmate  to  all  Nature.  We 
speak  not  of  his  bold  and  often  irresistible  faculty  of 
caricature ;  for  this  is  Drollery  rather  than  Humour : 
but  a  much  tenderer  sportfiilness  dwells  in  him ;  and 
comes  forth  here  and  there,  in  evanescent  and  beautiful 
touches ;  as  in  his  Address  to  the  Mouse,  or  the  Far' 
mer's  Mare,  or  in  his  Elegy  on  Poor  Mailie,  which  last 
may  be  reckoned  his  happiest  effort  of  this  kind.  In 
these  pieces,  there  are  traits  of  a  Humour  as  fine  as  thai 
of  Sterne ;  yet  altogether  different,  original,peculiar,  — 
the  Humour  of  Biums. 
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Of  the  tenderness,  the  pla3rful  pathos,  and  many 
other  kindred  qualities  of  Bums's  Poetry,  much  more 
might  be  said ;  but  now,  with  these  poor  outlines  of  a 
sketch,  we  must  prepare  to  quit  this  part  of  our  subject. 
To  speak  of  his  individual  Writings,  adequately,  and 
with  any  detail,  would  lead  us  far  beyond  our  limits. 
As  already  hinted,  we  can  look  on  but  few  of  these 
pieces  as,  in  strict  critical  language,  deserving  the  name 
of  Poems ;  they  are  rhymed  eloquence,  rhymed  pathos, 
rhymed  sense ;  yet  seldom  essentially  melodious,  aerial, 
poetical.  Tarn  o*  Shanter  itself,  which  enjoys  so  high  a 
favour,  does  not  appear  to  us,  at  all  decisively,  to  come 
under  this  last  category.  It  is  not  so  much  a  poem,  as 
a  piece  of  sparkling  rhetoric ;  the  heart  and  body  of  the 
story  still  lies  hard  and  dead.  He  has  not  gone  back, 
much  less  carried  us  back,  into  that  dark,  earnest,  won- 
dering age,  when  the  tradition  was  believed,  and  when 
it  took  its  rise;  he  does  not  attempt,  by  any  new  model- 
ling of  his  supernatural  ware,  to  strike  anew  that  deep 
mysterious  chord  of  human  nature,  which  once  respond- 
ed to  such  things;  and  which  lives  in  us  too,  and  will  for 
ever  live,  though  silent  now,  or  vibrating  with  far  other 
notes,  and  to  far  di£Ferent  issues.  Our  German  readers 
will  understand  us,  when  we  say,  that  he  is  not  the  Tieck 
but  the  Musaus  of  this  tale.  Externally  it  is  all  green 
and  living ;  yet  look  closer,  it  is  no  firm  growth,  but 
only  ivy  on  a  rock.  The  piece  does  not  properly  cohere : 
the  strange  chasm  which  yawns  in  our  incredulous  ima- 
ginations between  the  Ayr  public-house  and  the  gate  of 
Tophet,  is  nowhere  bridged  over,  nay  the  idea  of  such  a 
bridge  is  laughed  at;  andthiis  the  Tragedy  of  the  adven- 
ture becomes  a  mere  drunken  phantasmagoria,  or  many- 
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coloured  spectrum  painted  on  ale-vapours,  and  the 
Farce  alone  has  any  reality.  We  do  not  say  that  Bums 
should  have  made  much  more  of  this  tradition  ;  we  ra- 
ther think  that,  for  strictly  poetical  purposes,  not  modi 
was  to  he  made  of  it.  Neither  are  we  hlind  to  the  deep, 
varied,  genial  power  displayed  in  what  he  has  actually  ac- 
complished ;  hut  we  find  far  more  'Shakspearean'  quali- 
ties, as  these  of  ram  o'  Shanter  have  been  fondly  named, 
in  many  of  his  other  pieces ;  nay,  we  incline  to  betieve. 
that  this  latter  might  have  been  written,  all  but  quite  as 
well,  by  a  man  who,  in  place  of  genius,  had  only  pos- 
sessed talent. 

Perhaps  we  may  venture  to  say,  that  the  most 
strictly  poetical  of  all  his  '  poems '  is  one,which  does  irat 
appear  in  Currie's  Edition ;  but  has  been  often  printed 
before  and  since,  under  the  humble  title  of  T%e  JoUf 
Beggars.  The  subject  truly  is  among  the  lowest  in  Na- 
ture ;  but  it  only  the  more  shows  our  Poet's  gift  in  rais- 
ing it  into  the  domain  of  Art.  To  our  minds,  this  piece 
seems  thoroughly  compacted ;  melted  together,  refined ; 
and  poured  forth  in  one  flood  of  true  liquid  harmony.  It 
is  light,  airy,  soft  of  movement ;  yet  sharp  and  precaae 
in  its  details;  every  face  is  a  portrait :  that  raude  cariim, 
that  wee  Apollo,  that  Son  of  Mars,  are  Scottish,  yet 
ideal ;  the  scene  is  at  once  a  dream,  and  the  very  Ra^* 
castle  of  "  Poosie-Nansie.'  Farther,  it  seems  in  a  con- 
siderable deg^ree  complete,  a  real  self-supporting  Whole, 
which  is  the  highest  merit  in  a  poem.  The  blanket  of 
the  Night  is  drawn  asunder  for  a  moment;  in  fiill, 
ruddy,  flaming  light,  these  rough  tatterdemalions  are 
seen  in  their  boisterous  revel;  for  the  strong  pulse 
of  Life  vindicates  its  right  to  gladness  even  here ;  and 
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when  the  curtain  closes,  we  prolong  the  action,  without 
effort ;  the  next  day  as  the  last,  our  Caird  and  our  Bai- 
ladmonger  are  singing  and  soldering ;  their  '  hrats  and 
callets'  are  hawking,  hegging,  cheating ;  and  some  other 
night,  in  new  combinations,  they  will  wring  from  Fate 
another  hour  of  wassail  and  good  cheer.   Apart  from  the 
universal  sympathy  with  man  which  this  again  bespeaks 
in  Bums,  a  genuine  inspiration  and  no  inconsiderable 
technical  talent  are  manifested  here.   There  is  the  fide- 
lity, humour,  warm  life,  and  accurate  painting  and  group- 
ing of  some  Teniers,  for  whom  hostlers  and  carousing 
peasants  are  not  without  significance.      It  would  be 
strange,  doubtless,  to  call  this  the  best  of  Bums's  writ- 
ings :  we  mean  to  say  only,  that  it  seems  to  us  the  most 
perfect  of  its  kind,  as  a  piece  of  poetical  composition, 
strictly  so   called.      In  the    Beggar  s  Opera,    in  the 
Beggar's  Bush,  as  other  critics  have  already  remarked, 
there  is  nodiing  which,  in  real  poetic  vigour,  equals 
this  Cantata  ;  nothing,  as  we  think,  which  comes  within 
many  degres  of  it. 

But  by  far  the  most  finished,  complete,  and  truly  in- 
spired pieces  of  Bums  are,  without  dispute,  to  be  foimd 
among  his  Songs,  It  is  here  that,  although  through  a 
small  aperture,  his  light  shines  with  least  obstmction ; 
in  its  highest  beauty,  and  pure  sunny  clearness.  The 
reason  may  be,  that  Song  is  a  brief  simple  species  of 
composition ;  and  requires  nothing  so  much  for  its  per- 
fection, as  genuine  poetic  feeling,  genuine  music  of  heart. 
Yet  the  Song  has  its  rules  equally  with  the  Tragedy ; 
rules  which  in  most  cases  are  poorly  fulfilled,  in  many 
cases  are  not  so  much  as  felt.  We  might  write  a  long 
essay  on  the  Songs  of  Bums ;  which  we  reckon  by  fisir 
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the  best  that  Britain  has  yet  produced :  for,  indeed,  ance 
the  era  of  Queen  Elizabeth,  we  know  not  that,  by  any 
other  hand,  aught  truly  worth  attention  has  been  aooom- 
plished  in  this  department.  True,  we  have  songs  enough 
'  by  persons  of  quality' ;  we  have  tawdry,  hollow,  wine- 
bred  madrigals ;  many  a  rhymed  speech  '  in  the  flowing 
and  watery  vein  of  Ossorius  the  Portugal  Bishop/  ridi  in 
sonorous  words,  and,  for  moral,  dashed  perhaps  witli 
some  tint  of  a  sentimental  sensuality ;  all  which  many 
persons  cease  not  from  endeavouring  to  sing ;  though  for 
most  part,  we  fear,  the  music  is  but  from  the  throat  out- 
wards, or  at  best  from  some  r^on  for  enough  short  of 
the  Soul;  not  in  which,  but  in  a  certain  inane  Umbo 
of  the  Fancy,  or  even  in  some  vaporous  debateable-huid 
on  the  outskirts  of  the  Nervous  System,  most  of  sodt 
madrigals  and  rhymed  speeches  seem  to  have  originated. 
With  the  Songs  of  Bums  we  must  not  name  these  tilings. 
Independently  of  the  clear,  manly,  heartfelt  sentiinent 
that  ever  pervades  his  poetry,  his  Songs  are  honest  in 
another  point  of  view:  in  form,  as  well  as  in  spirit. 
They  do  not  affect  to  be  set  to  music,  but  they  actually 
and  in  themselves  are  music;  they  have  received  their 
life,  and  fashioned  themselves  together,  in  the  medium 
of  Harmony,  as  Venus  rose  from  the  bosom  of  Uie  sea. 
The  story,  the  feeling,  is  not  detailed,  but  suggested: 
not  said,  or  spouted,  in  rhetorical  completeness  and  co- 
herence ;  but  sung,  in  fitfiil  gushes,  in  glowing  hints,  in 
fantastic  breaks,  in  warhlings  not  of  the  voice  only,  but 
of  the  whole  mind.  We  consider  this  to  be  the  essence 
of  a  song;  and  that  no  songs  since  the  little  carele« 
catches,  and,  as  it  were,  drops  of  song,  which  Shakspeare 
has  here  and  there  sprinkled  over  his  Plays,  ful^  this 
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oondition  in  nearly  the  same  degree  as  most  of  Bums's 
do.  Such  grace  and  truth  of  external  movement,  too, 
presupposes  in  general  a  corresponding  force  and  truth 
of  sentiment,  and  inward  meaning.  The  Songs  of  Bums 
are  not  more  perfect  in  the  former  quality,  than  in  the 
latter.  With  what  tenderness  he  sings,  yet  with  what 
vehemence  and  entireness !  There  is  a  piercing  wail  in 
his  sorrow,  the  purest  rapture  in  his  joy ;  he  bums  with 
the  sternest  ire,  or  laughs  with  the  loudest  or  slyest 
mirth ;  and  yet  he  is  sweet  and  soft,  '  sweet  as  the  smile 
when  fond  lovers  meet,  and  soft  as  their  parting  tear ! ' 
if  we  farther  take  into  account  the  immense  variety  of 
his  subjects ;  how,  from  the  loud  flowing  revel  in  Willie 
brew'd  a  Peck  o*  Maut,  to  the  still,  rapt  enthusiasm  of  sad*? 
ness  for  Mary  in  Heaven  ;  from  the  glad  kind  greeting 
of  Auld  Lang  syne,  or  the  comic  archness  of  Duncan  Gray, 
to  the  fire-eyed  fury  of  ScQts  wha  hae  wi*  Wallace  bled, 
he  has  found  a  tone  and  words  for  every  mood  of  man's 
heart, — it  will  seem  a  small  praise  if  we  rank  him  as  the 
first  of  all  our  Song- writers ;  for  we  know  not  where  to 
find  one  worthy  of  being  second  to  him. 

It  is  on  his  Songs,  as  we  believe,  that  Bums's  chief 
influence  as  an  author  will  ultimately  be  found  to  depend : 
nor,  if  our  Fletcher's  aphorism  is  true,  shall  we  account 
this  a  small  influence.  '  Let  me  make  the  songs  of  a 
people,'  said  he,  '  and  you  shall  make  its  laws.'  Surely, 
if  ever  any  Poet  might  have  equalled  himself  with  Legis- 
lators, on  this  ground,  it  was  Bums.  His  Songs  are 
already  part  of  the  mother-tongue,  not  of  Scotland  only 
but  of  Britain,  and  of  the  millions  that  in  all  ends  of 
the  earth  speak  a  British  language.  In  hut  and  hall,  as 
the  heart  unfolds  itself  in  many-coloured  joy  and  woe  of 
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existence,  the  name,  the  voice  of  that  joy  and  that  woe, 
is  the  name  and  voice  which  Bums  has  given  them. 
Strictly  speaking,  perhaps,  no  firitish  man  has  so  decptj 
aSected  the  thoughts  and  feelings  of  so  many  men,  as 
this  solitary  and  altogether  private  individual,  witli  means 
apparently  the  humblest. 

In  another  point  of  view,  moreover,  we  iiudine  to 
think  that  Bums's  influence  may  have  been  conaidenble : 
we  mean,  as  exerted  specially  on  the  Literatare  of  In 
country,  at  least  on  the  Literature  of  Scotland.  Among 
the  great  changes  which  British,  particularly  ScottiA 
literature,  has  undergone  since  that  period*  one  of  die 
greatest  will  be  found  to  consist  in  its  remarkable  in- 
crease of  nationality.  Even  the  English  writers,  most 
popular  in  Bums's  time,  were  little  distinguished  for  their 
literary  patriotism,  in  this  its  best  sense.  A  certain  at- 
tenuated cosmopolitanism  had,  in  good  measure,  takes 
place  of  the  old  insular  home-feeling ;  literature  was,  ts 
it  were>  without  any  local  environment ;  was  not  noa- 
rished  by  the  affections  which  spting  from  a  native  soQ. 
Our  Grays  and  Glovers  seemed  to  write  almost  as  if  n 
vacuo ;  the  thing  written  bears  no  mark  of  place ;  it  m 
not  written  so  much  for  Englishmen,  as  for  men;  or 
rather,  which  is  the  inevitable  result  of  this,  for  certain 
Gtoeralizations  which  philosophy  termed  men.  Gold- 
smith is  an  exception :  not  so  Johnson ;  the  scene  of  his 
Rambler  is  little  more  English  than  that  of  his  RasseUu. 
But  if  such  was,  in  some  degree,  the  case  with  En^and, 
it  was,  in  the  highest  degree,  the  case  with  Scotland. 
In  fact,  our  Scottish  literature  had,  at  that  period,  a  veiy 
singular  aspect ;  unexampled,  so  fiair  as  we  know,  except 
perhi^  at  Greneva,  where  the  same  state  of  matters  i^ 
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pean  still  to  continue.  For  a  long  period  after  Scotland 
became  British,  we  had  no  literature :  at  the  date  when 
Addison  and  Steele  were  writing  their  Spectators,  our 
good  John  Boston  was  writing,  with  the  noblest  intent, 
but  alike  in  defiance  of  grammar  and  philosophy,  his 
Fourfold  State  of  Man,  Then  came  the  schisms  in  our 
National  Church,  and  the  fiercer  schisms  in  our  Body 
Politic:  Theologic  ink,  and  Jacobite  blood,  with  gall 
enough  in  both  cases,  seemed  to  have  blotted  out  the 
intellect  of  the  country ;  however,  it  was  only  obscured, 
not  obliterated.  Lord  Kames  made  nearly  the  first  at- 
tempt at  writing  English ;  and  ere  long,  Hume,  Robert- 
son, Smith,  and  a  whole  host  of  followers,  attracted 
hither  the  eyes  of  all  Europe.  And  yet  in  this  brilliant 
resuscitation  of  our  '  fervid  geniiis,'  there  was  nothing 
truly  Scottish,  nothing  indigenous ;  except,  perhaps,  the 
natural  impetuosity  of  intellect,  which  we  sometimes 
claim,  and  are  sometimes  upbraided  with,  as  a  charac- 
teristic of  our  nation.  It  is  curious  to  remark  that 
Scotland,  so  full  of  writers,  had  no  Scottish  culture,  nor 
indeed  any  English ;  our  culture  was  almost  exclusively 
French.  It  was  by  studjring  Racine  and  Voltaire,  Bat- 
teux  and  Boileau,  that  Kames  had  trained  himself  to  be 
a  cntic  and  philosopher :  it  was  the  light  of  Montesquieu 
and  Mably  that  guided  Robertson  in  his  political  specu- 
lations ;  Quesnay's  lamp  that  kindled  the  lamp  of  Adam 
Smith.  Hume  was  too  rich  a  man  to  borrow;  and 
perhaps  he  reacted  on  the  French  more  than  he  was 
acted  on  by  them :  but  neither  had  he  aught  to  do  with 
Scotland ;  Edinburgh,  equally  with  La  Fl^he,  was  but 
the  lodging  and  laboratory,  in  which  he  not  so  much 
morally  lived,  as  metaphysically  investigated.  Never, 
VOL.  1.  a 
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perhaps,  was  there  a  class  of  writers,  so  dear  and  ^raU- 
ordered,  yet  so  totally  destitute,  to  all  appearance,  of 
any  patriotic  affection,  nay  of  any  human  affection  what- 
erer.  TheFrench  wits  of  the  period  were  as  unpatriotic: 
but  their  general  deficiency  in  moral  principle,  not  to 
say  their  avowed  sensuality  and  unbelief  in  all  Tirtoe, 
strictly  so  caUed,  render  this  accountable  enough.  We 
hope,  there  is  a  patriotism  founded  on  something  better 
than  prejudice ;  that  our  country  may  be  dear  to  u, 
without  injury  to  our  philosophy ;  that  in  loving  and 
justly  prizing  all  other  lands,  we  may  prize  justly,  and 
yet  love  before  all  others,  our  own  stem  Motheriand, 
and  the  venerable  Structure  of  social  and  moral  life, 
which  Mind  has  through  long  ages  been  building  up  fer 
us  there.  Surely  there  is  nourishment  for  the  bettor 
part  of  man's  heart  in  all  this :  surely  the  roots,  tliat 
have  fixed  themselves  in  the  very  core  of  man's  being, 
may  be  so  cultivated  as  to  grow  up  not  into  brios,  bal 
into  roses,  in  the  field  of  his  life !  Our  Scottish  aagei 
have  no  such  propensities :  the  field  of  their  life  showi 
neither  briers  nor  roses;  but  only  a  flat,  continuous 
thrashing-floor  for  Logic,  whereon  all  questions,  frcHB 
the  '  Doctrine  of  Rent,*  to  the '  Natural  History  of  ReK- 
gion,'  are  thrashed  and  sifted  with  the  same  medianical 
impartiality ! 

With  Sir  Walter  Scott  at  the  head  of  our  literature, 
it. cannot  be  denied  that  much  of  this  evil«is  past,  or 
rapidly  passing  away :  our  chief  literary  men,  whatever 
other  faults  they  may  have,  no  longer  live  among  us 
like  a  French  Colony,  or  some  knot  of  Propaganda  Mis- 
sionaries;  but  like  natural-bom  subjects  of  the  sofl. 
partaking  and  sympathizing  in  all  our  attachments,  hu- 
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moiffs  and  habits.     Our  literature  no  longer  grows  in 
water,  but  in  mould,  and  with  the  true  racy  virtues  of 
die  soil  and  climate.     How  much  of  this  change  may 
be  due  to  Bums,  or  to  any  other  individual,  it  might  be 
difficult  to  estimate.     Direct  literary  imitation  of  Bums 
was  not  to  be  looked  for.     But  his  example,  in  the  fear- 
less adoption  of  domestic  subjects,  could  not  but  operate 
from  a£Eur;   and  certainly  in  no  heart  did  the  love  of 
country  ever  bum  with  a  warmer  glow  than  in  that  of 
Bums :  '  a  tide  of  Scottish  prejudice,'  as  he  modestly 
calls  this  deep  and  generous  feeling,  '  had  been  poured 
'  along  his  veins ;  and  he  felt  that  it  would  boil  there  till 
'  the  flood-gates  shut  in  eternal  rest.'     It  seemed  to 
him,  Bi  if  he  could  do  so  little  for  his  country,  and  yet 
would  so  gladly  have  done  all.     One  small  province 
stood  open  for  him;  that  of  Scottish  Song,  and  how 
eagerly  he  entered  on  it;  how  devotedly  he  laboured 
there!     In  his  toilsome  joumeyings,  this  object  never 
quits  him  ;  it  is  the  little  happy-valley  of  his  careworn 
heart.     In  the  gloom  of  his  own  affliction,  he  eagerly 
searches  after  some  lonely  brother  of  the  muse,  and 
r^oices  to  snatch  one  other  name  from  the  oblivion  that 
was  covering  it !     These  were  early  feelings,  and  they 
abode  with  him  to  the  end : 

A  wish  (I  mind  ita  power), 

A  wish,  that  to  my  latest  hour 

Will  strongly  heave  my  breast ; 

That  I,  for  poor  auld  Scotland's  sake, 

Some  useful  plan  or  book  could  make, 

Or  sing  a  sang  at  least. 

The  rough  bur  Thistle  spreading  wide 
Amang  the  bearded  bear, 

1  turn'd  my  weeding-clips  aside, 
And  spared  the  symbol  dear. 
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But  to  leave  the  mere  literary  character  of  Boms, 
which  has  already  detained  us  too  long.  Far  more  in- 
teresting than  any  of  his  written  works,  as  it  appears  to 
us»  are  his  acted  ones:  the  Life  he  willed,  and  was 
fated,  to  lead  among  his  fellow  men.  These  Poems  are 
hut  like  little  rhymed  fragments  scattered  here  and  there 
in  the  grand  unrhymed  Romance  of  his  earthly  exist- 
ence ;  and  it  is  only  when  intercalated  in  this  at  thdr 
proper  places,  that  they  attain  their  full  measure  of  sig- 
nificance. And  this  too,  alas,  was  hut  a  fragm«it! 
The  plan  of  a  mighty  edifice  had  been  sketched ;  some 
columns,  porticos,  firm  masses  of  building,  stand  com- 
pleted ;  the  rest  more  or  less  clearly  indicated  ;  with 
many  a  far-stretching  tendency,  which  only  studious 
and  friendly  eyes  can  now  trace  to^^ards  the  purposed 
termination.  For  the  work  is  broken  off  in  the  middle, 
almost  in  the  beginning ;  and  rises  among  us,  beautiful 
and  sad,  at  once  unfinished  and  a  ruin !  If  charitable 
judgment  was  necessary  in  estimating  his  Poems,  and 
justice  required  that  the  aim  and  the  manifest  power  to 
fulfil  it,  must  often  be  accepted  for  the  fulfilment ;  mudi 
more  is  this  the  case  in  regard  to  his  Life,  the  sum  and 
result  of  all  his  endeavours,  where  his  difiiculties  came 
upon  him  not  in  detail  only,  but  in  mass  ;  and  so  much 
has  been  left  unaccomplished,  nay  was  mistaken,  and 
altogether  marred. 

Properly  speaking,  there  is  but  one  era  in  the  life  of 
Bums,  and  that  the  earliest.  We  have  not  youth  and 
manhood  ;  but  only  youth  :  for,  to  the  end,  we  discern 
no  decisive  change  in  the  complexion  of  his  charac- 
ter;  in  his  thirty-seventh  year,  he  is  still,  as  it  were, 
in  youth.  With  all  that  resoluteness  of  judgment, 
that  penetrating  insight,  and  singular  maturity  of  intel- 
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lec^tual  power,  exhibited  in  his  writings,  he  never  attains 
to  any  deamess  regarding  himself ;  to  the  last,  he  never 
ascertains  his  peculiar  aim,  even  with  such  distinctness 
as  is  common  among  ordinary  men ;  and  therefore  never 
can  pursue  it  with  that  singleness  of  will,  which  insures 
success  and  some  contentment  to  such  men.  To  the 
last,  he  wavers  between  two  purposes  :  glorying  in  his 
talent,  like  a  true  poet,  he  yet  cannot  consent  to  make 
this  his  chief  and  sole  glory,  and  to  follow  it  as  the  one 
thing  needful,  through  poverty  or  riches,  through  good 
or  evil  report.  Another  far  meaner  ambition  still  cleaves 
to  him ;  he  must  dream  and  struggle  about  a  certain 
'  Rock  of  Independence ; '  which,  natural  and  even  ad- 
mirable as  it  might  be,  was  still  but  a  warring  with  the 
world,  on  the  comparatively  insignificant  ground  of  his 
being  more  completely  or  less  completely  supplied  with 
money,  than  others ;  of  his  standing  at  a  higher,  or  at 
a  lower  altitude  in  general  estimation,  than  others. 
For  the  world  still  appears  to  him,  as  to  the  yoimg,  in 
borrowed  colours :  he  expects  from  it  what  it  cannot 
^ve  to  any  man ;  seeks  for  contentment,  not  within 
himself,  in  action  and  wise  effort,  but  from  without,  in 
the  kindness  of  circumstances,  in  love,  friendship,  ho- 
nour, pecimiary  ease.  He  would  be  happy,  not  actively 
and  in  himself,  but  passively,  and  from  some  ideal  cor- 
nucopia of  Enjoyments,  not  earned  by  his  own  labour, 
but  showered  on  him  by  the  beneficence  of  Destiny. 
Thus,  like  a  young  man,  he  cannot  gird  himself  up  for 
any  worthy  well-calculated  goal,  but  swerves  to  and  fro, 
between  passionate  hope,  and  remorseful  disappoint- 
ment :  rushing  onwards  with  a  deep  tempestuous  force, 
he  surmounts  or  breaks  asunder  many  a  barrier ;  travels. 
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nay  advances  far,  but  advancing  only  under  uncertain 
guidance,  is  ever  and  anon  turned  from  his  patii ;  and 
to  the  last,  cannot  reach  the  only  true  happiness  of  a 
man,  that  of  clear  decided  Activity  in  the  sphere  for 
which,  by  nature  and  circumstances,  he  has  be^i  fitted 
and  appointed. 

We  do  not  say  these  things  in  dispraise  of  Bums : 
nay,  perhaps,  they  but  interest  us  the  more  in  his  fa- 
vour. This  blessing  is  not  g^ven  soonest  to  the  best ; 
but  rather,  it  is  often  the  greatest  minds  that  are  latest 
in  obtaining  it ;  for  where  most  is  to  be  developed,  most 
time  may  be  required  to  develope  it.  A  complex  condi- 
tion had  been  assigned  him  from  without ;  as  complex 
a  condition  from  within  :  no  '  pre-established  harmony ' 
existed  between  the  clay  soil  of  Mossgiel  and  the  em- 
pyrean soul  of  Robert  Bums ;  it  was  not  wondeifbl 
that  the  adjustment  between  them  should  have  been 
long  postponed,  and  his  arm  long  cumbered,  and  his 
sight  confused,  in  so  vast  and  discordant  an  economy, 
as  he  had  been  appointed  steward  over.  Byron  was, 
at  his  death,  but  a  year  younger  than  Bums;  and 
through  life,  as  it  might  have  appeared,  far  more  simply 
situated  :  yet  in  him  too,  we  can  trace  no  such  adjust- 
ment, no  such  moral  manhood ;  but  at  best,  and  <uily 
a  little  before  his  end,  the  beginning  of  what  seemed 
such. 

By  much  the  most  striking  incident  in  Bums's  Uh 
is  his  journey  to  Edinburgh ;  but  perhaps  a  still  more 
important  one,  is  his  residence  at  Irvine,  so  early  as  in 
his  twenty-third  year.  Hitherto  his  Ufe  had  been  poor 
and  toilwom ;  but  otherwise  not  ungenial,  and,  with 
all  its  distresses,  by  no  means  unhappy.     In  his  parent- 
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age»  deductmg  outward  circumatances,  he  had  every 
reason  to  reckon  himself  fortunate :  his  father  was  a 
man  of  thoughtful,  intense,  earnest  character,  as  the 
best  of  our  peasants  are ;  valuing  knowledge,  possessing 
some,  and,  what  is  fax  better  and  rarer,  open-minded 
for  more :  a  man  with  a  keen  insight,  and  devout  heart ; 
reverent  towards  God,  friendly  therefore  at  once,  and 
fearless  towards  all  that  God  has  made ;  in  one  word, 
though  but  a  hard-handed  peasant,  a  complete  and  fully 
unfolded  Man.  Such  a  father  is  seldom  found  in  any 
rank  in  society ;  and  was  worth  descending  far  in  society 
to  seek.  Unfortunately,  he  was  very  poor ;  had  he  been 
even  a  little  richer,  almost  never  so  little,  the  whole 
might  have  issued  far  otherwise.  Mighty  events  turn 
on  a  straw ;  the  crossing  of  a  brook  decides  the  con- 
quest of  the  world.  Had  this  William  Bums's  small 
seven  acres  of  nursery-ground  anywise  prospered,  the 
boy  Robert  had  been  sent  to  school ;  had  struggled  for- 
ward, as  so  many  weaker  men  do,  to  some  university ; 
come  forth  not  as  a  rustic  wonder,  but  as  a  regular 
well-trained  intellectual  workman,  and  changed  the 
whole  course  of  British  Literature,  —  for  it  lay  in  him 
to  have  done  this !  But  the  nursery  did  not  prosper  ; 
poverty  sank  his  whole  family  below  the  help  of  even 
our  cheap  school-system:  Bums  remained  a  hard- 
worked  ploughboy,  and  British  literature  took  its  own 
course.  Nevertheless,  even  in  this  rugged  scene,  there 
is  much  to  nourish  him.  If  he  drudges,  it  is  with  his 
brother,  and  for  his  father  and  mother,  whom  he  loves, 
and  would  fain  shield  from  want.  Wisdom  is  not  ba- 
nished from  their  poor  hearth,  nor  the  balm  of  natural 
feeling :    the  solemn  words,  Let  us  worship  God,  are 
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heard  there  from  a  '  priest-like  father; '  if  threatenings 
of  unjust  men  throw  mother  and  children  into  tears, 
these  are  tears  not  of  grief  only,  but  of  holiest  affection ; 
every  heart  in  that  humble  group  feels  itself  ^e  doeer 
knit  to  every  other;    in  their  hard  war£ure  they  are 
there  together,  a  '  Httle  band  of  brethren/     Neither 
are  such  tears,  and  the  deep  beauty  that  dweUs  in  them, 
their  only  portion.  Light  visits  the  hearts  as  it  does  the 
eyes  of  all  living  :  there  is  a  force,  too,  in  this  youth, 
that  enables  him  to  trample  on  misfortune;   nay,  to 
bind  it  under  his  feet  to  make  him  sport.     For  a  bold, 
warm,  buoyant  humour  of  character  has  been  given  him; 
and  so  the  thick-coming  shapes  of  evil  are  welcomed 
with  a  gay,  friendly  irony,  and  in  their  closest  pressure 
he  bates  no  jot  of  heart  or  hope.     Vague  yearnings  of 
ambition  fedl  not,  as  he  grows  up ;  dreamy  foncies  hang 
like  cloud-cities  around  him ;  the  curtain  of  Existence 
is  slowly  rising,  in  many-coloured  splendour  and  gloom : 
and  the  auroral  light  of  first  love  is  gilding  his  horizcm, 
and  the  music  of  song  is  on  his  path ;  and  so  he  walks 

in  glory  and  in  joy, 


Behind  his  plough,  upon  the  mountain  side ! 

We  ourselves  know,  from  the  best  evidence,  that  up 
to  this  date.  Bums  was  happy ;  nay,  that  he  was  the 
gayest,  brightest,  most  fisaitastic,  fascinating  being  to  be 
found  in  the  world ;  more  so  even  than  he  ever  after- 
wards appeared.  But  now,  at  this  early  age,  he  quits 
the  paternal  roof;  goes  forth  into  looser,  louder,  more 
exciting  society ;  and  becomes  initiated  in  those  dissi- 
pations, those  vices,  which  a  certain  class  of  philoso- 
phers have  asserted  to  be  a  natural  preparative  for  en- 
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teriDg  on  active  life  ;  a  kind  of  mud-bath,  in  which  the 
youth  is,  as  it  were,  necessitated  to  steep,  and,  we  sup- 
pose, cleanse  himself,  before  the  real  toga  of  Manhood 
can  be  laid  on  him.    We  shall  not  dispute  much  with 
this  class  of  philosophers  ;  we  hope  they  are  mistaken : 
for  Sin  and  Remorse  so  easily  beset  us  at  aU  stages  of 
life,  and  are  always  such  indifferent  company,  that  it 
seems  hard  we  should,  at  any  stage,  be  forced  and  fitted 
not  only  to  meet,  but  to  yield  to  them,  and  even  serve 
for  a  term  in  their  leprous  armada.    We  hope  it  is  not 
so.     Clear  we  are,  at  all  events,  it  cannot  be  the  train- 
ing one  receives  in  this  Devil's-service,  but  only  our 
determining  to  desert  from  it,  that  fits  us  for  true  manly 
Action.    We  become  men,  not  after  we  have  been  dissi- 
pated, and  disappointed  in  the  chase  of  false  pleasure ; 
but  after  we  have  ascertained,  in  any  way,  what  impass- 
able barriers  hem  us  in  through  this  life  ;  how  mad  it  is 
to  hope  for  contentment  to  our  infinite  soul  from  the 
gifu  of  this  extremely  finite  world ;  that  a  man  must  be 
eufiicient  for  himself ;  and  that  for  sufiFering  and  endur- 
ing there  is  no  remedy  but  striving  and  doing.     Man- 
hood begins  when  we  have  in  any  way  made  truce  with 
Necessity ;  begins  even  when  we  have  surrendered  to 
Necessity,  as  the  most  part  only  do ;  but  begins  joy- 
fully and  hopefully  only  when  we  have  reconciled  our- 
selves to  Necessity;    and  thus,  in  reality,  triumphed 
over  it,  and  felt  that  in  Necessity  we  are  free.     Surely, 
such  lessons  as  this  last,  which,  in  one  shape  or  other, 
is  the  grand  lesson  for  every  mortal  man,  are  better 
learned  from  the  lips  of  a  devout  mother,  in  the  looks 
and  actions  of  a  devout  father,  while  the  heart  is  yet 
soft  and  pliant,  than  in  collision  with  the  sharp  adamant 
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of  Fate,  attracting  us  to  shipwreck  us,  when  the  heart 
is  grown  hard,  and  may  he  hroken  before  it  will  become 
contrite  I  Had  Bums  continued  to  learn  this,  as  he 
was  already  learning  it,  in  his  father's  cottage,  he  would 
have  learned  it  fully,  which  he  never  did;  and  been 
saved  many  a  lasting  aberration,  many  a  bitter  hour 
and  year  of  remorseful  sorrow. 

It  seems  to  us  another  circumstance  of  fatal  import 
in  Bums's  history,  that  at  this  time  too  he  became  in- 
volved in  the  religious  quarrels  of  his  district ;  that  he 
was  enlisted  and  feasted,  as  the  fighting  man  of  the 
New-Light  Priesthood,  in  their  highly  unprofitable  war- 
fare. At  the  tables  of  these  free-minded  clergy,  be 
learned  much  more  than  was  needful  for  him.  Such 
liberal  ridicule  of  fanaticism  awakened  in  his  mind  scra- 
ples  about  Religion  itself ;  and  a  whole  world  of  Doubts, 
which  it  required  quite  another  set  of  conjurors  than 
these  men  to  exorcise.  We  do  not  say  that  such  an 
inteUect  as  his  could  have  escaped  similar  doubts,  at 
some  period  of  his  history  ;  or  even  that  he  could,  at  a 
later  period,  have  come  through  them  altogether  victo- 
rious and  unharmed  :  but  it  seems  peculiarly  unfortu- 
nate that  this  time,  above  all  others,  should  have  been 
fixed  for  the  encounter.  For  now,  with  principles  as- 
sailed by  evil  example  from  without,  by  '  passions  raging 
like  demons '  from  within,  he  had  little  need  of  scepti- 
cal misgivings  to  whisper  treason  in  the  heat  of  the 
battle,  or  to  cut  off  his  retreat  if  he  were  already  defeat- 
ed. He  loses  his  feeling  of  innocence ;  his  mind  is  at 
variance  with  itself ;  the  old  divinity  no  longer  presides 
there ;  but  wild  Desires  and  wild  Repentance  alternately 
oppress  him.     Ere  long,  too,  he  has  committed  lumseif 
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before  the  world ;  his  character  for  sobriety,  dear  to  a 
Scottish  peasant  as  few  corrupted  worldlings  can  even 
conceive,  is  destroyed  in  the  eyes  of  men ;  and  his  only 
refuge  consists  in  trjring  to  disbelieve  his  guiltiness,  and 
is  but  a  refuge  of  lies.  The  blackest  desperation  now 
gathers  over  him,  broken  only  by  red  lightnings  of  re- 
morse. The  whole  fabric  of  his  life  is  blasted  asunder ; 
for  now  not  only  his  character,  but  his  personal  Hberty, 
ie  to  be  lost ;  men  and  Fortune  are  leagued  for  his  hurt ; 
*  hungry  Ruin  has  him  in  the  wind.'  He  sees  no  escape 
but  the  saddest  of  all :  exile  from  his  loved  country,  to 
a  country  in  every  sense  inhospitable  and  abhorrent  to 
him.  While  the  '  gloomy  night  is  gathering  fEist,'  in 
mental  storm  and  solitude,  as  weU  as  in  physical,  he 
sings  his  wild  feurewell  to  Scotland : 

Farewell  my  friends,  farewell  my  foes ! 
My  peace  with  these,  my  love  with  those : 
The  bursting  tears  my  heart  declare ; 
Adieu,  my  native  banks  of  Ayr ! 

Light  breaks  suddenly  in  on  him  in  floods ;  but  still 
a  false  transitory  light,  and  no  real  sunshine.  He  is 
invited  to  Edinburgh ;  hastens  thither  with  anticipating 
heart ;  is  welcomed  as  in  a  triumph,  and  with  universal 
•blandishment  and  acclamation ;  whatever  is  wisest,  what- 
ever is  greatest,  or  loveliest  there,  gathers  round  him, 
to  'gaze  on  his  face,  to  show  him  honour,  sympathy, 
affection.  Bums's  appearance  among  the  sages  and 
nobles  of  Edinburgh,  must  be  regarded  as  one  of  the 
most  singular  phenomena  in  modem  Literature  ;  almost 
like  the  appearance  of  some  Napoleon  among  the  crown- 
ed sovereigns  of  modem  Politics.     For  it  is  nowise  as 
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'  a  mockery  king/  set  there  by  fiayour,  transiently*  and 
for  a  purpose,  that  he  will  let  himself  be  treated;  still  less 
is  he  a  mad  Rienzi,  whose  sudden  elevation  turns  his  too 
weak  head  :  but  he  stands  there  on  his  own  basis ;  cool, 
unastonished,  holding  his  equal  rank  from  Nature  her- 
self ;  putting  forth  no  claim  which  there  is  not  strength 
til  him,  as  well  as  about  him,  to  vindicate.  Mr.  Lock- 
hart  has  some  forcible  observations  on  this  point : 

'  It  needs  no  effort  of  imagination/  says  he,  <  to  con- 
ceive what  the  sensations  of  an  isolated  set  of  scholarv  (al- 
most all  either  clerg^ymen  or  professors)  must  have  been,  in 
the  presence  of  this  big-boned,  black -browed,  brawny  stran- 
ger, with  his  great  flashing  eyes,  who,  having  forced  his 
way  among  them  from  the  plough-tail,  at  a  single  stride, 
manifiested  in  the  whole  strain  of  his  bearing  and  conversa- 
tion, a  most  thorough  conviction  that  in  the  society  of  the 
most  eminent  men  of  his  nation,  he  was  exactly  where  he 
was  entitled  to  be ;  hardly  deigned  to  flatter  them  by  exhibit- 
ing even  an  occasional  symptom  of  being  flattered  by  their 
notice ;  by  turns  calmly  measured  himself  against  the  most 
cultivated  understandings  of  his  time  in  discussion ;  over- 
powered the  ton  mots  of  the  most  celebrated  convivialists  by 
broad  floods  of  merriment,  impregnated  with  all  the  burn- 
ing life  of  genius ;  astounded  bosoms  habitually  enveloped 
in  the  thrice-piled  folds  of  social  reserve,  by  compelling 
them  to  tremble,  —  nay,  to  tremble  visibly,  —  beneath  the 
fearless  touch  of  natural  pathos ;  and  all  this  without  indi- 
cating the  smallest  willingness  to  be  ranked  among  those 
professional  ministers  of  excitement,  who  are  content  to  be 
paid  in  money  and  smiles  for  doing  what  the  spectators 
and  auditors  would  be  ashamed  of  doing  in  their  own  pei^ 
fions,  even  if  they  had  the  power  of  doing  it ;  and  last, 
and  probably  worst  of  all,  who  was  known  to  be  in  the  habit 
of  enlivening  societies  which  they  would  have  scorned  to 
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approach,  still  more  frequently  than  their  own,  with  elo- 
quence no  less  magnificent ;  with  wit,  in  all  likelihood  still 
more  daring ;  often  enough,  as  the  superiors  whom  he  front- 
ed without  alarm  might  have  guessed  from  the  beginning, 
and  had,  ere  long,  no  occasion  to  guess,  with  wit  pointed  at 
themselves.' 

The  fieuther  we  remove  from  this  scene,  the  more 
singular  will  it  seem  to  us  :  details  of  the  exterior  as- 
pect of  it  are  already  full  of  interest.  Most  readers  re- 
collect Mr.  Walker's  personal  interviews  with  Bums  as 
among  the  best  passages  of  his  Narrative :  a  time  wiU 
come  when  this  reminiscence  of  Sir  Walter  Scott's, 
slight  though  it  is,  will  also  be  precious. 

*  As  for  Bums,'  writes  Sir  Walter,  *  I  may  truly  say, 
VtrfjUium  vidi  Umtkm.  I  was  a  lad  of  fifteen  in  1786  -  7> 
when  he  came  first  to  Edinburgh,  but  had  sense  and  feeling 
enough  to  be  much  interested  in  his  poetry,  and  would  have 
given  the  world  to  know  him :  but  I  had  very  little  acquaint- 
ance with  any  literary  people,  and  still  less  with  the  gentry 
of  the  west  country,  the  two  sets  that  he  most  frequented. 
Mr.  Thomas  Grierson  was  at  that  time  a  clerk  of  my  fi&ther's. 
He  knew  Bums,  and  promised  to  ask  him  to  his  lodgings 
to  dinner,  but  had  no  opportunity  to  keep  his  word ;  other- 
wise I  might  have  seen  more  of  this  distinguished  man.  As 
it  was,  I  saw  him  one  day  at  the  late  venerable  Professor 
Ferguson's,  where  there  were  several  gentlemen  of  literary 
reputation,  among  whom  I  remember  the  celebrated  Mr. 
Bugald  Stewart.  Of  course,  we  youngsters  sat  silent,  looked 
and  listened.  The  only  thing  I  remember  which  was  re- 
markable in  Bums's  manner,  was  the  effect  produced  upon 
him  by  a  print  of  Bunbury's  representing  a  soldier  lying 
dead  on  the  snow,  his  dog  sitting  in  misery  on  one  side,  — 
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OD  the  other,  his  widow,  with  a  child  in  her  arms.     These 
lines  were  written  beneath : 

**  Cold  on  Canadian  hills,  or  Minden's  plain. 
Perhaps  that  mother  wept  her  soldier  slain  : 
Bent  o'er  her  babe,  her  eye  dissolved  in  dew. 
The  big  drops  mingling  with  the  milk  he  drew. 
Gave  the  sad  presage  of  his  future  years. 
The  child  of  misery  baptized  in  tears." 

*  Bums  seemed  much  affected  by  the  print,  or  rather  by 
the  ideas  which  it  suggested  to  his  mind.  He  actually  shed 
tears.  He  asked  whose  the  lines  were,  and  it  chanced  that 
nobody  but  myself  remembered  that  they  occur  in  a  half- 
forgotten  poem  of  Langhome's,  called  by  the  unpromising 
title  of  "  The  Justice  of  Peace.'*  I  whispered  my  infonna- 
tion  to  a  friend  present,  he  mentioned  it  to  Bums,  who  re- 
warded me  with  a  look  and  a  word,  which,  though  of  mere 
civility,  I  then  received  and  still  recollect  with  very  great 
pleasure. 

'  His  person  was  strong  and  robust ;  his  manners  rustic, 
not  clownish  ;  a  sort  of  dignified  plainness  and  simplicitj, 
which  received  part  of  its  effect  perhaps  ^m  one's  know- 
ledge of  his  extraordinary  talents.  His  features  are  repre- 
sented in  Mr.  Nasmyth's  picture :  but  to  me  it  conveys  the 
idea  that  they  are  diminished,  as  if  seen  in  perspective.  I 
think  his  countenance  was  more  massive  than  it  looks  in  any 
of  the  portraits.  I  should  have  taken  the  poet,  had  I  not 
known  what  he  was,  for  a  very  sagacious  country  farmer  of 
the  old  Scotch  school,  t.  e,  none  of  your  modem  agricoltn- 
rists  who  keep  labourers  for  their  drudgery,  but  the  dtmee 
gudenum  who  held  his  own  plough.  There  was  a  strong 
expression  of  sense  and  shrewdness  in  all  his  lineaments ; 
the  eye  alone,  I  think,  indicated  the  poetical  character  and 
temperament.  It  was  large,  and  of  a  dark  cast,  which 
glowed  (I  say  literally  glowed)  when  he  spoke  with  feeling 
or  interest.    I  ne\er  saw  such  another  eye  in   a  human 
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head,  though  I  have  seen  the  most  distinguished  men  of  my 
time.  His  conversation  expressed  perfect  self-confidence, 
without  the  slightest  presumption.  Among  the  men  who 
were  the  most  learned  of  their  time  and  country,  he  ex- 
pressed himself  with  perfect  firmness,  but  without  the  least 
intrusive  forwardness  ;  and  when  he  differed  in  opinion,  he 
did  not  hesitate  to  express  it  firmly,  yet  at  the  same  time 
with  modest}'.  I  do  not  remember  any  part  of  his  conver- 
sation  distinctly  enough  to  be  quoted ;  nor  did  I  ever  see 
him  again,  except  in  the  street,  where  he  did  not  recog- 
nise me,  as  I  could  not  expect  he  should.  He  was  much 
caressed  in  Edinburgh  :  but  (considering  what  literary  emo- 
luments have  been  since  his  day)  the  efforts  made  for  his 
relief  were  extremely  trifling. 

'  I  remember,  on  this  occasion  I  mention,  I  thought 
Bums's  acquaintance  with  English  poetry  was  rather  limit- 
ed ;  and  also,  that  having  twenty  times  the  abilities  of  Allan 
Hamsay  and  of  Fergusson,  he  talked  of  them  with  too  much 
humilit)''  as  his  models :  there  was  doubtless  national  predi- 
lection in  his  estimate. 

'  This  is  all  I  can  tell  you  about  Bums.  I  have  only  to 
add,  that  his  dress  corresponded  Mrith  his  manner.  He  was 
like  a  fiumer  dressed  in  his  best  to  dine  with  the  laird.  I 
do  not  speak  m  maiam  partem^  when  I  say,  1  never  saw  a 
man  in  company  with  his  superiors  in  station  or  information 
more  perfectly  free  from  either  the  reality  or  the  affectation 
of  embarrassment.  I  was  told,  but  did  not  observe  it,  that 
his  address  to  females  was  extremely  deferential,  and  always 
with  a  turn  either  to  the  pathetic  or  humorous,  which  en- 
gaged their  attention  particularly.  I  have  heard  the  late 
Duchess  of  Gordon  remark  this.  —  I  do  not  know  anything 
I  can  add  to  these  recollections  of  forty  years  since.' 

The  conduct  of  Bums  tinder  this  dazzling  blaze  of 
favour ;  the  calm,  unafifected,  manly  manner,  in  which 
he  not  only  bore  it,  but  estimated  its  value,  has  justly 
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been  regarded  as  the  best  proof  that  could  be  given  of 
his  real  vigour  and  integrity  of  mind.     A  little  natural 
vanity,  some  touches  of  hypocritical  modesty,  some  glim- 
merings of  affectation,  at  least  some  fear  of  being  thought 
affected,  we  could  have  pardoned  in  almost  any  man ; 
but  no  such  indication  is  to  be  traced  here.     In  his  un- 
exampled situation  the  young  peasant  is  not  a  moment 
perplexed ;  so  many  strange  lights  do  not  confuse  him, 
do  not  lead  him  astray.     Nevertheless,  we  cannot  but 
perceive  that  this  winter  did  him  great  and  lasting  in- 
jury.    A  somewhat  clearer  knowledge  of  men's  afiidrB, 
scarcely  of  their  characters,  it  did  afford  him  ;    but  a 
sharper  feeling  of  Fortune's  unequal  arrangements  in 
their  social  destiny  is  also  left  with  him.     He  had  seen 
the  gay  and  gorgeous  arena,  in  which  the  powerful  are 
bom  to  play  their  parts ;  nay  had  himself  stood  in  die 
midst  of  it ;  and  he  felt  more  bitterly  than  ever,  that 
here  he  was  but  a  looker-on,  and  had  no  part  or  lot  in 
that  splendid  game.     From  this  time  a  jealous  indig- 
nant fear  of  social  degradation  takes  possession  of  him  ; 
and  perverts,  so  far  as  aught  could  pervert,  his  private 
contentment,  and  his  feelings  towards  his  richer  fellows. 
It  was  clear  to  Bums  that  he  had  talent  enough  to  make 
a  fortune,  or  a  hundred  fortunes,  could  he  but  have 
rightly  willed  this;    it  was  cletur  also  that  he  willed 
something  far  different,  and  therefore  could  not  make 
one.     Unhappy  it  was  that  he  had  not  power  to  choose 
the  one,  and  reject  the  other;  but  must  halt  forever 
between  two  opinions,  two  objects  ;   making  hampered 
advancement  towards  either.     But  so  is  it  with  many 
men :   we  '  lung  for  the  merchandise,  yet  would  fain 
keep  the  price  ; '  and  so  stand  chaffering  widi  Fate,  in 
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vexatious  altercation,  tiU  the  night  come,  and  our  fair 
is  over ! 

The  Edinburgh  Learned  of  that  period  were  in  gene- 
ral more  noted  for  clearness  of  head  than  for  warmth 
of  heart:  with  the  exception  of  the  good  old  Blacklock, 
whose  help  was  too  ineffectual,  scarcely  one  among 
them  seems  to  have  looked  at  Bums  with  any  true  sym- 
pathy, or  indeed  much  otherwise  than  as  ■  at  a  highly 
curious  thing.  By  the  great  also  he  is  treated  in  the 
customary  fashion ;  entertained  at  their  tables  and  dis- 
missed :  certain  modica  of  pudding  and  praise  are,  from 
time  to  time,  gladly  exchanged  for  the  fascination  of  his 
presence;  which  exchange  once  effected,  the  bargain  is 
finished,  and  each  party  goes  his  several  way.  At  the 
end  of  this  strange  season.  Bums  gloomily  sums  up  his 
gains  and  losses,  and  meditates  on  the  chaotic  future. 
In  money  he  is  somewhat  richer ;  in  fame  and  the  show 
of  happiness,  infinitely  richer ;  but  in  the  substance  of 
it,  as  poor  as  ever.  Nay  poorer  ;  for  his  heart  is  now 
maddened  still  more  with  the  fever  of  worldly  Ambition; 
and  through  long  years  the  disease  will  rack  him  with 
unprofitable  sufferings,  and  weaken  his  strength  for  all 
true  and  noUer  aims. 

What  Bums  was  next  to  do  or  to  avoid ;  how  a  man 
so  circumstanced  was  now  to  guide  himself  towards  his 
true  advantage,  might  at  this  point  of  time  have  been  a 
question  for  the  wisest.  It  was  a  question,  too,  which 
apparently  he  was  left  altc^ther  to  answer  for  him- 
self :  of  his  learned  or  rich  patrons  it  had  not  strack  any 
individual  to  turn  a  thought  on  this  so  trivial  matter. 
Without  claiming  for  Bums  the  praise  of  perfect  saga- 
city, we  must  say,  that  his  Excise  and  Farm  scheme 
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does  not  seem  to  us  a  very  unreaaooable  one ;  that  we 
should  be  at  a  loss,  even  now,  to  suggest  one  decidedly 
better.  Certain  of  his  admirers  have  felt  ar»m<ia1i»»H  at 
his  ever  resolving  to  guage  ;  and  would  have  had  him  lie 
at  the  pool,  till  the  spirit  of  Patronage  stirred  the  wa- 
ters, that  so,  with  one  friendly  plunge,  all  his  sorrowi 
might  be  healed.  UnMrisecouncellors!  They  know  not  Uie 
maimer  of  this  spirit;  and  how, in  the  li^p  of  moat  golden 
dreams,  a  man  might  have  happiness,  were  it  not  that  in 
the  interim  he  must  die  of  hunger !  It  reflect  credit 
on  the  manliness  and  sound  sense  of  Bums,  that  he  £eh 
so  early  on  what  ground  he  was  standing ;  and  preferred 
self-help,  on  the  humblest  scale,  to  dependence  and  in- 
action, though  with  hope  of  for  more  splendid  poasifaili- 
ties.  But  even  these  possibilites  were  not  rejected  a 
his  scheme :  he  mi^t  expect,  if  it  chanced  that  he  hmi 
any  friend,  to  rise,  in  no  long  period,  into  somedung 
even  like  opulence  and  leisure;  while  again,  if  it  chanced 
that  he  had  no  friend,  he  could  still  live  in  security ;  and 
for  the  rest,  he  '  did  not  intend  to  borrow  honour  frxMD 
any  profession.'  We  reckon  that  his  plan  was  honest 
and  well-calculated :  all  turned  on  the  execution  of  it 
Doubtless  it  feuled ;  yet  not,  we  believe,  from  any  vice 
inherent  in  itself.  Nay  alter  all,  it  was  no  frdlure  of  ex- 
ternal means,  but  of  internal  that  overtook  Bums.  Hii 
was  no  bankruptcy  of  the  purse,  but  of  the  soul ;  to  his 
last  day,  he  owed  no  man  anything. 

Meanwhile  he  begins  well :  with  two  good  and  wise 
actions.  His  donati(m  to  his  mother,  munificent  from  a 
man  whose  income  had  lately  been  seven  pounds  a-3fear, 
was  worthy  of  him,  and  not  more  than  worthy.  Gene- 
rous also,  and  worthy  of  him,  was  the  treatment  of  the 
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^w'oman  whose  life's  welfare  now  depended  on  his  plea- 
sure. A  friendly  observer  might  have  hoped  serene  days 
for  him :  his  mind  is  on  the  true  road  to  peace  with  it- 
self :  what  cleamess  he  still  wants  will  be  given  as  he 
proceeds ;  for  the  best  teacher  of  duties,  that  still  lie  dim 
to  us,  is  the  Practice  of  those  we  see,  and  have  at  hand. 
Had  the  '  patrons  of  genius,'  who  could  give  him  nothing, 
but  taken  nothing  from  him,  at  least  nothing  more ! 
The  wounds  of  his  heart  would  have  healed,  vulgar  am- 
bition would  have  died  away.  Toil  and  Frugality  would 
have  been  welcome,  since  Virtue  dwelt  with  them ;  and 
Poetry  would  have  shone  through  them  as  of  old ;  and 
in  her  dear  ethereal  light,  which  was  his  own  by  birth- 
rig^bt,  he  might  have  looked  down  on  his  earthly  des- 
tiny, and  all  its  obstructions,  not  with  patience  only, 
but  with  love. 

But  the  patrons  of  genius  would  not  have  it  so.  Pic- 
turesque tourists,'*'  all  manner  of  £Eishionable  danglers 

*  There  is  one  little  sketch  by  certain  '  English  gentlemen '  of 
thb  dass,  whidi,  though  adopted  in  Cnrrie's  NanatiTe,  and  since 
then  repeated  in  moat  others,  we  hare  all  along  fdt  an  invincible 
disposition  to  regard  as  imaginary  :  '  On  a  rock  that  projected  into 
'  tiie  stream,  they  sawa  man  employed  in  angling,  of  a  singular  ap- 

*  pearance.     He  had  a  cap  made  of  fox-skin  on  his  head,  a  loose 

*  great-coat  fixed  romid  him  by  a  belt,  from  which  depended  an 

*  enormous  Highland  broad-sword.  It  was  Bums.'  Now,  we  rather 
think,  it  was  not  Bums.  F6r  to  say  nothing  of  the  fox-skin  cap, 
the  loose  and  quite  Hibernian  watch-coat  with  tbit  belt,  what  are 
we  to  make  ci  this  *  enormous  Highland  broad-sword '  depending 
from  him  ?  More  especially,  as  there  is  no  word  of  parish  con- 
stables on  tiie  outlook  to  see  whether,  as  Dennis  phrases  it,  he  had 
an  eye  to  his  own  midriff  or  that  of  tbe  public !  Bums,  of  all 
men,  had  the  least  need,  and  the  least  tendency,  to  seek  for  dis- 
thiction,  eitiier  in  his  own  eyes,  or  those  of  others,  by  such  poor 
mummeries. 
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after  literature,  and,  (ax  worse,  all  manner  of  convivial 
Mecsenases,  hovered  round  him  in  his  retreat ;  and  his 
good  as  well  as  his  weak  qualities  secured  them  influence 
over  him.  He  was  flattered  by  their  notice ;  and  hk 
warm  social  nature  made  it  impossible  for  him  to  shake 
them  ofl^,  and  hold  on  his  way  apart  from  them.  Tliese 
men,  as  we  believe,  were  proximately  the  means  of  bis 
ruin.  Not  that  they  meant  him  any  ill;  they  odj 
meant  themselves  a  little  good ;  if  he  suflVn^  harm,  kt 
him  look  to  it !  But  they  wasted  his  precious  time  md 
his  precious  talent ;  they  disturbed  his  composure^  broke 
down  his  returning  habits  of  temperance  and  assidoou! 
contented  exertion,  llieir  pampering  was  baneful  to 
him ;  their  cruelty,  which  soon  followed,  was  eqnallj 
baneful.  The  old  grudge  against  Fortune's  inequahtj 
awoke  with  new  bitterness  in  their  neighbouiiiood,  and 
Bums  had  no  retreat  but  to  the  '  Rock  of  Independence ' 
which  is  but  an  air-castle,  after  all,  that  looks  well  at  a 
distance,  but  wiU  screen  no  one  from  real  wind  and  wet. 
Flushed  with  irregular  excitement,  exasperated  alter- 
nately by  contempt  of  others,  and  contempt  of  himself, 
Bums  was  no  longer  regaining  his  peace  of  mind,  but 
feist  losing  it  forever.  There  was  a  hoUowness  at  the 
heart  of  his  life,  for  his  conscience  did  not  now  appro^ 
what  he  was  doing. 

Amid  the  vapours  of  unwise  enjoyment,  of  bootless 
remorse,  and  angry  discontent  with  Fate,  his  true  load- 
star, a  life  of  Poetry,  with  Poverty,  nay  with  Famine  if  it 
must  be  so,  was  too  often  altogether  hidden  from  his 
eyes.  And  yet  he  sailed  a  sea,  where  without  some 
such  loadstar  there  was  no  right  steering.  Meteors  of 
French  Politics  rise  before  him,  but  these  were  not  hit 
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stars.     An  accident  this,  which  hastened,  but  did  not 
originate,  his  worst  distresses.     In  the  mad  contentions 
of  that  time,  he  comes  in  collision  with  certain  official 
Superiors ;  is  woimded  by  them ;  cruelly  lacerated,  we 
should  say,  could  a  dead  mechanical  implement,  in  any 
case,  be  called  cruel :  and  shrinks,  in  indignant  pain, 
into  deeper  self-seclusion,  into  gloomier  moodiness  than 
ever.    His  life  has  now  lost  its  unity :  it  is  a  life  of  frag- 
ments ;  led  with  little  aim,  beyond  the  melancholy  one 
of  securing  its  own  continuance,  —  in  fits  of  wild  false 
joy,  when  such  offered,  and  of  black  despondency  when 
they  passed  away.     His  character  before  the  world  be- 
gins to  stiffer :  calumny  is  busy  with  him ;  for  a  miser- 
able  man  makes  more  enemies  than  friends.      Some 
faults  he  has  fallen  into,  and  a  thousand  misfortunes  ; 
but  deep  criminality  is  what  he  stands  accused  of,  and 
they  that  are  not  without  sin,  cast  the  first  stone  at  him ! 
For  is  he  not  a  wellwishcr  of  the  French  Revolution,  a 
Jacobin,  and  therefore  in  that  one  act  guilty  of  all  ? 
These  accusations,  political  and  moral,  it  has  since  ap- 
peared, were   false  enough  :    but  the  world  hesitated 
little  to  credit  them.     Nay,  his  convivial  Mecaenases 
themselves  were  not  the  last  to  do  it.     Inhere  is  reason 
to  beheve  that,  in  his  later  years,  the  Dumfries  Aris- 
tocracy had  partly  withdrawn  themselves  from  Bums,  as 
from  a  tainted  person,  no  longer  worthy  of  their  acquain- 
tance.    That  painful  class,  stationed,  in  all  provincial 
cities,  behind  the  outmost  breastwork  of  Gentility,  there 
to  stand  siege  and  do  battle  against  the  intrusions  of 
Grocerdom  and  Grazierdom,  had  actually  seen  dishonour 
in  the  society  of  Bums,  and  branded  him  with  their  veto ; 
had,  as  we  vulgarly  say,  cut  him !  We  find  one  passage 
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in  this  Work  of  Mr.  Lockhart's,  which  will  not  out  of 
our  thoughts : 

*  A  gentleman  of  that  county,  whose  name  I  have  al- 
ready more  than  once  had  occasion  to  refer  to,  has  often 
told  me  that  he  was  seldom  more  grieved,  than  when  riding 
into  Dumfries  one  fine  summer  evening  about  this  time  to 
attend  a  county  ball,  he  saw  Bums  walking  alone,  on  the 
shady  side  of  the  principal  street  of  the  town,  while  the  op- 
posite side  was  gay  with  successive  groups  of  gentlemen  and 
ladies,  all  drawn  together  for  the  festivities  of  the  night,  not 
one  of  whom  appeared  willing  to  recognise  him.  The  horse- 
man dismoimted,  and  joined  Bums,  who  on  his  proposing 
to  cross  the  street  said :  "  Nay,  nay,  my  young  fnend,  that*s 
all  over  now;  "  and  quoted,  after  a  pause,  some  verses  of 
Lady  Orizzel  Baillie's  pathetic  ballad : 

"  His  bonnet  stood  ance  fu'  fair  on  his  brow. 
His  auld  ane  lookM  better  than  mony  ane's  new ; 
But  now  he  lets*t  wear  ony  way  it  will  hing. 
And  casts  himsell  dowie  upon  the  cora-bing. 

"  O  were  we  young,  as  we  ance  hae  been. 
We  sud  hae  been  galloping  down  on  yon  green, 
And  linking  it  ower  the  lily-white  lea ! 
And  werena  my  heart  light  I  wad  die^ 

It  was  little  in  Bums's  character  to  let  his  feelings  on  certain 
subjects  escape  in  this  fashion.  He,  immediately  alter  re- 
citing these  verses,  assumed  the  sprightUness  of  his  meet 
pleasing  manner ;  and  taking  his  young  friend  home  with 
him,  entertained  him  very  agreeably  till  the  hour  of  the  bail 
arrived.' 

Alas !  when  we  think  that  Bums  now  sleeps  'where 
bitter  indignation  can  no  longer  lacerate  his  heart/'*'  and 

*  Ubi  »ata  indiffnatio  cor  ulteriut  iacerare  neqnit,  —  Swift's 
Epitaph. 
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that  most  of  those  £air  dames  and  frizzled  gentlemen  al- 
ready lie  at  his  side,  where  the  breastwork  of  gentility 
is  quite  thrown  down,  —  who  would  not  sig^  over  the 
thin  delusions  and  foolish  toys  that  divide  heart  from 
heart,  and  make  man  unmerciful  to  his  brother ! 

It  was  not  now  to  be  hoped  that  the  genius  of  Bums 
would  ever  reach  maturity,  or  accomplish  aught  worthy 
of  itself.  His  spirit  was  jarred  in  its  melody ;  not  the 
soft  breath  of  natural  feeling,  but  the  rude  hand  of  Fate, 
was  now  sweeping  over  the  strings.  And  yet  what  har- 
mony was  in  him,  what  music  even  in  his  discords! 
How  the  wild  tones  had  a  charm  for  the  simplest  and 
the  wisest ;  and  all  men  felt  and  knew  that  here  also  was 
one  of  the  Gifted  I  '  If  he  entered  an  inn  at  midnight, 
'  after  all  the  inmates  were  in  bed,  the  news  of  his  ar- 
'  rival  circulated  from  the  cellar  to  the  garret ;  and  ere 

*  ten  minutes  had  elapsed,  the  landlord  and  all  his  guests 

*  were  assembled ! '  Some  brief  pure  moments  of  poetic 
life  were  yet  appointed  him,  in  the  composition  of  his 
Songs.  We  can  understand  how  he  grasped  at  this  em- 
ployment ;  and  how,  too,  he  spumed  all  other  reward  for 
it  but  what  the  labour  itself  brought  him.  For  the  soul 
of  Bums,  though  scathed  and  marred,  was  yet  liring  in 
its  full  moral  strength,  though  sharply  conscious  of  its 
errors  and  abasement :  and  here,  in  his  destitution  and 
degradation,  was  one  act  of  seeming  nobleness  and  self- 
devotedness  left  even  for  him  to  perform.  He  felt,  too, 
that  with  all  the  'thoughtless  follies '  that  had  '  laid  him 
low,'  the  world  was  unjust  and  cruel  to  him ;  and  he  si- 
lently appealed  to  another  and  calmer  time.  Not  as  a  hired 
soldier,  but  as  a  patriot,  would  he  strive  for  the  glory  of 
his  country :   so  he  cast  from  him  the  poor  sixpence 
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a-day,  and  served  zealously  as  a  volonteer.  Let  its  not 
grudge  him  this  last  luxury  of  his  existence ;  let  hin 
not  have  appealed  to  us  in  vain !  The  money  wms  sot 
necessary  to  him ;  he  struggled  through  without  it  : 
long  since,  these  guineas  would  have  been  gone,  and 
now  the  high-mindedness  of  refusing  them  will  pdead  fer 
him  in  all  hearts  forever. 

We  are  here  arrived  at  the  crisis  of  Bums's  life ;  lor 
matters  had  now  taken  such  a  shape  with  him  as  oould 
not  long  continue.    U  improvement  v^as  not  to  be  looked 
for.  Nature  could  only  for  a  limited  time  maintain  thb 
dark  and  maddening  warfare  against  the  world  and  itadf. 
We  are  not  medically  informed  whether  any  continuanee 
of  years  was,  at  this  period,  probable  for  Bums ;  whedier 
his  death  is  to  be  looked  on  as  in  some  sense  an  acci- 
dental event,  or  only  as  the  natural  consequence  of  ^ 
long  series  of  events  that  had  preceded.     The  latter 
seems  to  be  the  likelier  opinion;  and  yet  it  is  by  no 
means  a  certain  one.     At  all  events,  as  we  have  said, 
some  change  could  not  be  very  distant.     Three  gates  of 
deliverance,  it  seems  to  us,  were  open  for  Bums :  dear 
poetical  activity ;  madness ;  or  death.     The  first,  witli 
longer  life,  was  stiU  possible,  though  not  probable ;  far 
physical  causes  were  beginning  to  be  concerned  in  k: 
and  yet  Bums  had  an  iron  resolution;  could  he  but 
have  seen  and  felt,  that  not  only  his  highest  glory,  but 
his  first  duty,  and  the  true  medicine  for  all  his  woes, 
lay  here.     The  second  was  stiU  less  probable ;  for  his 
mind  was  ever  among  the  clearest  and  firmest.    So  the 
milder  third  gate  was  opened  for  him :  and  he  pa»ed. 
not  softly,  yet  speedily,  into  that  still  country,  where 
the  hail-storms   and  fire-showers  do   not  reach,  and 
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the  heaviest-laden  wayfuer  at  len^  lays  down  his 
load! 

Ck)ntemplatuig  this  sad  end  of  Bums,  and  how  he 
sank  unaided  by  any  real  help,  uncheered  by  any  wise 
sympathy,  generous  minds  have  sometimes  figured  to 
themselves,  with  a  reproachful  sorrow,  that  much  might 
have  been  done  for  him  ;  that  by  counsel,  true  affection, 
and  friendly  ministrations,  he  might  have  been  saved  to 
himself  and  the  world.  We  question  whether  there  is 
not  more  tenderness  of  heart  than  soundness  of  judgment 
in  these  suggesticms.  It  seems  dubious  to  us  whether 
the  richest,  wisest,  most  benevolent  individual  could 
have  lent  Bums  any  effectual  help.  Counsel,  which  sel- 
dom profits  any  one,  he  did  not  need;  in  his  under- 
standing, he  knew  the  right  from  the  wrong,  as  well 
perhi4)8  as  any  man  ever  did ;  but  the  persuasion,  which 
would  have  availed  him,  lies  not  so  much  in  the  head 
as  in  the  heart,  where  no  argument  or  expostulation 
oould  have  assisted  much  to  implant  it.  As  to  money 
again,  we  do  not  believe  that  this  was  his  essential 
want ;  or  well  see  how  any  private  man  could,  even  pre- 
supposing Bums' s  consent,  have  bestowed  on  him  an 
independent  fortune,  with  much  prospect  of  decisive  ad- 
vantage. It  is  a  mortifying  truth,  that  two  men  in  any 
rank  of  society  could  hardly  be  found  virtuous  enough 
to  give  money,  and  to  take  it  as  a  necessary  gift,  with- 
out injury  to  the  moral  entireness  of  one  or  both.  But 
so  stands  the  fact :  Friendship,  in  the  old  heroic  sense 
of  that  term,  no  longer  exists ;  except  in  the  cases  of 
kindred  or  other  legal  affinity,  it  is  in  reality  no  longer 
expected,  or  recognised  as  a  virtue  among  men.   A  close 
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observer  of  mami^rs  has  pronouneed  *  Platroiuige/  that 
is,  pecuniary  or  other  economic  furtiieruice,  to  be  *  twice 
cursed ; '  cursing  him  that  gives,  and  him  that  takes ! 
And  thus,  in  regard  to  outward  matters  also,  it  has  be- 
come the  rule,  as  in  regard  to  inward  it  alwajrs  was  aad 
must  be  the  rule,  that  no  one  shall  look  for  eflecturi 
help  to  another ;  but  that  each  shall  rest  conteiited  witk 
what  help  he  can  afford  himself.  Such»  we  saj,  is  tfae 
principle  of  modem  Honour ;  naturally  enough  giowiag 
out  of  that  sentiment  of  Pride,  whidi  we  inculcate  aad 
encourage  as  the  basis  of  our  whole  social  monli^. 
Many  a  poet  has  been  poorer  than  Bums ;  but  no  oar 
was  ever  prouder :  we  may  question  whether,  witfaant 
^reat  precautions,  even  a  pension  from  Royalty  wotM 
not  have  galled  and  encumbered,  more  than  actaaly 
assisted  him. 

Still  less,  therefore,  are  we  disposed  to  join  with  aa- 
other  class  of  Bums's  admirers,  who  accuse  the  lugha 
ranks  among  us  of  having  ruined  Bums  by  tiieir  aethk 
neglect  of  him.  We  have  already  stated  our  donate 
whether  direct  pecuniary  help,  had  it  been  offered*  wouki 
liave  been  accepted,  or  could  have  jnroved  very  eflfeciuii. 
We  shall  readily  admit,  however,  that  mudi  waa  to  be 
done  for  Bums ;  that  many  a  poisoned  arrow  might  fane 
been  warded  from  his  bosom ;  many  an  entanglement  n 
his  path  cut  asunder  by  the  hand  of  the  powerful ;  aai 
light  and  heat,  shed  on  him  from  high  places,  wtNiM 
have  made  his  humble  atmosphere  more  genial ;  and  the 
softest  heart  then  breathing  might  have  lived  and  died 
wi^  some  fewer  pangs.  Nay,  we  shall  grant  fiuther. 
and  for  Bums  it  is  granting  much,  that  with  all  hk 
pride,  he  would  have  thanked,  even  widi  exaggenfeed 
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gratitiide,  any  one  who  had  cordially  befriended  him : 
patronage*  unless  once  cursed,  needed  not  to  have  been 
twice  so.     At  all  events,  the  poor  promotion  he  desired 
in  his  calling  might  have  been  granted :  it  was  his  own 
scheme,  therefore  likelier  than  any  other  to  be  of  service. 
All  this  it  might  have  been  a  luxury,  nay  it  was  a  duty, 
far  our  nobility  to  have  done.    No  port  of  all  this,  how- 
ever, did  any  of  them  do ;  or  apparently  attempt,  or  wish 
to  do :  so  much  is  granted  against  them.    But  what  then 
18  the  amount  of  their  blame  ?     Simply  that  they  were 
men  of  the  world,  and  walked  by  the  principles  of  such 
men ;  tiiat  ^ey  treated  Bums,  as  other  nobles  and  other 
commoners  had  done  other  poets ;  as  the  English  did 
Shakspjeare;  as  King  Charles  and  his  Cavaliers  did  But- 
ler, as  King  Philip  and  his  Grandees  did  Cervantes.   Do 
men  gather  grapes  of  thorns ;  or  shaU  we  cut  down  our 
thorns  for  yielding  only  a  fence,  and  haws  ?     How,  in- 
deed, could  the  '  nobility  and  gentry  of  his  native  land' 
hold  out  any  help  to  this  '  Scottish  Bard,  proud  of  his 
name  and  country  ?'     Were  the  nobility  and  gentry  so 
mudi  as  able  rightly  to  help  themselves?     Had  they 
not  their  game  to  preserve ;  their  borough  interests  to 
strengthen ;  dinners,  therefore,  of  various  kinds  to  eat 
imd  give  ?   Were  their  means  more  than  adequate  to  all 
this  business,  or  less  than  adequate  ?    Less  than  ade- 
quate in  general :  few  of  them  in  reality  were  richer  than 
Bums ;  many  of  them  were  poorer ;  for  sometimes  they 
had  to  wring  their  supplies,  as  with  thumbscrews,  from 
the  hard  hand ;  and,  in  their  need  of  guineas,  to  forget 
their  duty  of  mercy;  which  Bums  was  never  reduced  to 
do.   Let  us  pity  and  forgive  them.   The  game  they  pre- 
served and  shot,  the  dinners  they  ate  and  g^ve,  the 
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borough  interests  they  strengthened,  the  Utile  Babykms 
they  severally  builded  by  the  glory  of  their  might,  are 
all  melted,  or  melting  back  into  the  primeval  Chaos,  «s 
man's  merely  selfish  endeavours  are  fated  to  do:  and 
here  was  an  actioD,  extending,  in  virtue  of  its  worldly 
influence,  we  may  say,  through  all  time ;  ia  virtue  of  its 
moral  nature,  beyond  all  time,  being  inmiortal  as  the 
Spirit  of  Goodness  itself;  this  action  was  offered  them 
to  do,  and  light  was  not  given  them  to  do  it.  Let  us 
pity  and  forgive  them.  But  better  than  pity,  let  us  go 
and  do  otherwise.  Human  suffering  did  not  end  widi 
the  life  of  Bums;  neither  was  the  solemn  mandate, 
'  Love  one  another,  bear  one  another's  burdens,'  given 
to  the  rich  only,  but  to  all  men.  True,  we  shall  find  no 
Bums  to  relieve,  to  assuage  by  our  aid  or  our  pity;  but 
celestial  natures,  groaning  imder  the  feurdels  of  a  weary 
life,  we  shall  still  find;  and  that  wretchedness  which 
Fate  has  rendered  voiceless  and  tuneless,  \&  not  the  least 
wretched,  but  the  most. 

StiU  we  do  not  think  that  the  blame  of  Bums's 
fiEulure  lies  chiefly  with  the  world.  The  world,  it  seems 
to  us,  treated  him  with  more,  rather  than  with  less 
kindness,  than  it  usually  shows  to  such  men.  It  has 
ever,  we  fear,  shown  but  small  favour  to  its  Teachers : 
hunger  and  nakedness,  perils  and  reviling,  the  prison, 
the  cross,  the  poison-chalice,  have,  in  most  times  and 
countries,  been  the  market-price  it  has  offered  for  Wis- 
dom, the  welcome  with  which  it  has  greeted  those  who 
have  come  to  enlighten  and  purify  it.  Homer  and 
Socrates,  and  the  Christian  Apostles,  belong  to  (dd  days; 
but  the  world's  Martyrology  was  not  completed  with 
these.     Roger  Bacon  and  Gbdileo  languish  in  priestiy 


BUBN8.  389 

dungeons ;  Tasso  pines  in  the  cell  of  a  madhouse ; 
Camoens  dies  begging  on  the  streets  of  Lisbon.  So  neg- 
lected, so  •  persecuted  they  the  Prophets/  not  in  Judea 
only,  but  in  all  places  where  men  have  been.  We  reckon 
that  every  poet  of  Bums's  order  is,  or  should  be,  a  pro- 
phet and  teacher  to  his  age ;  that  he  has  no  right  to 
expect  great  kindness  from  it,  but  rather  is  boimd  to  do 
it  great  kindness ;  that  Bums,  in  particular,  experienced 
fully  the  usual  proportion  of  the  world's  goodness ;  and 
that  the  blame  of  his  fiulure,  as  we  have  said,  lies  not 
chiefly  with  the  world. 

Where  then  does  it  lie  ?  We  are  forced  to  answer : 
With  himself;  it  is  his  inward,  not  his  outward  misfor- 
tunes, that  bring  him  to  the  dust.  Seldom,  indeed,  is 
it  otherwise ;  seldom  is  a  life  morally  wrecked  but  the 
grand  cause  lies  in  some  internal  mal-arrangement, 
some  want  less  of  good  fortune  than  of  good  guidance. 
Nature  fashions  no  creature  without  implanting  in  it  the 
strength  needfol  for  its  action  and  duration ;  least  of  all 
does  she  so  neglect  her  masterpiece  and  darling,  the 
poetic  soul.  Neither  can  we  believe  that  it  is  in  the 
power  of  any  external  circumstances  utterly  to  ruin 
the  mind  of  a  man;  nay,  if  proper  wisdom  be  given 
him,  even  so  much  as  to  affect  its  essential  health  and 
beauty.  The  sternest  sum-total  of  all  worldly  mis- 
fortunes is  Death ;  nothing  more  can  lie  in  the  cup  of 
human  woe :  yet  many  men,  in  all  ages,  have  triumphed 
over  Death,  and  led  it  captive ;  converting  its  physical 
victory  into  a  moral  victory  for  themselves,  into  a  seal 
and  immortal  consecration  for  all  that  their  past  life  had 
achieved.  What  has  been  done,  may  be  done  again : 
nay,  it  is  but  the  degree  and  not  the  kind  of  such 
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heroism  that  differs  in  different  seasons;  for  widumt 
some  portion  of  this  spirit,  not  of  boisterous  daring,  bat 
of  silent  fearlessness,  of  Self-denial  in  all  its  forms,  no 
good  man,  in  any  scene  or  time,  has  ever  attained  to 
be  good. 

We  have  already  stated  the  error  of  Bums ;  and 
mourned  over  it,  rather  than  blamed  it.  It  was  tiie 
want  of  unity  in  his  purposes,  of  consistency  in  his  aims; 
the  hapless  attempt  to  mingle  in  friendly  uni<m  the  com- 
mon spirit  of  the  world  with  the  spirit  of  poetry,  whidi 
is  of  a  far  different  and  altogether  irreconcilable  nature. 
Bums  was  nothing  wholly;  and  Bums  could  be  nothing, 
no  man  formed  as  he  was  can  be  anything,  by  halves. 
The  heart,  not  of  a  mere  hot-blooded,  popular  Verse- 
monger, or  poetical  Restaurateur,  but  of  a  true  Poet  and 
Singer,  worthy  of  the  old  religious  heroic  times,  had 
been  given  him :  and  he  fell  in  an  age,  not  of  heroism 
and  religion,  but  of  scepticism,  selfishness,  and  triviality, 
when  true  Nobleness  was  little  understood,  and  its  place 
supplied  by  a  hollow,  dissocial,  altogether  barren  and 
unfruitful  principle  of  Pride.  The  influences  of  that  age 
his  open,  kind,  susceptible  nature,  to  say  nothing  of  lus 
highly  untoward  situation,  m$ule  it  more  than  usually 
difficult  for  him  to  cast  aside,  or  rightly  subordinate ;  the 
better  spirit  that  was  within  him  ever  sternly  demanded 
its  rights,  its  supremacy:  he  spent  his  life  in  endea- 
vouring to  reconcile  these  two ;  and  lost  it,  as  be  must 
lose  it,  without  reconciling  them. 

Bums  was  bom  poor;  and  bom  also  to  continue 
poor,  for  he  would  not  endeavour  to  be  otherwise :  tius 
it  had  been  well  could  he  have  once  for  all  admitted, 
and  considered  as  finally  settled.    He  was  poor,  truly; 
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but  huadreds  even  of  his  own  class  and  order  of  minds 
have  been  poorer,  yet  have  suffered  nothing  deadly  frcnn 
it :  nay,  his  own  Father  had  a  far  sorer  battle  with  un* 
giatefol  destiny  than  his  was;  and  he  did  not  peld  to  it, 
but  died  courageously  warring,  and  to  all  moral  intents 
prevailing,  against  it.  True,  Bums  had  little  means, 
bad  evoi  little  time  (ox  poetry,  his  only  real  pursuit  and 
vocation;  but  so  much  the  more  precious  was  what  little 
he  had.  In  all  ^ese  external  respects  his  case  was 
hard;  but  very  far  from  the  hardest.  Poverty,  incessant 
drudgery,  and  much  worse  evils,  it  has  often  been  the 
lot  of  Poets  and  wise  men  to  strive  with,  and  their  glory 
to  conqu^.  Locke  was  banished  as  a  traitor;  and  wrote 
bis  Egsay  on  the  Human  Understanding,  sheltering  him- 
self in  a  Dutch  garret.  Was  Milton  rich  or  at  his  ease, 
when  he  composed  Paradise  Lost  ?  Not  only  low,  but 
fisllen  from  a  height ;  not  only  poor  but  impoverished ; 
in  darkness  and  with  dangers  con^passed  round,  he  sang 
his  immcnrtal  song,  and  found  fit  audience,  thou^  few. 
Did  not  Cervantes  finish  his  work,  a  maimed  soldier,  and 
in  prison  ?  Nay,  was  not  the  Araucana,  which  Spain 
acknowledges  as  its  Epic,  written  without  even  the  aid 
of  paper ;  on  scraps  of  leather,  as  the  stout  fighter  and 
voyager  snatched  any  moment  from  that  wild  war&re  ? 

And  what  then  had  these  men,  which  Bums  wanted  ? 
Two  things ;  both  which,  it  seems  to  us,  are  indispens- 
able for  such  men.  They  had  a  true,  religious  principle 
of  morals ;  and  a  single  not  a  double  aim  in  their  activity. 
They  were  not  self-seekers  and  self- worshippers ;  but 
seekers  and  worshippers  of  something  fiir  better  than 
Self.  Not  personal  enjo3rment  was  their  object ;  but  a 
high,  heroic  idea  of  Religion,  of  Patriotism,  of  heavei^' 
Wisdom  in  one  or  the  other  form,  ever  hovered  befo 
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them ;  in  which  cause,  they  neither  shrank  from  snfier- 
ing,  nor  called  on  the  earth  to  witness  it  as  8om<*thing 
wonderful ;  but  patiently  endured,  counting  it  blessed^ 
ness  enough  so  to  spend  and  be  spent.  Thus  tlie 
'  golden-calf  of  Self-love,'  however  curiously  curved, 
was  not  their  Deity ;  but  the  Invisible  Goodness,  -whidi 
alone  is  man's  reasonable  service.  This  feeling  tvus  as 
a  celestial  fountain,  whose  streams  refreshed  into  glad- 
ness and  beauty  all  the  provinces  of  their  otherwise  too 
desolate  existence.  In  a  word,  they  willed  one  thing, 
to  which  all  other  things  were  subordinated,  and  made 
subservient;  and  therefore  they  accomplished  it.  Tlie 
wedge  will  rend  rocks ;  but  its  edge  must  be  sharp  and 
single :  if  it  be  double,  the  wedge  is  bruised  in  pieces 
and  will  rend  nothing. 

Part  of  this  superiority  these  men  owed  to  their  age ; 
in  which  heroism  and  devotedness  were  still  practised,  or 
at  least  not  yet  disbelieved  in :  but  much  of  it  likewise 
they  owed  to  themselves.  With  Bums  again  it  was  dif- 
ferent. His  morality,  in  most  of  its  practical  points,  is 
that  of  a  mere  worldly  man ;  enjoyment,  in  a  finer  or 
coarser  shi^,  is  the  only  thing  he  longs  and  strives  for. 
A  noble  instinct  sometimes  raises  him  above  this ;  but  an 
instinct  only,  and  acting  only  for  moments.  He  has  no 
Religion ;  in  the  shallow  age,  where  his  days  were  cast. 
Religion  was  not  discriminated  from  the  New  and  Old 
Light ybrm«  of  Religion ;  and  was,  with  these,  becoming 
obsolete  in  the  minds  of  men.  His  heart,  indeed,  is  alive 
with  a  trembling  adoration,  but  there  is  no  tem|de  in  his 
understanding.  He  lives  in  darkness  and  in  the  shadow 
of  doubt.  His  religion,  at  best,  ie  an  anxious  wish;  like 
that  of  Rabelais,  '  a  great  Perhaps.' 

He  loved  Poetry  warmly,  and  in  his  heart;  could  he 
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but  have  loved  it  purely,  and  with  his  whole  undivided 
heart,  it  had  been  well.  For  Poetry,  as  Bums  could 
have  fcdlowed  it,  is  but  another  form  of  Wisdom,  of  Re- 
ligion ;  is  itself  Wisdom  and  Religion.  But  this  also  was 
denied  him.  Hir  poetry  is  a  stray  vagrant  ^eam,  which 
will  not  be  extinguished  within  him,  yet  rises  not  to  be 
the  true  light  of  his  path,  but  is  often  a  wildfire  that 
misleads  him.  It  was  not  necessary  for  Bums  to  be 
rich,  to  be,  or  to  seem, '  independent ; '  but  it  was  neces- 
sary for  him  to  be  at  one  with  his  own  heart ;  to  place 
what  was  highest  in  his  nature,  highest  also  in  his  life ; 
'  to  seek  within  himself  for  that  consistency  and  sequence, 
'  which  external  events  would  for  ever  refuse  him.'  He 
was  bom  a  poet ;  poetry  was  the  celestial  element  of  his 
being,  and  should  have  been  the  soul  of  his  whole  endea- 
vours. Lifted  into  that  serene  aether,  whither  he  had 
wings  given  him  to  mount,  he  would  have  needed  no 
other  elevation :  poverty,  neglect,  and  all  evil,  save  the 
desecration  of  himself  and  his  Art,  were  a  small  matter 
to  him ;  the  pride  and  the  passions  of  the  world  lay  far 
boieath  his  feet ;  and  he  looked  down  alike  on  noble  and 
slave,  on  prince  and  beggar,  and  all  that  wore  the  stamp 
of  man,  with  dear  recognition,  with  brotherly  affection, 
with  sympathy,  witii  pity.  Nay,  we  question  whether 
for  his  culture  as  a  Poet,  poverty,  and  much  sufiering 
for  a  season,  were  not  absolutely  advantageous.  Great 
men,  in  looking  back  over  their  lives,  have  testified  to 
that  effect.  '  I  would  not  for  much/  says  Jean  Paul, 
'  that  I  had  been  bom  richer.'  And  yet  Pkul's  birth  was 
poor  enough ;  for,  in  another  place,  he  adds :  '  The  pri- 
'  soner's  allowance  is  bread  and  water ;  and  I  had  often 
'  only  the  latter.'  But  the  gold  that  is  refined  in  the 
hottest  furnace  comes  out  tl^  purest ;  or,  as  he  has  him- 
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self  expressed  it,  '  the  canary-bird  sings  sweeter  tbe 
longer  it  has  been  trained  in  a  darkened  cage.' 

A  man  like  Bums  might  have  divided  bis  hours  be- 
tween poetry  and  virtuous  industry ;  industry  whic^  all 
true  £eeling  sanctions,  nay  prescribes,  and  which  has  a 
beauty,  for  that  cause,  beyond  ^e  pomp  ci  thrones: 
but  to  divide  his  hours  between  poetry  and  rich  men's 
banquets,  was  an  ill-starred  and  inauspicious  attempt. 
How  could  he  be  at  ease  at  such  banquets  ?   What  had 
he  to  do  there,  mingling  his  music  with  the  coarse  roar 
of  altogether  earthly  voices;  bri^tening  the  thick  mioke 
of  intoxication  with  fire  lent  him  from  heaven  ?   Was  it 
his  aim  to  enjoy  life  ?  To-morrow  he  must  go  drudge  as 
an  Exciseman!     We  wonder  not  that.  Bums  became 
moody,  indignant,  and  at  times  an  (^fender  against  eer- 
tain  rules  of  society ;  but  rather  that  he  did  not  grow 
utterly  frantic,  and  run  amuek  against  them  all.     How 
could  a  man,  so  falsely  placed,  by  his  own  or  others' 
fault,  ever  know  contentment  or  peaceable  diligence  for 
an  hour  ?     What  he  did,  under  such  perverse  guidance, 
and  what  he  forbore  to  do,  alike  fill  us  with  astonishment 
at  the  natural  strength  and  worth  of  his  diaracter. 

DoubUess  there  was  a  remedy  for  this  perverseness : 
but  not  in  otiiers ;  only  in  himself ;  least  of  all  in  simple 
increase  of  wealth  and  worldly  '  respectability.'  We 
hope  we  have  now  heard  enough  about  the  efficacy  of 
wealth  for  poetry,  and  to  make  poets  hi^y.  Nay,  have 
we  not  seen  another  instance  of  it  in  these  very  days  ? 
Byron,  a  man  of  an  endowment  considerably  less  ethereal 
than  that  of  Bums,  is  bom  in  the  rank  not  of  a  Scottish 
ploughman,  but  of  an  Bn^ish  peer :  the  highest  WQ«ic% 
honours,  the  fairest  worldly  career,  are  his  by  inherit- 
ance ;  the  richest  harvest  of  fame  he  soon  reaps,  in  an* 
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oUier  proTince,  by  his  own  hand.  And  wiu^  does  all 
this  avail  him  ?  Is  he  happy,  is  he  good,  is  he  true  ? 
Alas,  he  has  a  poet's  soul,  and  strives  towards  the  Infinite 
and  the  Eternal;  and  soon  feels  that  all  this  is  bat 
mounting  to  the  house-top  to  reach  the  stars !  like 
Burns,  he  is  onlj  a  proud  man ;  might  like  him  have 
'  purchased  a  pocket-copy  of  Milton  to  study  the  cha- 
'  racter  of  Satan;*  for  Baton  also  is  Byron's  grand  exem- 
plar,  the  hero  of  his  poetry,  and  the  model  apparently 
of  his  conduct.  As  in  Bums's  case  too,  the  cdestial 
element  will  not  mingle  wi^  the  day  of  earth ;  bo^  poet 
and  man  of  the  world  he  must  not  be ;  vulgar  Ambition 
wiU  not  live  kindly  wi^  poetic  Adoration;  he  coMnot 
serve  Ckxl  and  Mammon.  B3rron,  like  Bums,  is  not 
happy ;  nay,  he  is  the  most  wretched  of  all  men.  His 
life  is  wisely  arranged :  the  fire  that  is  in  him  is  not  a 
strong,  still,  central  fijre,  warming  into  beauty  the  pro- 
ducts of  a  world ;  but  it  is  the  mad  fire  of  a  volcano ; 
and  now, — we  look  sadly  into  the  ashes  of  a  crater, 
which  erelong  will  fill  itself  with  snow ! 

Byron  and  Bums  were  sent  forth  as  missionaries  to 
their  generation,  to  teach  it  a  higher  Doctrine,  a  purer 
Troth :  they  had  a  message  to  deliver,  which  left  them 
no  rest  till  it  was  accompUshed ;  in  dim  throes  of  pain, 
this  divine  behest  lay  smouldering  within  them;  for  they 
knew  not  what  it  meant,  and  felt  it  only  in  mysterious 
anticipation,  and  they  had  to  die  without  articulately 
uttering  it.  They  are  in  the  camp  of  the  Unconverted ; 
yet  not  as  high  messengers  of  rigorous  though  benignant 
truth,  but  as  soft  flattering  singers,  and  in  pleasant  felp 
lowship,  will  they  live  there:  ^ey  are  first  adulated, 
then  persecuted ;  they  accomplish  little  for  otiiers ;  they 
find  no  peace  fix  then^ves,  but  only  deodi  and  the 
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peace  of  the  grave.    We  confess,  it  is  not  without  a 
certain  mournful  awe  that  we  view  the  fate  of  these  noble 
souls,  so  richly  gifted,  yet  mined  to  so  little  purpose 
wi^  all  their  gifts.    It  seems  to  us  there  ia  a  stem  moral 
taught  in  this  piece  of  history, — twice  told  us  in  our  own 
time !     Surely  to  men  of  like  genius,  if  there  be  any 
such,  it  carries  with  it  a  lesson  of  deep  impressive  signi- 
ficance.   Surely  it  would  become  such  a  man,  furnished 
for  the  highest  of  all  enterprises,  that  of  bemg  the  Poet 
of  his  Age,  to  consider  well  what  it  is  that  he  attempts, 
and  in  what  spirit  he  attempts  it.     For  the  words  of 
Milton  are  true  in  all  times,  and  were  never  truer  than 
in  this :   '  He,  who  would  write  heroic  poems,  must 
make  his  whole  life  a  heroic  poem.'     U  he  cannot  first 
so  make  his  life,  then  let  him  hasten  from  thb  arena ; 
for  neither  its  lofty  glories,  nor  its  fearful  perils,  are  fit 
for  him.    Let  him  dwindle  into  a  modish  balladmonger; 
let  him  worship  and  besing  the  idols  of  the  time,  and  the 
tim9  will  not  fedl  to  reward  him.     If,  indeed,  he  can  en- 
dure to  live  in  that  capacity !     Byron  and  Bums  could 
not  live  as  idol-priests,  but  the  fire  of  their  own  hearts 
consumed  them ;  and  better  it  was  for  them  that  they 
could  not.     For  it  is  not  in  the  favour  of  the  great,  or 
of  the  small,  but  in  a  life  of  truth,  and  in  t^e  inexpug- 
nable citadel  of  his  own  soul,  that  a  Byron's  or  a  Bums's 
strength  must  lie.     Let  the  great  stand  aloof  from  him, 
or  know  how  to  reverence  him.    Beautifol  is  the  union 
of  wealth  with  favour  and  furtherance  for  literature ;  13ce 
the  costliest  flower-jar  enclosing  the  loveliest  amaran^. 
Yet  let  not  the  relation  be  mistaken.    A  true  poet  is  not 
one  whom  they  can  hire  by  money  or  flattery  to  be  t 
minister  of  tiieir  pleasures,  their  writer  of  occasional 
venes,  their  purveyor  of  talde-yit ;  he  cannot  be  t^ien* 
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mezual,  he  cannot  even  be  their  partisan.  At  the  peril 
of  both  parties,  let  no  such  union  be  attempted !  Will  a 
Courser  of  die  Sun  work  softly  in  the  harness  of  a  Dray- 
horse  ?  His  hoofs  are  of  fire,  and  his  path  is  through 
the  heavens,  bringing  light  to  all  lands :  will  he  lumber 
on  mud  highways,  dragging  ale  for  earthly  appetites, 
from  door  to  door  ? 

But  we  must  stop  short  in  these  considerations,  which 
would  lead  us  to  boundless  lengths.  We  had  something 
to  ^say  on  the  public  moral  character  of  Bums ;  but  this 
also  we  must  forbear.  We  are  far  from  regarding  him 
as  guilty  before  the  world,  as  guiltier  than  the  average ; 
nay  from  doubting  that  he  is  less  guilty  than  one  of  ten 
thousand.  Tried  at  a  tribunal  far  more  rigid  than  ^t 
where  the  Plehiscita  of  common  civic  reputations  are 
pronounced,  he  has  seemed  to  us  even  there  less  worthy 
of  blame  than  of  pity  and  wonder.  But  the  world  is 
hkbituaUy  unjust  in  its  judgments  of  such  men ;  unjust 
on  many  grounds,  of  which  this  one  may  be  stated  as 
the  substance :  It  decides,  like  a  court  of  law,  by  dead 
statutes ;  and  not  positively  but  negatively,  less  on  what 
is  done  right,  than  on  what  is  or  is  not  done  wrong. 
Not  the  few  inches  of  deflection  from  the  mathematical 
orbit,  which  are  so  easily  measured,  but  the  ratio  of 
these  to  the  whole  diameter,  constitutes  the  real  aberra- 
tion. This  orbit  may  be  a  planet's,  its  diameter  the 
breadth  of  the  solar  system ;  or  it  may  be  a  city  hippo* 
drome ;  nay  the  circle  of  a  ginhorse,  its  diameter  a  score 
of  feet  or  paces.  But  die  inches  of  deflection  only  are 
measured :  and  it  is  assimied  that  the  diameter  of  the 
ginhorse,  and  that  of  the  planet,  will  yield  the  same 
ratio  when  compared  with  them !  Here  lies  the  root  of 
many  a  blind,  cruel  condemnation  of  Biu'nses,  Swifts, 
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THE  LIFE  OF  HEYNE.* 

[182a] 

The  labours  and  merits  of  Heyne  being  better  known, 
and  more  justly  appreciated  in  England,  than  those  of 
almost  any  other  German,  whether  scholar,  poet,  or 
philosopher,  we  cannot  but  believe  that  some  notice  of 
his  life  may  be  acceptable  to  most  readers.  Accordingly, 
we  here  mean  to  give  a  short  abstract  of  this  Volume,  a 
miniature  copy  of  the  '  biographical  portrait ; '  but  must 
first  say  a  few  words  on  the  portrait  itself,  and  the  lim- 
ner by  whom  it  was  drawn. 

Professor  Heeren  is  a  man  of  learning,  and  known 
far  out  of  his  own  Hanoverian  circle,  —  indeed,  more  or 
less  to  all  students  of  history,  —  by  his  researches  on 
Ancient  Commerce,  a  voluminous  account  of  which  from 
his  hand  enjoys  considerable  reputation.  He  is  evi- 
dently a  man  of  sense  and  natural  talent,  as  well  as 
learning ;  and  his  gifts  seem  to  lie  round  him  in  quiet 
arrangement,  and  very  much   at  his   own  command. 

*  FoKBiON  Rbvibw,  No.  4. — ChrUiian  Oottlob  Neyne,  biO' 
grapkitck  dargettelU  von  Arnold  Hermann  Ludwig  Heeren, 
(Christian  Gottlob  Heyne,  biographically  pourtrayed  by  Arnold 
Hermann  Ludwig  Heeren.)    Gbttingen. 
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Nevertheless,  we  cannot  admire  him  as  a  writer ;  we  do 
not  even  reckon  that  such  endowments  as  he  has  are 
adequately  represented  in  his  hooks.  His  style  bo^  of 
diction  and  thought  is  thin,  cold,  formal,  without  force 
or  character,  and  painfully  reminds  us  d  collie  lectures. 
He  can  work  n4>idly,  but  with  no  freedom,  and,  as  it 
were,  only  in  one  attitude,  and  at  one  sort  of  labour. 
Not  that  we  particularly  blame  Professor  Heeren  for  this, 
but  that  we  think  he  might  have  been  something  better : 
these  'feUows  in  buckram,'  very  numerous  in  certain 
walks  of  literature,  are  an  unfortunate,  rather  than  a 
guilty  class  of  men ;  they  have  fellen,  perhaps  unwil- 
lingly, into  the  plan  of  writing  by  pattern,  and  can  now 
do  no  other ;  for,  in  their  minds,  the  beautiful  comes  at 
last  to  be  simply  synon3rmous  with  the  neat.  Every 
sentence  bears  a  fiomly-likeness  to  its  precursor ;  most 
probably  it  has  a  set  number  of  clauses  (three  is  a  fitvou- 
rite  number,  as  in  GKbbon,  for  '  the  muses  delight  in 
odds ') ;  has  also  a  given  rhythm,  a  known  and  foreseen 
music,  simple  but  limited  enough,  like  that  of  illbred 
fingers  drumming  on  a  table.  And  then  it  is  strange 
how  soon  the  outward  rhythm  carries  the  inward  along 
with  it ;  and  the  thought  moves  with  the  same  stinted, 
hamstrung  rub-a-dub  as  the  words.  In  a  state  of  per- 
fection, this  species  of  writing  comes  to  resemble  power- 
loom  weaving :  it  is  not  the  mind  that  is  at  work,  but 
some  scholastic  machinery  which  the  mind  has  of  old 
constructed,  and  is  from  afrur  observing.  Shot  follows 
shot  from  the  unwearied  shuttle ;  and  so  the  web  is 
woven,  ultimately  and  properly,  indeed,  by  the  wit  of 
man,  yet  immediately  and  in  the  meanwhile  by  the  mere 
aid  of  time  and  steam. 
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But  our  Professor's  mode  of  speculation  is  little  less 
intensely  academic  than  his  mode  of  writing.  We  fear 
he  is  something  of  what  the  Germans  call  a  KUinstadter; 
mentally  as  well  as  bodily,  a  '  dweUer  in  a  little  town.' 
He  speaks  at  great  length,  and  with  undue  fondness,  of 
tiie  'Georgia  Augusta;'  which,  after  all,  is  but  the 
University  of  Gk>ttingen,  an  earthly,  and  no  celestial 
institution :  it  is  nearly  in  vain  that  he  tries  to  oontem- 
jdate  Heyne  as  a  European  personage,  or  even  as  a  Ger- 
man one ;  beyond  the  precincts  of  the  Georgia  Augusta, 
his  view  seems  to  grow  feeble,  and  soon  die  away  into 
vague  inanity;  so  we  have  not  Heyne  the  man  and 
scholar,  but  Heyne  the  Gottingen  Professor.  But  nei- 
ther is  this  habit  of  mind  any  strange  or  crying  sin,  or 
at  all  peculiar  to  Gottingen ;  as,  indeed,  most  parishes 
in  England  can  produce  more  than  one  example  to  show. 
And  yet  it  is  pitiful,  when  an  establishment  for  uni- 
versal science,  which  ought  to  be  a  watchtower  where 
a  man  might  see  all  the  kingdoms  of  the  world,  con- 
verts itself  into  a  workshop,  whence  he  sees  nothing 
but  his  toolbox  and  bench,  and  the  world,  in  broken 
glimpses,  through  one  patched  and  highly  discoloured 
pane! 

Sometimes,  indeed,  our  worthy  friend  rises  into  a 
region  of  the  moral  sublime,  in  which  it  is  difficult  for  a 
foreigner  to  follow  him.  Thus  he  says,  on  one  occasion, 
speaking  of  Heyne :  '  Immortal  are  his  merits  in  regard 
to  the  catalogues'  —  of  the  Gottingen  library.  And,  to 
cite  no  other  instance  except  the  last  and  best  one,  we 
are  informed,  that  when  Heyne  died,  '  the  guardian 
'  angels  of  the  Georgia  Augusta  waited,  in  that  higher 
'  world,  to  meet  him  with  blessings.'  By  Day  and  Night ! 
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there  is  no  such  guardian  angel,  that  we  know  of,  for 
the  University  of  Gk>ttingen ;  neither  does  it  need  one, 
heing  a  good  solid  seminary  of  itself,  with  handsome 
stipends  from  Gbvemment.  We  had  imagined  too,  that 
if  any  hody  welcomed  people  into  heaven,  it  would  be 
St.  Peter,  or  at  least  some  angel  of  old  standing,  and  not 
a  mere  mushroom,  as  this  of  Gottingen  must  be,  created 
since  the  year  1739. 

But  we  are  growing  very  ungrateful  to  the  good 
Heeren,  who  meant  no  harm  by  these  flourishes  of 
rhetoric,  and  indeed  does  not  often  indulge  in  them. 
The  grand  questions  with  us  here  are.  Did  he  know  the 
truth  in  this  matter;  and  was  he  disposed  to  tell  it 
honestly  ?     To  both  of  which  questions  we  can  answer 
without  reserve,  that  all  appearances  are  in  his  favour. 
He  was  Heyne's  pupil,  colleague,  son-in-law,  and  so 
knew  him  intimately  for  thirty  years  :  he  has  every  fea- 
ture also  of  a  just,  quiet,  truth-loving  man  ;  so  that  we 
see  little  reason  to  doubt  the  authenticity,  the  innocence, 
of  any  statement  in  his  Volume.   What  more  have  we 
to  do  with  him  then,  but  to  take  thankfully  what  he  has 
been  pleased  and  able  to  give  us,  and,  with  all  despatch, 
communicate  it  to  our  readers. 

He3rne's  Life  is  not  without  an  intrinsic,  as  well  as 
an  external  interest ;  for  he  had  much  to  struggle  with, 
and  he  struggled  with  it  manfiiUy  ;  thus  his  history  has 
a  value  independent  of  his  fame.  Some  account  of  his 
early  years  we  are  happily  enabled  to  give  in  his  own 
words :  we  translate  a  considerable  part  of  this  pas- 
sage, autobiography  being  a  fitvourite  sort  of  reading 
with  us. 
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He  was  bom  at  Chemnitz,  in  Upper  Saxony,  in  Sep- 
tember, 1 729 ;  the  eldest  of  a  poor  weaver's  fiamily,  poor 
almost  to  die  verge  of  destitution. 

'  My  good  fether,  George  Heyne,'  says  he,  *  was  a  na- 
tive of  the  principality  of  Glogau,  in  Silesia,  from  the  little 
village  of  Oravenschtitz.  His  youth  had  fiUlen  in  those  times 
when  the  Evangelist  party  of  that  province  were  still  exposed 
to  the  oppressions  and  persecutions  of  the  Romish  Church. 
His  kindred,  enjoying  the  blessing  of  contentment  in  an 
bumble  but  independent  station,  felt,  like  others,  the  influ- 
ence of  this  proselytizing  bigotry,  and  lost  their  domestic 
peace  by  means  of  it.  Some  went  over  to  the  Romish  faith. 
My  fieither  left  his  native  village,  and  endeavoured,  by  the 
labour  of  his  hands,  to  procure  a  livelihood  in  Saxony. 
**  What  will  it  profit  a  man  if  he  gain  the  whole  world,  and 
lose  his  own  soul ! "  was  the  thought  which  the  scenes  of 
his  youth  had  stamped  the  most  deeply  on  his  mind ;  but  no 
lucky  chance  Beivoured  his  enterprises  or  endeavours  to  bet- 
ter his  condition,  never  so  little.  On  the  pontrary,  a  series  of 
perverse  incidents  kept  him  continually  below  the  limits  even 
of  a  moderate  sufficiency.  His  old  age  was  thus  left  a  prey 
to  poverty,  and  to  her  companions,  timidity  and  depression  of 
mind.  Manufactures,  at  that  time,  were  visibly  declining  in 
Saxony ;  and  the  misery  among  the  working- classes,  in  dis- 
tricts concerned  in  the  linen  trade,  was  unusually  severe. 
Scarcely  could  the  labour  of  the  hands  suffice  to  support  the 
labourer  himself,  still  less  his  family.  The  saddest  aspect 
which  the  decay  of  civic  society  can  exhibit  has  always  ap- 
peared to  me  to  be  this,  when  honourable,  honour- lo\ing, 
conscientious  diligence  cannot,  by  the  utmost  efforts  of  toil, 
obtain  the  necessaries  of  life,  or  when  the  working  man  can- 
not even  find  work ;  but  must  stand  with  folded  arms,  la- 
menting his  forced  idleness,  through  which  himself  and  his 
fiEunily  are  verging  to  starvation,  or  it  may  be,  actually  sufTer- 
iug  the  pains  of  hunger. 
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*  It  was  in  die  extremest  penury  that  I  was  bom  and 
brought  up.  The  earliest  companion  of  my  childhood  was 
Want ;  and  my  first  impressions  came  from  the  tears  of  my 
mother,  who  had  not  bread  for  her  children.  How  often 
have  I  seen  her  on  Saturday-nights  wringing  her  hands  and 
weeping,  when  she  had  come  back  with  what  the  hard  toil, 
nay  often  die  sleepless  nights,  of  her  husband  had  produced, 
and  could  find  none  to  buy  it !  Sometimes  a  fresh  attempt  was 
made  through  me  or  my  sister :  I  had  to  return  to  the  pur- 
chasers with  the  same  piece  of  ware,  to  see  whether  we  could 
not  possibly  get  rid  of  it.  In  that  quarter  there  is  a  class  of 
so-called  merchants,  who,  however,  are  in  ^ct  nothing  more 
than  forestallers,  that  buy  up  the  linen  made  by  the  poorer 
people  at  the  lowest  price,  and  endeavour  to  sell  it  in  other 
districts  at  the  highest.  Often  have  I  seen  one  or  other  of 
these  petty  tyrants,  with  all  the  pride  of  a  satrap,  throw  back 
the  piece  of  goods  offered  him,  or  imperiously  cut  off  some 
trifle  frt>m  the  price  and  wages  required  for  it.  Necessity 
constrained  the  poorer  to  sell  the  sweat  of  his  brow  at  a 
gro8chen  or  two  less,  and  again  to  make  good  the  deficit  by 
starving.  It  was  the  view  of  such  things  that  awakened  the 
first  sparks  of  indignation  in  my  young  heart.  The  show  of 
pomp  and  plenty  among  these  purse-proud  people,  who  fed 
themselves  on  the  extorted  crumbs  of  so  many  hundreds,  far 
frt>m  dazzling  me  into  respect  or  fear,  filled  me  with  rage 
against  them.  The  first  time  I  heard  of  t3nrannicide  at  school, 
there  rote  vividly  before  me  the  project  to  become  a  Brutus 
on  all  those  oppressors  of  the  poor,  who  had  so  often  cast 
my  father  and  mother  into  straits :  and  here,  for  the  first 
time,  was  an  instance  of  a  truth  which  I  have  since  had  fre- 
quent occasion  to  observe,  that,  if  the  unhappy  man,  armed 
with  feeling  of  his  wrongs,  and  a  certain  strength  of  soul, 
does  not  risk  the  utmost,  and  become  an  open  criminal,  it  is 
merely  the  beneficent  result  of  those  circumstances  in  which 
Providence  has  placed  him,  thereby  fettering  his  activity, 
and  guarding  him  from  such  destructive  attempts.   That  the 
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oppressing  part  of  mankind  should  be  secured  against  the 
oppressed  was,  in  the  plan  of  inscrutable  Wisdom,  a  most 
important  element  of  the  present  system  of  things. 

*  My  good  parents  did  what  they  could,  and  sent  me  to 
a  child's-school  in  the  suburbs ;  I  obtained  the  praise  of 
learning  very  fest  and  being  very  Ibnd  of  iti  My  school- 
master had  two  sons,  lately  returned  from  Leipzig,  a  couple 
of  depraved  fellows,  who  took  all  pains  to  1«m1  me  astray ; 
and,  as  I  resisted,  kept  me  for  a  long  time,  by  threats  and 
mistreatment  of  all  sorts,  extremely  miserable.  So  early  as 
my  tenth  year,  to  raise  the  money  for  my  school  wages,  T 
had  given  lessons  to  a  neighbour's  child,  a  little  girl,  in 
reading  and  writing.  As  the  common  school-course  could 
take  me  no  farther,  the  point  now  was  to  get  a  private  hour 
and  proceed  into  Latin.  But  for  that  purpose  9kgtaergro$ch9n 
weekly  was  required;  this  my  parents  had  not  to  give. 
Many  a  day  I  carried  this  grief  about  with  me :  however,  I 
had  a  godfather,  who  was  in  easy  circumstances,  a  baker, 
and  my  mother's  half-brother.  One  Saturday  I  was  sent  to 
this  man  to  fetch  a  loaf.  With  wet  eyes  I  entered  his  house, 
and  chanced  to  find  my  godfather  himself  there.  Being 
questioned  why  I  was  cr3ring,  I  tried  to  answer,  but  a  whole 
stream  of  tears  broke  loose,  and  scarcely  could  I  make  the 
cause  of  my  sorrow  intelligible.  My  magnanimous  godfather 
offered  to  pay  the  weekly  groschen  out  of  his  own  pocket ; 
and  only  this  condition  was  imposed  on  me,  that  I  should 
come  to  him  every  Sunday,  and  repeat  what  part  of  the 
GK>spel  I  had  learned  by  heart.  This  latter  arrangement 
had  one  good  effect  for  me,  —  it  exercised  my  memory,  and 
I  learned  to  recite  without  bashfulness. 

<  Drunk  with  joy,  I  started  off  with  my  loaf;  tossing  it  up 
time  after  time  into  the  air,  and  barefoot  as  I  was,  I  capered 
aloft  aft^  it  But  hereupon  my  loaf  fell  into  a  puddle.  This 
misfortune  again  brought  me  a  little  to  reason ;  my  mother 
heartily  rejoiced  at  the  good  news ;  my  father  was  less  con- 
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tent  Thus  passed  a  couple  of  yean ;  and  my  schoolmaster 
intimated,  what  I  myself  had  long  known,  that  I  could  now 
learn  no  more  from  him. 

*  This  then  was  the  time  when  I  must  leave  school,  and 
betake  me  to  the  handicraft  of  my  &ther.    Were  not  the  ar- 
tisan under  oppressions  of  so  many  kinds,  robbed   of  the 
firuita  of  his  hard  toil,  and  of  so  many  advantages  to  which 
the  useful  citisen  has  a  natural  claim ;  I  should  still  say : 
Had  I  but  continued  in  the  station  of  my  parents,  what 
thousandfold  vexation  would  at  this  hour  have  been   un- 
known to  me !     My  father  could  not  but  be  anxious  to  hMve 
a  grown-up  son  for  an  assistant  in  his  labour,  and  looked 
upon  my  repugnance  to  it  with  great  dislike.  I  again  longed 
to  get  into  the  grammar  school  of  the  town ;  but  for  this  all 
means  were  wanting.    Where  was  a  (gulden  of  quarterly  fees, 
where  were  books  and  a  blue  cloak  to  be  come  at :  how 
wistfully  my  look  often  hung  on  the  walb  of  the  school  when 
I  passed  it ! 

'  A  clergyman  of  the  suburbs  was  my  second  godfather; 
his  name  was  Sebastian  Seydel ;  my  schoolmaster,  who  like- 
wise belonged  to  his  congregation,  had  told  him  of  me ;  1 
was  sent  for,  and  after  a  short  examination,  he  promised  me 
that  I  should  go  to  the  town-school ;  he  himself  would  bear 
the  charges.    Who  can  express  my  happiness,  as  I  then 
felt  it !  I  was  despatched  to  the  first  teacher ;  examined,  and 
placed  with  approbation  in  the  second  class.    Weakly  from 
the  first,  pressed  down  with  sorrow  and  want,  without  any 
cheerful  enjoyment  of  childhood  or  youth,  I  was  still  of  very 
small  stature;  my  class-fellows  judged  by  externals,  and 
had  a  very  slight  opinion  of  me.     Scarcely  by  various  proo6 
of  diligence,  and  by  the  praises  I  received,  could  I  get  so  hx 
that  they  tolerated  my  being  put  beside  them. 

*  And  certainly  my  diligence  was  not  a  little  hampered ! 
Of  his  promise,  the  clerg^yman,  indeed,  kept  so  much,  that 
he  paid  my  quarterly  fees,  provided  me  with  a  coarse  cloak, 
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and  gaye  me  some  useless  voliunes  that  were  lying  on  his 
shelves;  but  to  furnish  me  with  school-books  he  could  not 
resolve.  I  thus  foimd  myself  under  the  necessity  of  borrow- 
ing a  class-fellow's  books,  and  daily  copying  a  part  of  them 
before  the  lesson.  On  the  other  hand,  the  honest  man  would 
have  some  hand  himself  in  my  instruction,  and  gave  me  from 
time  to  time  some  hours  in  Latin.  In  his  youth  he  had 
learned  to  make  Latin  verses :  scarcely  was  JSrasmus  de  Ci- 
tniiitUe  Morum  got  over,  when  I  too  must  take  to  verse- mak- 
ing ;  all  this  before  I  had  read  any  authors,  or  could  possi- 
bly possess  any  store  of  words.  The  man  was  withal  pas- 
sionate and  rigorous ;  in  every  point  repulsive ;  with  a 
moderate  income  he  was  accused  of  avarice ;  he  had  the 
stiffness  and  self-will  of  an  old  bachelor,  and  at  the  same 
time  the  vanity  of  aiming  to  be  a  good  Latinist,  and,  what 
was  more,  a  Latin  verse-maker,  and  consequently  a  literary 
clergyman.  These  qualities  of  his  all  contributed  to  over- 
load my  youth,  and  nip  away  in  the  bud  every  enjoyment  of 
its  pleasures.' 

In  this  plain  but  somewhat  leaden  style  does  Heyne 
proceed,  detailing  the  crosses  and  losses  of  his  school- 
years.  We  cannot  pretend  that  the  narratdve  delights 
us  much  ;  nay,  that  it  is  not  rather  bald  and  barren  for 
such  a  narrative ;  but  its  fidelity  may  be  relied  on ;  and 
it  paints  the  clear,  broad,  strong,  and  somewhat  heavy 
nature  of  the  writer,  perhaps  better  than  description 
could  do.  It  is  curious,  for  instance,  to  see  with  how 
little  of  a  purely  humane  interest  he  looks  back  to  his 
childhood ;  how  He3me  the  man  has  almost  grown  into 
a  sort  of  teaching-machine,  and  sees  in  He3me  the  boy 
little  else  than  the  incipient  GFerundgrinder,  and  tells 
us  little  else  but  how  this  wheel  after  the  other  was  de- 
veloped in  him,  and  he  came  at  last  to  grind  in  com- 

b2 
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plete  perfection.  We  could  hare  wished  to  get  some 
view  into  the  interior  of  that  poor  Chemnitz  hovel*  with 
its  unresting  loom  and  cheerless  hearth,  its  squalor  and 
devotion,  its  affection  and  repining ;  and  the  fire  of  na- 
tural genius  struggling  into  flame  amid  such  incum- 
brances, in  an  atmosphere  so  damp  and  dose !     But  of 
all  this  we  catch  few  ferther  glimpses  ;  and  hear  only 
of  Fabridus  and  Owen  and  Pasor,  and  school- ezamiom- 
tions,  and  rectors  that  had  been  taught  by  EmestL 
Neither,  in  another  respect,  not  of  omission  but  of  com* 
mission,  om  this  piece  of  writing  altogether  content  us. 
We  must  object  a  little  to  the  spirit  of  it,  as  too  narrow, 
too  intolerant.  Sebastian  Seydel  must  have  been  a  very 
meagre  man  ;  but  is  it  right,  that  Heyne,  of  all  others, 
should  speak  of  him  with  asperity  ?  Without  question 
the  unfortunare  Seydel  meant  nobly,  had  not   thrift 
stood  in  his  way.     Did  he  not  pay  down  his  gwHem 
every  quarter  regulariy,  and  give  the  boy  a  blue  doak, 
though  a  coarse  one  ?     Nay,  he  bestowed  old  books  on 
him,  and  instruction,  according  to  his  gift,  in  the  mys- 
tery of  verse-making.    And  was  not  all  tMs  something  ? 
And  if  thrift  and  charity  had  a  continual  battle  to  fight, 
was  not  that  better  than  a  flat  surrender  on  the  part  of 
the  latter  ?    The  other  pastors  of  Chemnitz   are  all 
quietly  forgotten :  why  should  Sebastian  be  remembered 
to  his  disadvantage  for  being  only  a  little  better  than 
they? 

Heyne  continued  to  be  much  infested  with  tasks 
from  Sebastian,  and  sorely  hdd  down  by  want,  and  dis- 
couragement of  every  sort.  The  school-course  m<nre- 
over,  he  says,  was  bad ;  nothing  but  the  old  routine ; 
vocables,  translations,  exercises;  all  without  spirit  or 
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purpose.  Nevertheless,  he  continued  to  make  what 
we  must  call  wonderful  proficiency  in  these  branches ; 
especially  as  he  had  still  to  write  every  task  before 
he  could  learn  it.  For  he  prepared  '  Greek  versions/ 
he  says,  '  also  Crreek  verses;  and  by  and  by  could 
'  write  down  in  Grreek  prose,  and  at  last,  in  Greek 
'as  well  as  Latin  verses,  the  discourses  he  heard  in 
'  church  ! '  Some  ray  of  hope  was  beginning  to  spring 
up  within  his  mind.  A  certain  small  degree  of  self- 
confidence  had  first  been  awakened  in  him,  as  he  in- 
forms us,  by  a  *  pedantic  adventure :' 

'There  chanced  to  be  a  school-examination  held,  at 
which  the  Saperintendent,  as  chi^  school-inspector,  was 
present.  This  man,  Dr.  Theodor  KrUger,  a  theologian  of 
some  learning  for  his  time,  all  at  once  interrupted  the  rec- 
tor, who  was  teaching  ex  cathedrOf  and  pat  the  question : 
who  among  the  scholars  could  tell  him  what  might  be  made 
per  anagramma  from  the  word  Austria.  This  whim  had 
arisen  finom  the  circumstance  that  the  first  Bilesian  war  was 
just  begun ;  and  some  such  anagram,  reckoned  very  happy, 
had  appeared  in  a  newspaper.*  No  one  of  us  knew  so  much 
as  what  an  anagram  was ;  even  the  rector  looked  quite  per- 
plexed. As  none  answered,  the  latter  began  to  give  us  a 
description  of  anagrams  in  general.  I  set  myself  to  work, 
and  sprang  forth  with  my  discovery :  Vastari !  This  was 
something  different  firom  the  newspaper  one :  so  much  the 
greater  was  our  Superintendmt's  admiration  ;  and  the  more, 
as  the  successful  aspirant  was  a  little  boy,  on  the  lowest  bench 
of  the  seeunda.  He  growled  out  his  applause  to  me ;  but  at 
the  same  time  set  the  whole  school  about  my  ears,  as  he 
stoutly  upbraided  them  with  being  beaten  by  an  mfimue, 

*  '  As  yet  Saxony  was  against  Austria,  not,  as  in  the  end, 
amed  with  her.* 


12  MI8CBLLANIBS. 

*  Enough  :  this  pedantic  adventure  gave  the  first  impulse 
to  the  development  of  my  powers.  I  began  to  take  some 
credit  to  mpelf,  and  in  spite  of  all  the  oppression  and  con- 
tempt in  which  I  languished,  to  resolve  on  struggling  for- 
ward. This  first  struggle  was  in  truth  ineffectual  enough  ; 
was  soon  regarded  as  a  piece  of  pride  and  conceitedness ;  it 
brought  on  me  a  thousand  humiliations  and  disquietudes; 
at  times  it  might  degenerate  on  my  part  into  defiance.  Never- 
theless, it  kept  me  at  the  stretch  of  my  diligence,  ill-guided 
as  it  was,  and  withdrew  me  from  the  company  of  my  class- 
fellows,  among  whom,  as  among  children  of  low  birth  and 
bad  nurture  could  not  fiul  to  be  the  case,  the  utmost  coarse- 
ness and  boorishness  of  every  sort  prevailed.  The  plan  of 
these  schools  does  not  include  any  general  inspection,  but 
limits  itself  to  mere  intellectual  instruction. 

*  Yet  on  all  hands,*  continues  he,  <  I  found  myself  too 
sadly  hampered.  The  perverse  way  in  which  the  old  parson 
treated  me ;  at  home  the  discontent  and  grudging  of  my  pa- 
rents, especially  of  my  father,  who  could  not  get  on  with  his 
work,  and  still  thought,  that  had  I  kept  by  his  way  of  life,  he 
might  now  have  had  some  help ;  the  pressure  of  want,  the 
feeling  of  being  behind  every  other ;  all  this  would  allow  no 
cheerful  thought,  no  sentiment  of  worth,  to  spring  up  within 
me.  A  timorous,  bashful,  awkvi'ard  carriage  shut  me  out 
atill  farther  from  all  exterior  attractions.  Where  could  I 
learn  good  manners,  elegance,  a  right  way  of  thought? 
Where  could  I  attain  any  culture  for  heart  and  spirit  ? 

*  Upwards,  however,  I  still  strove.  A  feeling  of  honour, 
a  wish  for  something  better,  an  effort  to  work  myself  out  of 
this  abasement,  incessantly  attended  me ;  but  without  direc- 
tion as  it  was,  it  led  me  rather  to  sullenness,  misanthropy, 
and  clownishness. 

*  At  length  a  place  opened  for  me,  where  some  training 
in  these  points  lay  within  my  reach.  One  of  our  senators 
took  his  mother-in-law  home  to  live  with  him  ;  she  had  still 
two  children  with  her,  a  son  and  a  daughter,  both  about  my 
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own  age.     For  the  sod  private  lessons  were  wanted ;  and 
happily  I  was  chosen  for  the  purpose. 

<  As  these  private  lessons  brought  me  in  a  gulden  monthly, 
I  now  began  to  defend  myself  a  little  against  the  grumbling 
of  my  parents.  Hitherto  I  had  been  in  the  habit  of  doing 
work  occasionally,  that  I  might  not  be  told  how  1  was  eating 
their  bread  for  nothing  ;  clothes,  and  oil  for  my  lamp,  I  had 
earned  by  teaching  in  the  house :  these  things  I  could  now 
relinquish ;  and  thus  my  condition  was  in  some  degree  im- 
proved. On  the  other  hand,  I  had  now  opportunity  of  see- 
ing persons  of  better  education.  I  gained  the  goodwill  of 
the  &mily;  so  that  besides  the  lesson-hours  I  generally 
lived  there.  Such  society  afforded  me  some  culture,  extended 
my  conceptions  and  opinions,  and  also  polished  a  little  the 
rudeness  of  my  exterior.' 

In  this  senatorial  house  he  must  have  been  some- 
what more  at  ease ;  for  he  now  very  privately  fell  in 
love  with  his  pupil's  sister,  and  made  and  burnt  many 
Grreek  and  Latin  verses  in  her  praise ;  and  had  sweet 
dreams  of  sometime  rising  '  so  high  as  to  be  worthy  of 
her.'  Even  as  matters  stood,  he  acquired  her  Mend- 
ship  and  that  of  her  mother.  But  the  grand  concern, 
for  the  present,  was  how  to  get  to  college  at  Leipzig. 
Old  Sebastian  had  promised  to  stand  good  on  this  oc- 
casion; and  unquestionably  would  have  done  so  with 
the  greatest  pleasure,  had  it  cost  him  nothing :  but  he 
promised  and  promised,  without  doing  aught ;  above 
all,  without  putting  his  hand  in  his  pocket ;  and  else- 
where there  was  no  help  or  resource.  At  length, 
wearied  perhaps  with  the  boy's  importunity,  he  deter- 
mined to  bestir  himself;  and  so  directed  his  assistant, 
who  was  just  making  a  journey  to  Leipzig,  to  show 
Heyne  the  road :    the  two  arrived  in  perfect  safety ; 
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He3me  8till  longing  after  cash,  for  of  his  own  he  had  only 
two  gulden,  about  five  shillings ;  but  the  assistant  left 
him  in  a  lodging-house,  and  went  his  way,  saying  he 
had  no  farther  orders  ! 

The  miseries  of  a  poor  scholar's  life  were  now  to  be 
Heyne's  portion  in  full  measure.     lU-dothed,  totally 
destitute  of  books,  with  five  shillings  in  hb  purse,  he 
found  himself  set  down  in  the  Leipzig  University,  to 
study  all  learning.     Despondency  at  first  overmastered 
the  poor  boy's  heart,  and  he  sank  into  sickness,  from 
which  indeed  he  recovered ;  but  only,  he  says,  •  to  fiaJl 
'  into  conditions  of  life  where  he  became  the  prey  of  des- 
*  peration.'     How  he  contrived  to  exist,  much  more  to 
study,  is  scarcely  apparent  from  this  narrative.     The 
unhappy  old  Sebastian  did  at  length  send  him  some  pit- 
tance, and  at  rare  intervals  repeated  the  dole ;  yet  ever 
with  his  own  peculiar  grace ;  not  till  after  unspeak- 
able solicitations ;  in  quantities  that  were  consumed  by 
inextinguishable  debt,  and  coupled  with  sour  admoni- 
tions; nay,  on  one  occasion,  addressed  externally,  'A 
Mr.  Heyne,  Etudiant  nbgligeakt.'   For  half  a  year  he 
would  leave  him  without  all  help ;   then  promise  to 
come,  and  see  what  he  was  doing ;  come  accordingly, 
and  return  without  leaving  him  a  penny :  neither  could 
the  destitute  youth  ever  obtain  any  public  furtherance ; 
no /reytisch  (free-table)  or  stipemdium  was  to  be  pro- 
cured.    Many  times  he  had  no  regular  meal ;  '  often 
not  three  halfpence  for  a  loaf  at  midday.*     He  longed 
to  be  dead,  for  his  spirit  was  often  sunk  in  the  gloom  d 
darkness.     '  One  good  heart  alone,*  says  he,  '  I  found, 
'  and  that  in  the  servant  girl  of  the  house  where   I 
'  lodged.     She  laid  out  money  for  my  most  pressing 
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'  necessities,  and  risked  almost  all  she  had,  seeing  me  in 
'  such  frightful  want.  Could  I  hut  find  thee  in  the 
'  woiid  even  now,  thou  good  pious  soul,  that  I  might 
'  repay  thee  what  thou  then  didst  for  me  ! ' 

Heyne  declares  it  to  he  sdU  a  mystery  to  him  how 
he  stood  all  this.     '  What  carried  me  forward,'  conti- 
nues he,  '  was  not  amhition ;  any  youthful  dream  of  one 
'  day  taking  a  ]dace,  or  aiming  to  take  one,  among  the 
'  learned.     It  is  true,  the  hitter  feeling  of  debasement, 
'  of  deficiency  in  education  and  external  polish ;   the 
'  conscioasness  of  awkwardness  in  social  life,  incessantly 
'  accompanied  me.  But  my  chief  strength  lay  in  a  certain 
'  defiance  of  Fate.   This  gave  me  courage  not  to  yield ; 
'  ererywhere  to  try  to  the  uttermost  whether  I  was  doom- 
ed without  remedy  never  to  rise  from  this  degradation.' 
or  order  in  his  studies  there  could  be  little  expecta- 
tion.     He  did  not  even  know  what  profession  he  was 
aiming  after ;    old  Sebastian  was  for  theology ;    and 
Heyne,  though  himself  averse  to  it,  affected  and  only 
affected  to  comply ;  besides  he  had  no  money  to  pay  class 
fees  :  it  was  only  to  open  lectures,  or  at  most  to  ill-guard- 
ed classrooms  that  he  could  gain  admission.    Of  this  ill- 
guarded  sort  was  Winkler's ;  into  which  poor  Heyne  in- 
sinuated himself  to  hear  philosophy.  Alas  !  the  first  pro- 
blem of  all  philosophy,  the  keeping  of  soul  and  body 
together,  was  wellnigh  too  hard  for  him.     Winkler's 
students  were  of  a  riotous  description,  accustomed, 
among  other  improprieties,  to  scharren,  scraping  with 
the  feet.     One  day  they  chose  to  receive  Henye  in  this 
fftshioQ ;  and  he  could  not  venture  back.     '  Neverthe- 
'  less/  adds  he,  simply  enough,  '  the  beadle  came  to  me 
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'  some  tune  afterwards,  demanding  the  fee  :    I  had  my 
'  own  shifts  to  take  before  I  could  raise  it/ 

Emesti  was  the  only  teacher  from  whom  he  derived 
any  benefit ;  the  man,  indeed,  whose  influence  seems  to 
have  shaped  the  whole  subsequent  course  of  his  studies. 
By  dint  of  excessive  endeavours  he  gained  admittance 
to  Emesti's  lectures  ;  and  here  first  learned,  sajrs  Hee- 
ren,  '  what  interpretation  of  the  classics  meant/  One 
Crist  also,  a  strange,  fiantastic  Sir  Plume  of  a  Professor, 
who  built  much  on  taste,  elegance  of  maimers,  and  the 
like,  took  some  notice  of  him,  and  procured  him  a  little 
employment  as  a  private  teacher.  This  might  be  more 
useful  than  his  advice  to  imitate  Scaliger,  and  read  the 
ancients  so  as  to  begin  with  the  most  ancient,  and  pro- 
ceed regularly  to  the  latest.  Small  service  it  can  do  a 
bedrid  man  to  convince  him  that  waltzing  is  preferable 
to  quadrilles !  '  Grist's  Lectures,'  says  he,  '  were  a 
'  tissue  of  endless  digressions,  which,  however,  now  and 
*  then  contained  excellent  remarks.' 

But  Heyne's  best  teacher  was  himself.  No  pressure 
of  distresses,  no  want  of  books,  advisers,  or  encourage- 
ment, not  hunger  itself  could  abate  his  resolute  perse- 
verance. What  books  he  could  come  at  he  borrowed ; 
and  such  was  his  excess  of  zeal  in  reading,  that  for  a 
whole  half  year  he  allowed  himself  only  two  nights  of 
sleep  in  the  week,  till  at  last  a  fever  obliged  him  to  be 
more  moderate.  His  diligence  was  undirected,  or  ill- 
directed,  but  it  never  rested,  never  paused,  and  must  at 
length  prevail.  Fortune  had  cast  him  into  a  cavern, 
and  he  was  groping  darkly  round ;  but  the  prisoner  was 
a  giant,  and  would  at  length  burst  forth  as  a  giant  into 
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the  light  of  day.  Heyne,  without  any  clear  aim«  almost 
without  any  hope,  had  set  his  heart  on  attaining  know- 
ledge ;  a  force,  as  of  instinct,  drove  him  on,  and  no 
promise  and  no  threat  could  turn  him  back.     It  was  at 
the  very  depth  of  his  destitution,  when  he  had  not 
'  three  groschen  for  a  loaf  to  dine  on,'  that  he  refused 
a  tutorship,  with  handsome  enough  appointments,  but 
which  was  to  have  removed  him  from  the  University. 
Crist  had  sent  for  him  one  Sunday,  and  made  him  the 
proposal :  '  There  arose  a  violent  struggle  within  me,' 
says  he,  '  which  drove  me  to  and  fro  for  several  days ; 
'  to  this  hour  it  la  incomprehensible  to  me  where  I 
'  found  resolution  to  determine  on  renouncing  the  offer, 
'  and  pursuing  my  object  in  Leipzig.'    A  man  with  a 
half  volition  goes  backwards  and  forwards,  and  makes 
no  way  on  the  smoothest  road ;  a  man  with  a  whole 
volition  advances  on  the  roughest,  and  will  reach  his 
purpose  if  there  be  even  a  little  wisdom  in  it. 

With  Ids  first  two  years'  residence  in  Leipzig,  Heyne's 
personal  narrative  terminates ;  not  because  the  nodus 
of  the  history  had  been  solved  then,  and  his  perplexities 
cleared  up,  but  simply  because  he  had  not  found  time  to 
relate  fsurther.  A  long  series  of  straitened  hopeless  days 
were  yet  appointed  him.  By  Emesti's  or  Crisp's  recom- 
mendation, he  occasionally  got  employment  in  giving 
private  lessons ;  at  one  time,  he  worked  as  secretary 
and  classical  hodman  to  '  Crusius,  the  philosopher,' 
who  felt  a  little  rusted  in  his  Greek  and  Latin ;  every- 
where he  found  the  scantiest  accommodation,  and  shift- 
ing from  side  to  side  in  dreary  vicissitude  of  want,  had 
to  spin  out  an  existence,  warmed  by  no  ray  of  comfort, 
except  the  fire  that  burnt  or  smouldered  unquenchably 
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within  his  own  bosom.  However,  he  had  now  choaen 
a  profession,  that  of  law,  at  which,  as  at  many  otiier 
branches  of  learning,  he  was  labouring  with  his  old  di- 
ligence. Of  preferment  in  this  province  there  was,  for 
the  present,  little  or  no  hope;  but  this  was  no  new 
thing  with  Heyne.  By  degrees,  too,  his  fine  talents 
and  endeavours,  and  his  perverse  situation,  began  to 
attract  notice  and  sympathy ;  and  here  and  there  some 
wellwisher  had  his  eye  on  him,  and  stood  ready  to  do 
him  a  service.  Two-and- twenty  years  of  penury  and 
joyless  struggling  had  now  passed  over  the  man  ;  how 
many  more  such  might  be  added  was  still  uncertain  ; 
yet  surely  the  longest  winter  is  followed  by  a  spring. 

Another  trifling  incident,  little  better  than  that  old 
'  pedantic  adventure,'  again  brought  about  important 
changes  in  Heyne's  situation.  Among  his  fiavourers  in 
Leipzig  had  been  the  preacher  of  a  French  chiq^el,  one 
Lacoste,  who,  at  this  time,  was  cut  off  by  death.  Heyne, 
it  is  said  in  the  real  sorrow  of  his  heart,  composed  a 
long  Latin  Epicedium  on  that  occasion ;  the  poem  had 
nowise  been  intended  for  the  press ;  but  certain  hearers 
of  the  deceased  were  so  pleased  with  it,  that  they  had  it 
printed,  and  this  in  the  finest  style  of  typography  and 
decoration.  It  was  this  latter  circumstance,  not  the 
merit  of  the  verses,  which  is  said  to  have  been  ccmader- 
able,  that  attracted  the  attention  of  Count  Bnihl,  the 
well-known  prime  minister  and  favourite  of  the  Elector. 
Briihl's  sons  were  studying  in  Leipzig ;  he  was  pleased 
to  express  himself  contented  with  the  poem,  and  to  say, 
that  he  should  like  to  have  the  author  in  his  service. 
A  prime  minister's  words  are  not  as  water  spilt  upon 
the  ground,  which  cannot  be  gathered ;  but  rather  as 
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heayenly  manna,  which  is  treasured  up  and  eaten,  not 
without  a  religious  sentunent.  Heyne  was  forthwith 
written  to  from  all  quarters,  that  his  fortune  was  made : 
he  had  but  to  show  himself  in  Dresden,  said  his  friends 
with  one  voice,  and  golden  showers  from  the  ministerial 
cornucopia  would  refresh  him  almost  to  saturation. 
For,  was  not  the  Count  taken  with  him ;  and  who  in 
aD  Saxony,  not  excepting  Serene  Highness  itself,  could 
gainsay  the  Count  ?  Over-persuaded,  and  against  his 
will,  Heyne  at  lengtii  determined  on  the  journey  ;  for 
which,  as  an  indispensable  preliminary,  '  fifty-one  tka* 
ler$ '  had  to  be  borrowed ;  and  so,  following  this  hope- 
ful quest,  he  actually  arrived  at  Dresden  in  April,  1752. 
Count  Bruhl  received  him  with  the  most  captivating 
smiles ;  and  even  assured  him  in  words,  that  he.  Count 
Briihl,  would  take  care  of  him.  But  a  prime  miuister 
has  so  much  to  take  care  of !  Heybe  danced  attend- 
ance all  spring  and  summer,  happier  than  our  Johnson, 
inasmuch  as  he  had  not  to  '  blow  his  fingers  in  a  cold 
lobby,'  the  weather  being  warm;  and  obtained  not 
only  promises,  but  usefrd  experience  of  their  value  at 
courts. 

He  was  to  be  made  a  secretary,  with  ^ve  hundred, 
with  four  hundred,  or  even  with  three  hundred  thalers, 
of  income :  only,  in  the  mean^^iile,  his  old  stock  of 
fifty-one  had  quite  run  out,  and  he  had  nothing  to  live 
upon.  By  great  good  luck,  he  procured  some  employ- 
ment in  his  old  craft,  private  teaching,  which  helped  him 
through  the  winter;  but  as  this  ceased,  he  remained 
without  resources.  He  tried  working  for  the  booksellers, 
and  translated  a  French  romance,  and  a  Greek  one, 
Chariton's  Loves  of  Chareas  and  Callirhoe:    however. 
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his  emoluments  would  scarcely  furnish  him  with  salt, 
not  to  speak  of  victuals.  He  sold  his  few  books.  A 
licentiate  in  divinity,  one  Sonntag,  took  pity  on  his 
houselessness,  and  shared  a  garret  with  him;  where, 
as  there  was  no  unoccupied  bed,  Heyne  slept  on  die 
floor,  with  a  few  folios  for  his  pillow.  So  fared  he  as  to 
lodging :  in  regard  to  board,  he  gathered  empty  pease- 
cods,  and  had  them  boiled ;  this  was  not  unfrequently 
his  only  meal.  —  O  ye  poor  naked  wretches !  what  would 
Bishop  Watson  say  to  this  ?  —  At  length,  by  dint  of  in- 
credible solicitations,  Heyne,  in  the  autumn  of  1753, 
obtained,  not  his  secretaryship,  but  the  post  of  under- 
clerk  (copist)  in  the  Bruhl  Library,  with  one  hundred 
tkalers  of  salary ;  a  sum  barely  sufficient  to  keep-in  life, 
which,  indeed,  was  now  a  great  point  with  him.  In 
such  sort  was  this  young  scholar  '  taken  care  of.' 

Nevertheless,  it  was  under  these  external  circum- 
stances that  he  first  entered  on  his  proper  career,  and 
forcibly  made  a  place  for  himself  among  the  learned  men 
of  his  day.  In  1754,  he  prepared  his  edition  of  Tlbul- 
lus,  which  was  printed  next  year  at  Leipzig;*  a  work 
said  to  exhibit  remarkable  talent,  inasmuch  as  '  the  nidi- 
'  ments  of  all  those  excellences,  by  which  Heyne  after- 
'  wards  became  distinguished  as  a  commentator  on  the 
'  classics,  are  more  or  less  apparent  in  it.'  The  most 
illustrious  Henry  Count  von  Bruhl,  in  spite  of  the  dedi- 
cation, paid  no  regard  to  this  Hbullus ;  as  indeed  Grer- 
many  at  large  paid  little :  but,  in  another  country,  it 
fell  into  the  hands  of  Rhunken,  where  it  was  rightly 

*  Albii  Tibulli  qtue  extant  Carmina,  NovU  eurU  eoftiftUt, 
Jliuitri$9imo  Domino  Henrico  Comiti  de  BrUhi  imeripta.  LiptUt, 
1755. 
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estimated,  and  lay  waiting,  as  in  due  season  appeared, 
to  be  the  pledge  of  better  fortune  for  its  author. 

Meanwhile  the  day  of  difficulty  for  Heyne  was  yet 
far  from  past.     The  profits  of  his  TlbuUus  served  to 
cancel  some    debts ;  on  the  strength  of  the  hundred 
thahrs,  the  spindle  of  Clotho  might  still  keep  turning, 
though  languidly ;  but,  ere  long,  new  troubles  arose. 
His  superior  in  the  Library  was  one  Rost,  a  poetaster, 
athiest,  and  gold-maker,  who  corrupted  his  religious 
principles,   and  plagued  him  with  caprices:   over  the 
former  evil  Heyne  at  length  triumphed,  and  became  a 
rational  Christian ;  but  the  latter  was  an  abiding  griev- 
ance: not,  indeed,  forever,  for  it  was  removed  by  a 
greater.     In  1756,  the  Seven- Years  War  broke  out; 
Frederick   advanced  towards  Dresden,  animated  with 
especial  fiiry  against  Briihl ;  whose  palaces  accordingly 
in  a  few  months  were  reduced  to  ashes,  as  his  70,000 
splendid  voliunes  were  annihilated  by  fire  and  by  water'*', 
and  all  his  domestics  and  dependants  turned  to  the  street 
without  appeal. 

Heyne  had  lately  been  engaged  in  studying  Epicte- 
tus,  and  publishing,  ad  fidem  Codd,  Mnspt.,  an  edition 
of  hiB  Enchiridion  t;  from  which,  quoth  Heeren,  his 
great  soul  had  acquired  much  stoical  nourishment.   Such 

*  One  rich  cargo,  on  its  wmy  to  Hamburg,  nnk  in  the  Elbe ; 
mother  ttiU  more  valnable  portion  had  been,  for  safety,  deposited 
in  a  vault,  throim^  which  passed  certain  pipes  of  artificial  water- 
works ;  these  the  cannon  broke,  and,  when  the  vault  came  to  be 
opened,  all  was  lednced  to  pnlp  and  mould.  The  bomb-shells  burnt 
the  remainder. 

t  lipsiae,  1756.  The  Cfodieei,  or  rather  the  Codes f  was  in 
BrtOil's  Library. 
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nourishment  never  comes  wrong  in  life ;  and,  auiely,  at 
this  time  He3me  had  need  of  it  all.  However,  he  strog- 
^ed  as  he  had  been  wont :  translated  pamphlets,  some- 
times wrote  newspaper  articles;  eat  when  he  had  where- 
withal, and  resolutely  endured  when  he  had  not.  By 
and  by,  Rabener,  to  whom  he  was  a  little  known,  c^Rered 
him  a  tutorship  in  the  feunily  of  a  Herr  von  Schonbeig; 
which  Heyne,  not  without  reluctance,  accepted.  Tutor- 
ships were  at  all  times  his  aversion :  his  nigged  ple- 
beian proud  spirit  made  business  of  that  sort  grievous : 
but  Want  stood  over  him,  like  an  armed  man,  and  was 
not  to  be  reasoned  with. 

In  this  Schonberg  family,  a  novel  and  unexpected 
series  of  fortunes  awaited  him ;  but  whether  for  weal  cr 
for  wo  might  still  be  hard  to  determine.  The  name  of 
Theresa  Weiss  has  become  a  sort  of  classical  word  in 
biography ;  her  union  with  Hejme  fcmns,  as  it  w^e,  a 
green  cypress-and-myrde  oasis  in  his  otherwise  hard  and 
stony  history.  It  was  here  that  he  first  met  with  her ; 
that  they  learned  to  love  each  other.  She  was  the 
orphan  of  a  'professor  on  the  lute;'  had  long,  amid 
poverty  and  afflictions,  been  trained,  like  the  stcncs,  to 
bear  and  forbear ;  was  now  in  her  twenty-seventh  jrear, 
and  the  humble  companion,  as  she  had  once  been  the 
school-mate,  of  the  Frau  von  Schonberg,  whose  young 
brother  Heyne  had  come  to  teach.  Their  first  interview 
may  be  described  in  his  own  words,  which  Heeren  is  here 
again  happily  enabled  to  introduce : 

<  It  was  on  the  10th  of  October  (her  future  death-day!) 
that  I  first  entered  the  Schdnberg  house.  Towards  what 
mountains  of  mischances  was  I  now  proceeding !  To  what 
endless  tissues  of  good  and  evil  hap  was  the  thread  here  taken 
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ap !  Could  I  fancy  that,  at  this  moment,  Providence  was  de- 
ciding the  fortune  of  my  life !  I  was  ushered  into  a  room, 
where  sat  several  ladies  engaged,  with  gay  youthiiil  sportive- 
ness,  in  friendly  confidential  talk.  Frau  von  Schdnherg,  but 
lately  married,  yet  at  this  time  distant  from  her  husband,  was 
preparing  for  a  journey  to  him  at  Prague,  where  his  business 
detained  him.  On  her  brow  still  beamed  the  pure  innocence 
of  youth ;  in  her  eyes  you  saw  a  glad  soft  vernal  sky ;  a 
smiling  loving  complaisance  accompanied  her  discourse. 
This  too  seemed  one  of  those  souln,  clear  and  uncontami- 
nated  as  they  come  from  the  hands  of  their  Maker.  By  rea- 
son of  her  brother,  in  her  tender  love  of  him,  I  must  have 
been  to  her  no  unimportant  guest. 

'  Beside  her  stood  a  young  lady,  dignified  in  aspect,  of 
fair,  slender  shape,  not  regular  in  feature,  yet  soul  in  evei  y 
glance.  Her  words,  her  looks,  her  e\'ery  movement,  impres- 
sed you  with  respect ;  another  sort  of  respect  than  what  is 
paid  to  rank  and  birth.  Good  sense,  good  feeling  disclosed 
itielf  in  all  she  did.  You  forgot  that  more  beauty,  more  sofk- 
ness,  might  have  been  demanded ;  you  felt  yourself  under  the 
influence  of  something  noble,  something  stately  and  earnest, 
something  decisive  that  lay  in  her  look,  in  her  gestures ;  not 
l^ss  attracted  to  her,  than  compelled  to  reverence  her. 

*  More  than  esteem  the  first  sight  of  Theresa  did  not  in- 
spire me  with.  What  I  noticed  most  were  the  efforts  she 
made  to  relieve  my  embarrassment,  the  fruit  of  my  down- 
^nt  pride,  and  to  keep  me,  a  stranger,  entering  among  fa- 
miliar acquaintances,  in  easy  conversation.  Her  good  heart 
reminded  her  how  much  the  unfortunate  requires  encourage- 
ment; especially  when  placed,  as  I  was,  among  those  to 
whose  protection  he  must  look  up.  Thus  was  my  first  kind- 
ness for  her  awakened  by  that  good-heartedness,  which  made 
her  among  thousands  a  beneficent  angel.  She  was  one  at 
this  moment  to  myself;  for  I  twice  received  letters  from  an 
unknown  hand,  containing  money,  which  greatly  alleviated 
my  difficulties. 
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*  In  a  few  days,  on  the  1 4th  of  October,  I  commenced  my 
task  of  instruction.  Her  I  did  not  see  a^piin  till  the  follow^ 
ing  spring,  when  she  returned  with  her  firiend  from  Prague ; 
and  then  only  once  or  twice,  as  she  soon  accompanied  Frau 
von  Schdnberg  to  the  country,  to  ^nsdorf  in  Oberlausitz 
(Upper  Lusatia).  They  left  us,  after  it  had  been  settled 
that  I  was  to  follow  them  in  a  few  days  with  my  pupiL  My 
young  heart  joyed  in  the  prospect  of  rural  pleasures,  of  which 
I  had,  from  of  old,  cherished  a  thousand  delightful  dreams. 
I  still  remember  the  6th  of  May,  when  we  set  out  for  Mds- 
dorf. 

'  The  society  of  two  cultiN'ated  females,  who  belonged  to 
the  noblest  of  their  sex,  and  the  endeavour  to  acquire  their 
esteem,  contributed  to  form  my  own  character.  Nature  and 
religion  were  the  objects  of  my  daily  contemplation  ;  I  be- 
gan  to  act  and  live  on  principles,  of  which,  till  now,  I  had 
never  thought :  these  too,  formed  the  subject  of  our  con- 
stant discourse.  Lovely  Nature  and  solitude  exalted  our  feel- 
ings to  a  pitch  of  pious  enthusiasm. 

*  Sooner  than  I,  Theresa  discovered  that  her  friendship 
for  me  was  growing  into  a  passion.  Her  natural  melancholy 
now  seized  her  heart  more  keenly  than  ever:  often  oar 
glad  hours  were  changed  into  very  gloqmy  and  sad  ones. 
Whenever  our  conversation  chanced  to  turn  on  religion  (she 
was  of  the  Roman  Catholic  feith),  I  observed  that  her  grief 
became  more  apparent.  I  noticed  her  redouble  her  devo- 
tion<« ;  and  sometimes  found  her  in  solitude,  weeping  and 
praying  with  such  a  fulness  of  heart  as  I  had  never  seen.* 

Theresa  and  her  lover,  or  at  least  beloved,  were 
soon  separated,  and  for  a  long  wbile  kept  much  asun- 
der ;  partly  by  domestic  arrangements,  still  more  by 
the  tumults  of  war.  Heyne  attended  his  pupU  to  the 
Wittenberg  University,  and  lived  there  a  year;  studying 
for  his  own  behoof,  chiefly  in  philosophy  and  Grerman 
history,  and  with  more  profit,  as  he  says,  than  of  old. 
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Theresa  and  he  kept  up  a  correspondence,  which  often 
passed  into  melancholy  and  enthusiasm.     The  Prussian 
cannon  drove  him  out  of  Wittenberg  :  his  pupil  and  he 
witnessed  the    bombardment  of    the   place   firom   the 
neighbourhood ;  and,  having  waited  till  their  University 
became  '  a  heap  of  rubbish,'  had  to  retire  elsewhither 
for  accommodation.   The  young  man  subsequently  went 
to  Erlangen,  then  to  Gottingen.    Heyne  remained  again 
without  employment,  alone  in  Dresden.     Theresa  was 
living  in  his  neighbourhood,  lovely  and  sad  as  ever;  but 
a  new  bombardment  drove  her  also  to  a  distance.     She 
left  her  little  property  with  Heyne  ;  who  removed  it  to 
bis  lodging,  and  determined  to  abide  the  Prussian  siege, 
having  indeed  no  other  resource.     The  sack  of  cities 
looks  so  well  on  paper,  that  we  must  find  a  littie  space 
here  for  Heyne's  account  of  his  experience  in  this  busi- 
i^ess ;  though  it  is  none  of  the  brightest  accounts ;  and 
indeed  contrasts  but  poorly  with  Rabener's  brisk  sarcastic 
narrative  of  the  same  adventure;  for  he  too  was  cannon- 
aded out  of  Dresden  at  this  time,  and  lost  house  and 
home,  and  books  and  manuscripts,  and  all  but  good 
humour. 

*The  Prussians  advanced  meanwhile,  and  on  the  18th  of 
July  (1760)  the  bombardment  of  Dresden  began.  Several 
flights  I  pasfied,  in  company  with  others,  in  a  tavern,  and  the 
^ays  in  my  room  ;  so  that  I  could  hear  the  balls  from  the 
hattery,  as  they  flew  through  the  streets,  whizzing  past  my 
wbdows.  An  indifference  to  danger  and  to  life  took  such 
possession  of  me,  that  on  the  last  morning  of  the  siege,  I 
^ent  early  to  bed,  and,  amid  the  frightfullest  clashing  of 
^mbs  and  grenades,  fell  fast  asleep  of  fatigue,  and  lay  sound 
till  midday.  On  awakening,  I  huddled  on  my  clothes,  and 
i^n  down  stairs,  but  found  the  whole  house  deserted.    I  had 

VOL.  II.  c 
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returned  to  my  room,  considering  what  I  was  to  do,  whither, 
at  all  events,  I  was  to  take  my  chest,  when,  with  a  tremen- 
dous crash,  a  bomb  came  down  in  the  court  of  the  house ; 
did  not,  indeed,  set  fire  to  it,  but  on  all  sides  shattered  every- 
thing to  pieces.  The  thought,  that  where  one  bomb  fell 
more  would  soon  follow,  gave  me  wings ;  I  darted  down 
stairs,  found  the  house  door  locked,  ran  to  and  fipo  ;  at  list 
got  entrance  into  one  of  the  under-rooms,  and  spnng 
through  the  window  into  the  street. 

*  Empty  as  the  street  where  I  lived  had  been,  I  fcrand  the 
principal  thoroughfares  crowded  with  fugitives.  Amidst  the 
whistling  of  balls,  I  ran  along  the  Schlossgasse  towards  the 
Elbe- Bridge,  and  so  forward  to  the  Neustodt,  out  of  which 
the  Prussians  had  now  been  forced  to  retreat.  Glad  that  1 
had  leave  to  rest  anywhere,  I  passed  one  part  of  the  night 
on  the  floor  of  an  empty  house ;  the  other,  witnessing  the 
frightful  light  of  flying  bombs,  and  a  burning  city. 

'  At  break  of  day,  a  little  postern  was  opened  by  the 
Austrian  guard,  to  let  the  fugitives  get  out  of  the  walls. 
The  captain  in  his  insolence  called  the  people  Lutheran 
dogs,  and  with  this  nick-name  gave  each  of  us  a  stroke  as 
we  passed  through  the  gate. 

*  I  was  now  at  large ;  and  the  thought.  Whither  bound? 
began  for  the  first  time  to  employ  me.  As  I  had  run,  in- 
deed leapt  firom  my  house,  in  the  night  of  terror,  I  had 
carried  with  me  no  particle  of  my  property,  and  not  a 
grotehen  of  money.  Only  in  hurrying  along  the  street,  I 
had  chanced  to  see  a  tavern  open  ;  it  was  an  Italian's,  where 
I  used  to  pass  the  nights.  Here  espying  a  fur  cloak,  I  had 
picked  it  up,  and  thrown  it  about  me.  With  this  I  walked 
along,  in  one  of  the  sultriest  days,  from  the  Neustadt,  over  the 
sand  and  the  moor,  and  took  the  road  for  ^nsdorf,  where 
Theresa  with  her  friend  was  staying :  the  mother-in-law  of 
the  latter  being  also  on  a  visit  to  them.  In  the  fiercest  heat 
of  the  sun,  through  tracts  of  country  silent  and  deserted,  I 
walked  four  leagues  to  Bischopfwerda,  where  I  had  to  sleep 
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in  an  inn  among  carriers.  Towards  midnight  arrived  a 
postillion  with  return-horses ;  I  asked  him  to  let  me  ride 
one ;  and  with  him  I  proceeded,  till  my  road  turned  off 
from  the  highway.  All  day,  I  heard  the  shots  at  poor  Dres- 
den re-echoing  in  the  hills. 

'  Curiosity  at  first  made  my  reception  at  ^nsdorf  very 
warm.  But  as  I  came  to  appear  in  the  character  of  an  al- 
together destitute  man,  the  femily  could  see  in  me  only  a 
future  burden  :  no  invitation  to  continue  with  them  follow- 
ed. In  a  few  days  came  a  chance  of  conveyance,  by  a 
waggon  for  Neustadt,  to  a  certain  Frau  von  Fletscher  a  few 
miles  on  this  side  of  it ;  I  was  favoured  with  some  old  linen 
for  the  road.  The  good  Theresa  suffered  unspeakably  under 
these  proceedings :  the  noble  lady,  her  friend,  had  not 
been  allowed  to  act  according  to  the  dictates  of  her  own 
heart. 

*  Not  till  now  did  I  feel  wholly  how  miserable  I  was. 
Spuming  at  destiny,  and  hardening  my  heart,  I  entered  on 
this  journey.  With  the  Frau  von  Fletscher  too  my  abode 
was  brief;  and  by  the  first  opportunity  I  returned  to  Dres- 
den. There  was  still  a  possibility  that  my  lodging  might 
have  been  saved.  With  heavy  heart  I  entered  the  city ; 
hastened  to  the  place  where  I  had  lived,  and  found  —  a 
heap  of  ashes.' 

Heyne  took  up  his  quarters  in  the  vacant  rooms  of 
the  Briihl  Library.  Some  friends  endeavoured  to  alle- 
viate his  distress ;  but  war  and  rumours  of  war  continued 
to  harass  him,  and  drive  him  to  and  fro;  and  his 
Theresa,  afterwards  also  a  fugitive,  was  now  as  poor  as 
himself.  She  heeded  little  the  loss  of  her  property ; 
but  inward  sorrow  and  so  many  outward  agitations 
preyed  hard  upon  her ;  in  the  winter  she  fell  violently 
sick  at  Dresden,  was  given  up  by  her  physicians ;  re- 
ceived extreme  unction  according  to  the  rites  of  her 
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church ;  and  was  for  some  hours  believed  to  be  dead. 
Nature,  however,  again  prevailed :  a  crisis  had  occurred 
in  the  mind  as  well  as  in  the  body ;  for  with  her  first 
returning  strength,  Theresa  declared  her  determination 
to  renounce  the  Catholic,  and  publicly  embrace  the 
Protestant  faith.  Argument,  representation  of  woridly 
disgrace  and  loss  were  unavailing  :  she  could  now,  that 
all  her  friends  were  to  be  estranged,  have  little  hope  of 
being  wedded  to  Hejme  on  earth ;  but  she  trusted  that 
in  another  scene  a  like  creed  might  unite  them  in  a  like 
destiny.  He  himself  fell  iU ;  and  only  escaped  death 
by  her  nursing.  Persisting  the  more  in  her  purpose, 
she  took  priestly  instruction,  and  on  the  30th  of  May, 
in  the  Evangelical  Schlosskirche,  solemnly  professed  her 
new  creed. 

*  Reverent  admiration  filled  me,'  says  he,  *  as  I  beheld 
the  peace  and  steadfastness  with  which  she  executed  her  de- 
termination; and  still  more  the  courage  with  which  she  bore 
the  consequences  of  it.     She  saw  herself  altogether  cast  oat 
from  her  family :    forsaken  by  her  acquaintance,  by  every 
one ;  and  by  the  fire  deprived  of  all  she  had.     Her  courage 
exalted  me  to  a  higher  duty,  and  admonished  me  to  do 
mine.      Imprudently  I  had,  in  former  conversations,  first 
awakened  her  religious  scruples ;  the  passion  for  me,  which 
had  so  much  increased  her  enthusiasm,  increased  her  me- 
lancholy ;  even  the  secret  thought  of  belonging  more  closely 
to  me  by  sameness  of  belief  had  unconsciously  influenced 
her.     In  a  word,  I  formed  the  determination  which  could 
not  but  expose  me  to  universal  censure  :  helpless  as  I  was, 
I  united  my  destiny  with  hers.     We  were  wedded  at  .£ii8- 
dorf,  on  the  4th  of  June,  1761.' 

This  was  a  bold  step,  but  a  right  one :  Theresa  had 
now  no  stay  but  him ;  it  behoved  them  to  struggle,  and 
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if  better  might  not  be,  to  sink  together.  Theresa,  in 
this  narratiye,  appears  to  us  a  noble,  interesting  being ; 
noble  not  in  sentiment  only,  but  in  action  and  suffering ; 
a  feir  flower  trodden  down  by  misfortune,  but  yielding, 
like  flowers,  only  the  sweeter  perfume  for  being  crushed, 
and  which  it  would  have  been  a  blessedness  to  raise  up 
and  cherish  into  free  growth.  Yet,  in  plain  prose,  we 
must  question  whether  the  two  were  happier  than  others 
in  their  union :  both  were  quick  of  temper ;  she  was  all 
a  heavenly  light,  he  in  good  part  a  hard  terrestrial  mass, 
which  perhaps  she  could  never  wholly  illuminate ;  the 
balance  of  the  love  seems  to  have  lain  much  on  her  side. 
Nevertheless  Heyne  was  a  steadfiEist,  true  and  kindly,  if 
no  ethereal  man ;  he  seems  to  have  loved  his  wife  ho- 
nestly ;  and  so  amid  light  and  shadow  they  made  their 
lulgrimage  together,  if  not  better  than  other  mortals, 
not  worse,  which  was  to  have  been  feared. 

Neither,  for  the  present,  did  the  pressure  of  distress 
weigh  heavier  on  either  than  it  had  done  before.  He 
worked  diligently,  as  he  found  scope,  for  his  old  Maece* 
oases,  the  Booksellers ;  the  war-clouds  grew  lighter,  or 
at  least  the  young  pair  better  used  to  them ;  friends  also 
were  kind,  often  assisting  and  hospitably  entertaining 
them.  On  occasion  of  one  such  visit  to  the  family  of  a 
Herr  von  Loben,  there  occurred  a  little  trait,  which  for 
the  sake  of  Theresa  must  not  be  omitted.  Heyne  and 
she  had  spent  some  happy  weeks  with  their  infant,  in 
this  country-house,  when  the  alarm  of  war  drove  the 
Von  Lobens  from  their  residence,  which  with  the  ma- 
^E^^ment  of  its  concerns  they  left  to  Heyne.  He  says, 
he  gained  some  notion  of '  land-economy'  hereby ;  and 
Heeren  states  that  he  had  '  a  candle-manufactory  '  to 
oversee.     But  to  our  incident : 


30  MISCELLANIES. 

'  Soon  after  the  departure  of  the  family,  there  came  upon 
us  an  irruption  of  Cossacks, — disguised  Prussians,  as  we 
subsequently  learned.  After  drinking  to  intoxication  in  the 
cellars,  they  set  about  plundering.  Pursued  by  them,  I  ran 
up  stairs,  and  no  door  being  open  but  that  of  the  room  where 
my  wife  was  with  her  infant,  I  rushed  into  it.  She  arose 
courageously,  and  placed  herself,  with  the  child  on  her  arm, 
in  the  door  against  the  robbers.  This  courage  saved  me, 
and  the  treasure  which  lay  hidden  in  the  chamb^*.' 

"  O  thou  lioness !  *'  said  Attila  Schmdzle,  on  oocs- 
sion  of  a  similar  rescue,  "  why  hast  thou  never  been  in 
any  deadly  peril,  that  I  might  show  thee  the  lion  in  thy 
husband  ?  ** 

But  better  days  were  dawning.  '  On  our  return  to 
'Dresden,'  says  Heyne,  '  I  learned  that  inquiries  had 
'  been  made  aft^r  me  from  Hanover ;  I  knew  not  kfr 

*  what  reason.'  The  reason  by  and  by  came  to  light. 
Gessner,  Professor  of  Eloquence  in  G^ttingen,  was  dead ; 
and  a  successor  was  wanted.  These  things,  it  would 
appear,  cause  difficulties  in  Hanover,  which  in  many 
other  places  are  little  felt.  But  the  Prime  Minister 
Miinchhausen  had  as  good  as  founded  the  Georgia  Au« 
gusta  himself;  and  he  was  wont  to  watch  over  it  with 
singular  anxiety.  The  noted  and  notorious  Klotz  was 
already  there,  as  assistant  to  Gessner ;  '  but  his  beauti- 
'  ftil  latinity,'  says  Heeren,  '  did  not  dazzle  Munch- 
'  hausen ;  Klotz,  with  his  pugnacity,  was  not  tliought 
'  of.'  The  Minister  applied  to  Emesti  for  advice :  Em- 
esti  knew  of  no  fit  man  in  G^ermany,  but  recommended 
Khunken  of  Leyden,  or  Saxe  of  Utrecht.  Rhunken 
refused  to  leave  his  country,  and  added  these  wonls: 
'  But  why  do  you  seek  out  of  Germany,  what  Grermany 

•  itself  offers  you  ?  Why  not,  for  Gtessner's  successor, 
'  take  Christian  Gk>ttlob  Heyne,  that  true  pupil  of  £r- 
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'  nesti,  and  man  of  fine  talent  (excellenti  virum  ingenio), 

*  who  has  shown  how  much  he  knows  of  Latin  literature 
'  by  his  TlbuUus ;  of  Ghreek,  by  his  Epictetus  ?  In  my 
'  opinion,  and  that  of  the  greatest  Hemsterhuis  (//em- 

*  sterhuni  t«v  wJint),  Heyne  is  the  only  one  that  can 
'  replace  your  G^sner.  Nor  let  any  one  tell  me  that 
'  Heyne's  fame  is  not  sufficiently  illustrious  and  extended. 
'  Bdiere  me,  there  is  in  this  man  such  a  richness  of 
'  genius  and  learning,  tiiat  ere  long  all  Europe  will  ring 

*  with  his  praises.' 

This  courageous  and  generous  verdict  of  Rhunken's, 
in  favour  of  a  person  as  yet  little  known  to  the  world, 
and  to  him  known  only  by  his  writings,  decided  the 
matter.  '  Mimchhausen,'  says  our  Heeren,  '  beheved  in 
the  boldly  prophesying  man.'  Not  without  difficulty 
Heyne  was  unearthed ;  and  after  various  excuses  on  ac- 
count of  competence  on  his  part, —  for  he  had  lost  all 
his  books  and  papers  in  the  siege  of  Dresden,  and  sadly 
forgotten  his  Latin  and  Gheek  in  so  many  tumults,  — 
and  various  prudential  negotiations  about  dismission 
^m  the  Saxon  service,  and  salary  and  privilege  in  the 
Hanoverian,  he  at  length  formally  received  his  appoint- 
ment; and  some  three  months  after,  in  June  1763, 
settled  in  Gottingen,  with  an  official  income  of  eight 
hundred  t holers }  which,  it  appears,  was  by  several  ad- 
ditions, in  the  course  of  time,  increased  to  twelve 
hundred. 

Here  then  had  Hejme  at  last  got  to  land.  His  long 
life  was  henceforth  as  quiet,  and  fruitful  in  activity  and 
comfort,  as  the  past  period  of  it  had  been  desolate  and 
full  of  sorrows.  He  never  left  Gottingen,  though  fre- 
quently invited  to  do  so,  and  sometimes  with  highly 
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tempting  offers ;  *  bat  continued  in  his  place,  busy  in 
his  vocation;  growing  in  influence,  in  extent  of  con- 
nexion at  home  and  abroad ;  till  Rhunken's  predictioii 
might  almost  be  reckoned  fulfilled  to  the  letter;  for 
Heyne  in  his  own  department  was  without  any  equal  in 
Europe. 

However,  his  history  from  this  point,  even  because  it 
was  so  happy  for  himself,  must  lose  most  of  its  interest 
for  the  general  reader.     Hejme  has  now  become  a  Pro- 
fessor, and  a  regularly  progressive  man  of  learning ;  has 
a  fixed  household,  has  rents  and  comings  in ;  it  is  easy 
to  fancy  how  that  man  might  flourish  in  calm  sundiine 
of  prosperity,  whom  in  adversity  we  saw  growing  in 
spite  of  every  storm.     Of  his  proceedings  in  Crottingen, 
his  reform  of  the  Royal  Society  of  Sciences,  his  editing* 
of  the  Gelehrte  Anzeigen  (Grazette  of  Learning),  his  ex- 
position of  the  classics  from  Virgil  to  Pindar,  his  remo- 
delling  of  the  Library,  his  passive  quarrels  with  Voss, 
his  armed  neutrality  with  Michaelis;  of  all  this  we  most 
say  little.     The  best  fruit  of  his  endeavours  lies  before 
the  world,  in  a  long  series  of  Works,  which  among  us,  as 
well  as  elsewhere,  are  known  and  justly  appreciated. 
On  looking  over  them,  the  first  thing  that  strikes  us  is 
astonishment  at  Heyne's  diligence ;  which,  considering 
the  quantity  and  quality  of  his  writings,  might  have 


*  He  was  invited  saocesnyely  to  be  Professor  at  Caasel,  and 
at  Klosterbergen ;  to  be  Librarian  at  Dresden :  and,  most  flattering 
of  all,  to  be  Prokonzler  in  the  Universitj  of  Copenhagen,  and  vir- 
tual  Director  of  Eldiication  over  all  Denmark.  He  had  a  straggle 
on  this  last  occasion,  but  the  Georgia  Angosta  again  prevailed. 
Some  increase  of  salary  usually  follows  such  refusals ;  it  did  not  in 
this  instance. 
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appeared  smgular  even  in  one  who  had  been  without 
other  duties.  Yet  Heyne's  office  involved  him  in  the 
most  laborious  researches :  he  wrote  letters  by  the  hun- 
dred to  all  parts  of  the  world,  and  on  all  conceivable 
subjects ;  be  had  three  classes  to  teach  daily ;  he  ap- 
pointed professors,  for  his  recommendation  was  all- 
powerful;  superintended  schools;  for  a  long  time  the 
inspection  of  the  Freytische  was  laid  on  him,  and  he  had 
cooks*  bills  to  settle,  and  hungry  students  to  satisfy  with 
his  purveyance.  Besides  all  which  he  accomplished,  in 
the  way  of  puUication,  as  follows : 

In  addition  to  his  Tibullus  and  Epictetus,  the  first  of 
which  went  through  three,  the  second  through  two 
editions,  each  time  with  large  extensions  and  improve- 
ments : 

His  Virgil  (P.  Vibgilius  Maeo  Varietate  Lectionis 
^t  perpetud  Annotatume  illustratus),  in  various  forms, 
from  1767  to  1803  ;  no  fewer  than  six  editions. 

His  Pliny  (Ex  C.  Plinii  SBcuKni  Historia  Naturali 
fxcerpta,  qtut  ad  Aries  spectant);  two  editions,  1790, 
1811. 

His  Apollodorus  (Apollodori  Atheniensis  Biblio^ 
thecte  Libri  tres,  &c.);  two  editions,  1787,  1803. 

His  Pindar  (PiNnAEi  Carmina,  cwn  Lectionis  Varie- 
tate, curavit  Ch.  G.  H.),  three  editions,  1774,  1797 
1798,  the  last  with  the  Scholia,  the  Fragments,  a  Trans 
l^on,  and  Hermann's  Inq.  De  Metris, 

His  Conon  and  Parthenius  (Cononis  Narrationest  et 
PAiTflBKii  Narrationes  amatoria),  1798. 

And  lastly  his  Homer  (Hombbi  Ilias,  cum  brem 
Annotatume)\  8  volumes,  1802 ;  and  a  second,  contracted 
edition,  in  2  volumes,  1804. 

c2 
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Next,  almost  a  cartload  of  Translations ;  of  whicii 
we  shall  mention  only  his  version,  said  to  be  with  very 
important  improvements,  of  our  Universal  History  by 
Guthrie  and  Oray. 

Then  some  ten  or  twelve  tiiiek  volnmes  of  Prola- 
sions.  Eulogies,  Essays ;  treating  of  all  subjects,  from 
the  French  Directorate  to  the  Chest  of  Ci^^seius.  Of 
these,  Six  Volumes  are  known  in  a  separate  shape,  under 
the  title  of  Opuscuia :  and  contain  some  of  Heyne's  most 
valuable  writings. 

And  lastly,  to  crown  the  whole  with  one  most  sur- 
prising item,  seven  thousand  five  hundred  (Heeren  says 
from  seven  to  dght  thousand)  Reviews  of  Books,  in  tiie 
Gottingen  Gelehrte  Anzeigen.  Shame  on  us  degenerate 
Editors  !  Here  of  itself  was  work  for  a  lifetime ! 

To  expect  that  elegance  of  composition  should  pre- 
vail in  these  multifarious  performances  were  unreason%ble 
enough.  Heyne  wrote  very  indifierent  German ;  and 
his  Latin,  by  much  the  more  common  vehide  in  his 
learned  works,  flowed  from  him  with  a  copiousness 
which  could  not  be  Ciceronian.  At  the  same  time,  these 
volumes  are  not  the  folios  of  a  Montfiiucon,  not  mere 
classical  ore  and  slag,  but  regularly  smelted  metal ;  for 
most  part  exhibiting  the  essence,  and  only  tiie  essence, 
of  very  great  research ;  and  enlightened  by  a  pfailoeopliy, 
which,  if  it  does  not  always  wisely  order  its  results,  has 
looked  fieur  and  deeply  in  collecting  tiiem. 

To  have  performed  so  much,  evinces  on  the  part  of 
Heyne  no  little  mastership  in  ^e  great  art  of  husbanding 
time.  Heeren  gives  us  sufficient  details  on  this  subject ; 
explains  Heyne's  adjustment  of  his  hours  and  yarious 
occupations  :  how  he  rose  at  five  o'clock,  and  worked  all 
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the  day,  and  all  the  year,  with  the  regularity  of  a  steeple- 
clock  ;  nevertheless,  how  patiently  he  submitted  to  inter- 
ruptions from  strangers,  or  extraneous  busmess ;  how 
briefly,  yet  smoothly,  he  contrived  to  despatch  such  inter- 
ruptions ;  how  his  letters  were  indorsed  when  they  came 
to  hand ;  and  lay  in  a  special  drawer  till  they  were  an- 
swered :  nay,  we  have  a  description  of  his  whole  *  lo- 
cality,' his  biu'eau  and  book-shelves  and  portfolios,  his 
very  bed  and  strongbox  are  not  forgotten.    To  the  busy 
man,  especially  the  busy  man  of  letters,  these  details  are 
far  from  uninteresting ;  if  we  judged  by  the  result,  many 
of  Heyne's  arrangements  might  seem  worthy  not  of  no- 
tice only,  but  of  imitation. 

His  domestic  circumstances  continued,  on  the  whole, 
highly  favourable  for  such  activity;  though  not  now 
more  than  formerly  were  they  exempted  from  the  com- 
mon lot ;  but  still  had  several  hard  changes  to  encoimter. 
In  1775,  he  lost  his  Theresa,  after  long  ill-health ;  an 
event  which,  stoic  as  he  was,  struck  heavily  and  dole- 
fully upon  his  heart.  He  forbore  not  to  shed  some  na- 
tural tears,  though  from  eyes  little  used  to  the  melting 
mood.  Nine  dayv  after  her  death,  he  thus  writes  to  a 
friend,  with  a  solemn  mournful  tenderness,  which  none 
of  us  will  deny  to  be  genuine  : 

*  I  have  looked  upon  the  g^^ve  that  covers  the  remainf* 
of  my  Theresa :  what  a  thouaandfold  pang,  beyond  the  pitch 
of  human  feeling,  pierced  through  my  soul!  How  did  my 
limbs  tremble  as  I  approached  this  holy  spot !  Here,  then, 
reposes  what  is  left  of  the  dearest  that  heaven  gave  me; 
among  the  dost  of  her  four  children  she  sleeps.  A  sacred 
horror  covered  the  place.  I  should  have  sunk  altogether  in 
my  sorrow,  had  it  not  been  for  my  two  daughters  that  were 
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Standing  on  the  outside  of  the  churchj-ard ;  I  saw  their  faces 
over  the  wall,  directed  to  me  with  anxious  fear.  This  called 
nie  to  mpelf ;  I  hastened  in  sadness  from  the  spot  where  I 
could  have  continued  for  ever :  where  it  cheered  me  to  think 
that  one  day  T  should  rest  by  her  side ;  rest  from  all  the 
carking  care,  from  all  the  griefs  which  so  often  have  embit- 
tered to  me  the  enjoyment  of  life.  Alas !  among  these  grie£i 
must  I  reckon  even  her  love,  the  strongest,  truest,  that  ever 
inspired  the  heart  of  woman,  which  made  me  the  ha{^iest 
of  mortals,  and  yet  was  a  fountain  to  me  of  a  thousand  dis^ 
tresses,  inquietudes  and  cares.  To  entire  cheerfulness  per- 
haps she  never  attained  :  but  for  what  unspeakable  sweetness, 
for  what  exalted  enrapturing  joj's  is  not  Love  indebted  to 
Sorrow  ?  Amidst  gnawing  anxieties,  with  the  torture  of 
anguish  in  my  heart,  I  have  been  made  even  by  the  love 
which  caused  me  this  anguish,  these  anxieties,  inexpressibly 
happy  !  When  tears  flowed  over  our  cheeks,  did  not  a  name- 
less, seldom-felt  delight  stream  through  my  breast,  oppressed 
equally  by  joy  and  by  sorrow  !* 

But  Heyne  was  not  a  man  to  brood  over  past  grieh, 
or  linger  long  where  nothing  was  to  be  done  but  mourn. 
In  a  short  time,  according  to  a  good  old  plan  of  his, 
having  reckoned  up  his  grounds  of  sorrow,  he  Curly 
wrote  down  on  paper,  over  against  them,  his  '  grounds 
of  consolation ; '  concluding  with  these  pious  words,  '  So 
*  for  all  these  sorrows  too,  these  trials,  do  I  thank  thee, 
'  my  Gk>d  !  And  now,  glorified  friend,  will  I  again  turn 
'  me  with  undivided  heart  to  my  duty ;  thou  thyself 
'smilest  approval  on  me!'  Nay.  it  was  not  many 
months  before  a  new  marriage  came  on  the  anvil ;  in 
wliich  matter,  truly,  Heyne  conducted  himself  with  the 
most  philosophic  indifference;  leaving  his  friends,  by 
whom  the  project  had  been  started,  to  bring  it  to  whit 
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iflsne  they  pleased.    It  was  a  scheme  concerted  by  Zim- 
mermann  (the  author  of  Solitude,  a  man  little  known  to 
He3nQe),  and  one  Reich  a  Leipsic  Bookseller,  who  had 
met  at  the  Pyrmont  Baths.     Brandes,  the  Hanoverian 
Minister,  successor  of  Munchhausen  in  the  management  of 
the  University  concerns,  was  there  also  with  a  daughter ; 
upon  her,  the  projectors  cast  their  eye.   Heyne,  being 
consulted,  seems  to  have  comported  himself  like  clay  in 
the  hands  of  the  potter ;  father  and  fiedr  one,  in  like  man- 
ner, were  of  a  compliant  humour,  and  thus  was  the  bu- 
siness achieved  ;  and  on  the  9th  of  April,  1777,  Heyne 
could  take  home  a  bride,  won  with  less  difficulty  than 
most  men  have  in  choosing  a  pair  of  boots.     Never- 
theless, she  proved  an  excellent  wife  to  him ;  kept  his 
house  in    the  cheerfollest  order;   managed  her  step- 
children and  her  own,  like  a  true  mother ;  and  loved, 
and  faithfully  assisted  her  husband  in  whatever  he  un- 
dertook.    Considered  in  his  private  relations,  such  a 
man  might  well  reckon  himself  fortunate. 

In  addition  to   Heyne's  claims   as  a  scholar  and 
teacher,  Heeren  would  have  us  regard  him  as  an  un- 
usually expert  man   of  business   and   negotiator;    for 
which   line  of  life  he  himself  seems,  indeed,  to  have 
thought  that  his  talent  was  more  peculiarly  fitted.   In 
proof  of  this,  we  have  long  details  of  his  procedure  in 
managing  the  Library,  the  Royal  Society,  the  University 
generally,  and  Ins  incessant,  and  often  rather  complex 
correspondence  with   Miinchhausen,  Brandes,  or  other 
ministers,  who  presided  over  this  department.   Without 
detracting  from  Heyne's  skill  in  such  matters,  what 
struck  us  more  in  this  narrative  of  Heeren's  was  the 
singular  contrast  which  the  '  Georgia  Augusta,'  in  its 
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interior  arrangement,  as  well  as  its  external  relations  to 
the  Gbvemment,  exhibits  with  our  own  Universitiefl. 
llie  prime  minister  of  the  country  writes  thrice  weekly 
to  the  director  of  an  institution  for  learning !  He  over- 
sees all;  knows  the  character,  not  only  of  every  pro- 
fessor, but  of  every  pupil  that  gives  any  promise.  He 
is  continually  purchasing  books,  drawings,  modeb; 
treating  for  this  or  the  other  help  or  advantage  to  the 
establishment.  He  has  his  eye  over  all  Grermany  ;  and 
nowhere  does  a  man  of  any  decided  talent  show  himself, 
but  he  strains  every  nerve  to  acquire  him.  And  seldcmi 
even  can  he  succeed ;  for  the  Hanoverian  assiduity  seems 
nothing  singular;  every  state  in  Oermany  has  its  mi- 
nister for  education,  as  well  as  Hanover.  They  corres- 
pond, they  inquire,  they  negotiate;  everywhere  there 
seems  a  canvassing,  less  for  places,  than  for  the  best 
men  to  fill  them.  Heyne  himself  has  his  Seminarium, 
a  private  class  of  the  nine  most  distinguished  students 
in  the  University ;  these  he  trains  with  all  diligence,  and 
is  in  due  time  most  probably  enabled,  by  his  connexions, 
to  place  in  stations  fit  for  them.  A  hundred  and  thirty- 
five  professors  are  said  to  have  been  sent  from  this  Semi- 
narium during  his  presidency.  These  things  we  state 
without  commentary :  we  believe  that  the  experience  of 
all  English  and  Scotch  and  Irish  university-men  wiU«  of 
itself,  furnish  one.  The  state  of  education  in  Germany. 
and  the  structure  of  the  estabUshments  for  conducting 
it,  seems  to  us  one  of  the  most  promising  inquiries  that 
could  at  this  moment  be  entered  on. 

But  to  return  to  Heyne.  We  have  said  that,  in  his 
private  circumstances,  he  might  reckon  himsdf  fortu- 
nate.    His  public  relations,  on  a  more  splendid  scale. 
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continued^  to  the  last,  to  be  of  the  same  happy  scrt. 
By  degrees,  he  had  risen  to  be,  both  in  name  and 
office,  die  chief  num  of  his  establishment ;  his  character 
stood  high  with  the  learned  of  all  countries ;  and  the 
best  fruit  of  external  reputation,  increased  respect  in 
his  own  circle,  was  not  denied  to  him.     The  burghers 
of  Gottingen,  so  fond  of  their  University,  could  not  but 
be  proud  of  He3me ;  nay,  as  the  time  passed  on,  they 
found  themselves  laid  under  more  than  one  specific  ob- 
ligation to  him.     He  remodelled  and  reanimated  their 
Gymnasium  (Town-school),  as  he  had  before  done  that 
of  nfeld;  and  what  was  still  more  important,  in  the 
rude  times  of  the  French  War,  by  his  skilful  applica- 
tion, he   succeeded  in  procuring  from  Napoleon,  not 
only  a  protection  for  the  University,  but  immunity  from 
hostile  invasion  for  the  whole  district  it  stands  in.  Nay, 
so  happily  were  matters  managed,  or  so  happily  did 
they  turn  of  their  own  accord,  that  Gkittingen  rather 
gained  than  suffered  by  the  War :    under  Jerome  of 
Westphalia,  not  only  were  all  benefices  punctually  paid, 
but  improvements  even  were  effected ;    among  other 
things,  a  new  and  very  handsome  extension,  which  had 
long  been  desired,  was  built  for  the  Library,  at  the 
charge  of  Government.     To  all  these  claims  for  public 
regard,  add  He3me's  now  venerable  age,  and  we  can 
fancy  how,  among  his  townsmen  and  fellow-coUegians, 
he  must  have  been  cherished,  nay  almost  worshipped. 
Already  had  the  magistracy,  by  a  special  act,  freed  him 
from  all  public  assessments ;  but,  in  1809,  on  his  eigh- 
tieth birthday,  came  a  stiU  more  emphatic  testimony ; 
for  the  Ritter  Franz,  and  all  the  public  Boards,  and  the 
Faculties  in  corpore,  came  to  him  in  procession  with 
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good  wishes ;  and  students  reverenced  him ;  and  young 
ladies  sent  him  gaiiands,  stitched  together  hy  their  own 
fair  fingers ;  in  short,  G^ttingen  was  a  place  of  jubilee ; 
and  good  old  Heyne,  who  nowise  affected,  yet  could  not 
dislike  these  things,  was  among  the  happiest  of  men. 

In  another  respect,  we  must  also  reckon  him  fortu- 
nate :  that  he  lived  till  he  had  completed  all  his  under- 
takings ;  and  then  departed  peacefully,  and  without  sick- 
ness, from  which,  indeed,  his  whole  life  had  been  re- 
markably free.  Three  months  before  his  death,  in 
April,  1812,  he  saw  the  last  Volume  of  his  Works  in 
print ;  and  rejoiced,  it  is  said,  with  an  affecting  thank- 
fulness, that  so  much  had  been  granted  him.  Length 
of  life  was  not  now  to  be  hoped  for ;  neither  did  Heyne 
look  forward  to  the  end  with  apprehension.  His  little 
German  verses,  and  Latin  translations,  composed  in 
sleepless  nights,  at  this  extreme  period,  are,  to  us,  by 
far  the  most  touching  part  of  his  poetry  ;  so  melancholy 
is  the  spirit  of  them,  yet  so  mild ;  solemn,  not  without 
a  shade  of  sadness,  yet  full  of  pious  resignation.  At 
length  came  the  end;  soft  and  gentle  as  his  mother 
could  have  wished  it  for  him.  The  1 1th  of  July  was  a 
public  day  in  the  Royal  Society  ;  Heyne  did  his  part  in 
it ;  spoke  at  large,  and  with  even  more  clearness  and 
vivacity  than  usual. 

*  Next  day,'  says  Heeren,  *  was  Sunday  :  I  saw  him  in 
the  evening,  for  the  last  time.  He  was  resting  in  his  chair, 
exhausted  by  the  fatigue  of  yesterday.  On  Monday  morn- 
ing, he  once  more  entered  his  class-room,  and  held  his 
Seminarium.  In  the  afternoon  he  prepared  his  letters,  do- 
mestic as  well  as  foreign ;  among  the  latter,  one  on  busi« 
ness ;  sealed  them  all  but  one,  written  in  Latin,  to  Professor 
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Thorlacius  in  Copenhagen,  which  I  found  open,  but  finished, 
on  his  desk.  At  supper  (none  but  his  elder  daughter  was 
with  him)  he  talked  cheeriiilly;  and,  at  his  usual  time,  re- 
tired to  rest.  In  the  night,  the  servant  girl,  that  slept  under 
his  apartment,  heard  him  walking  up  and  down;  a  common 
practice  with  him  when  he  could  not  sleep.  However,  he 
had  again  gone  to  bed.  Soon  after  five,  he  arose,  as  usual ; 
he  joked  with  the  girl  when  she  asked  him  how  he  had  been 
over-night.  She  left  him,  to  make  ready  his  coffee,  as  was 
her  wont ;  and,  returning  with  it  in  a  short  quarter  of  an 
hour,  she  found  him  sunk  down  before  his  washing-stand, 
close  by  his  work-table.  His  hands  were  wet ;  at  the  mo- 
ment when  he  had  been  washing  them,  had  death  taken  him 
into  his  arms.  One  breath  more,  and  he  ceased  to  live : 
when  the  hastening  doctor  opened  a  vein,  no  blood  would 
flow.' 

Heyne  was  interred  with  all  public  solemnities :  and, 
in  epicedial  language,  it  may  be  said,  without  much  ex- 
aggeration, that  his  country  mourned  for  him.  At  Chem- 
nitz, his  birthplace,  there  assembled,  under  constituted 
authority,  a  grand  meeting  of  the  magnates,  to  celebrate 
his  memory ;    the  old  school-album,  in  which  the  little 
ragged   boy  had  inscribed  his  name,   was  produced; 
grandiloquent  speeches  were  delivered  ;    and  '  in  the 
afternoon,  many  hundreds  went  to  see  the  poor  cottage,' 
where  his  father  had  weaved,  and  he  starved  and  learn- 
ed.    How  generous ! 

To  estimate  He3me's  intellectual  character,  to  fix 
accurately  his  rank  and  merits  as  a  critic  and  philolo- 
ger,  we  cannot  but  consider  as  beyond  our  province, 
and  at  any  rate  superfluous  here.  By  the  general  con- 
sent of  the  learned  in  all  countries,  he  seems  to  be  ac- 
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knowledged  as  the  first  among  recent  scholars ;  his  im- 
mense reading,  his  lynx-eyed  skill  in  exposition  and 
emendation  are  no  longer  anywhere  controverted ;  among 
ourselves  his  taste  in  these  matters  has  heen  praised 
hy  Gibbon,  and  by  Parr  pronounced  to  be  '  exquisite.* 
In  his  own  country,  Heyne  is  even  regarded  as  the 
founder  of  a  new  epoch  in  classical  study  ;  as  the  first 
who  with  any  decisiveness  attempted  to  translate  feurly 
beyond  the  letter  of  the  classics ;  to  read  in  the  writ- 
higs  of  die  Ancients,  not  their  language  alone,  or  even 
their  detached  opinions  and  records,  but  their  spirit  and 
character,  their  way  of  life  and  thought ;  how  the  Woiid 
and  Nature  painted  themselves  to  the  mind  in  those  old 
ages ;  how,  in  one  word,  the  Greeks  and  the  Romans 
were  men,  even  as  we  are.  Such  of  our  readers  as  have 
studied  any  one  of  He3me'8  works,  or  even  looked  care- 
fiiUy  into  the  Lectures  of  the  Schlegels,  the  most  inge- 
nious and  popular  commentators  of  that  school,  will  be 
at  no  loss  to  understand  what  we  mean. 

By  his  inquiries  into  antiquity,  especially  by  his 
laboured  investigation  of  its  politics  and  its  mythology, 
He3me  is  believed  to  have  carried  the  torch  of  philoso- 
phy towards,  if  not  into,  the  mysteries  of  old  time. 
What  Winkelmann,  his  great  contemporary,  did,  or 
began  to  do,  for  ancient  Plastic  Art,  the  other,  with 
equal  success,  began  for  ancient  Literature.*     A  high 

*  It  is  a  cnrioiis  fact  that  these  two  men,  so  siiigulariy  corres- 
pondent  in  their  early  sufferings,  subsequent  distinction,  line  of 
study,  and  rugged  enthusiasm  of  character,  were  at  one  time, 
while  both  as  yet  were  under  the  horizon,  brought  into  partial 
contact.  '  An  acquaintance  of  another  sort,'  says  Heeren,  *  the 
'  young  Heyne  was  to  make  in  the  Briihl  Library ;   with  a  person 
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praise,  surely ;  yet,  as  we  must  think,  one  not  unfound- 
ed, and  which,  indeed,  in  all  parts  of  Europe,  is  becom- 
ing more  and  more  confirmed. 

So  much,  in  the  province  to  which  he  devoted  his 
activity,  is  Heyne  allowed  to  have  accomplished.  Ne- 
vertheless, we  must  not  assert  that,  in  point  of  under- 
standing and  spiritual  endowment,  he  can  be  called  a 
great,  or  even,  in  strict  speech,  a  complete  man.  Won- 
derful perspicuity,  unwearied  diligence,  are  not  denied 
him  ;  but  to  philosophic  order,  to  classical  adjustment, 
clearness,  polish,  whether  in  word  or  thought,  he  sel- 
dom attains ;  nay  many  times,  it  must  be  avowed,  he 
involves  himself  in  tortuous  longwinded  verbosities, 
and  stands  before  us  little  better  than  one  of  that  old 
school  which  his  admirers  boast  that  he  displaced.  He 
appears,  we  might  almost  say,  as  if  he  had  wings  but 
could  not  well  use  them.  Or,  indeed,  it  might  be  that, 
writing  constantly  in  a  dead  language,  he  came  to  write 
heavily ;  working  forever  on  subjects  where  learned 
armour-at-all-points  cannot  be  dispensed  with,  he  at  last 


'  whoee  importance  be  could  not  then  anticipate.     One  frequent 

*  visitor  of  thia  establishment  was  a  certain  almost  wholly  unknown 
'  man,  whose  visits  could  not  be  specially  desirable  for  the  libra- 

*  rians,  such  endless  labour  did  he  cost  them.  He  seemed  insatiable 

*  in  reading ;  and  called  for  so  many  books,  that  his  reception  there 

*  grew  rather  of  the  coolest.  It  was  Johann  Wmkelmarm,  Medi- 
'  tating  his  journey  for  Italy,  he  was  then  laying-in  preparation  for 
'  it.  Thus  did  these  two  men  become,  if  not  confidential,  yet  ac- 
'  quainted ;  who  at  that  time,  both  still  in  darkness  and  poverty, 
'  could  little  suppose,  that  in  a  few  years,  they  were  to  be  the 

*  teachers  of  cultivated  Europe,  and  the  ornaments  of  their  na- 
•tion.' 
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grew  so  habituated  to  his  harness  that  he  would  not 
walk  abroad  without  it ;  nay  perhaps  it  had  rusted  to- 
gether, and  could  not  be  unclasped !  A  sad  fate  for  a 
thinker!  Yet  one  which  threatens  many  commaita- 
tors,  and  overtakes  many. 

As  a  man  encrusted  and  encased,  he  exhibits  him- 
self, moreover,  to  a  certain  degree,  in  his  moral  charac- 
ter.    Here  too,  as  in  his  intellect,  there  is  an  awkward- 
ness, a  cumbrous  inertness ;    nay,  there  is  a  show  of 
dulness,  of  hardness,  which  nowise  intrinsically  belongs 
to  him.     He  passed,  we  are  told,  for  less  religious,  less 
affectionate,  less  enthusiastic  than  he  was.     His  heart, 
one  would  think,  had  no  free  course,  or  had  found  itself 
a  secret  one ;  outwardly  he  stands  before  us,  cold  and 
still,  a  very  wall  of  rock ;  yet  within  lay  a  well,  from 
which,  as  we  have  witnessed,  the  stroke  of  some  Moses'- 
wand  (the  death  of  a  Theresa)  could  draw  streams  ci 
pure  feeling.     Callous  as  the  man  seems  to  us,  he  has  a 
sense  for  all  natural  beauty ;  a  merciful  sympathy  for 
his  fellow-men :  his  own  early  distresses  never  left  his 
memory  ;  for  similar  distresses  his  pity  and  help  were, 
at  all  times,  in  store.     This  form  of  character  may  also 
be  the  fruit  partly  of  his  employments,  partly  of  his  suf- 
ferings, and  perhaps  is  not  very  singular  among  com- 
mentators. 

For  the  rest,  Heeren  assures  us,  that  in  practice 
Heyne  was  truly  a  good  man ;  altogether  just ;  diligent 
in  his  own  honest  business,  and  ever  ready  to  forward 
that  of  others ;  compassionate ;  though  quick-tempered, 
placable ;  friendly,  and  satisfied  with  simple  pleasures. 
He  delighted  in  roses,  and  always  kept  a  bouquet  of 
them  in  water  on  his  desk.     His  house  was  embowered 
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amon^  roses ;  and  in  his  old  days  he  used  to  wander 
through  the  bushes  with  a  pair  of  scissors.  *  Farther/ 
says  Heeren,  '  in  spite  of  his  short  sight,  he  was  fond  of 
'  the  fields  and  skies,  and  could  lie  for  hours  reading  on 
'  the  grass.'  A  kindly  old  man  !  With  strangers,  hun- 
dreds of  whom  visited  him,  he  was  uniformly  courteous ; 
though  latterly,  being  a  little  hard  of  hearing,  less  fit  to 
converse.  In  society  he  strove  much  to  be  polite ;  but 
had  a  habit  (which  ought  to  be  general)  of  ya\indng, 
when  people  spoke  to  him  and  said  nothing. 

On  the  whole,  the  (Germans  have  some  reason  to  be 

proud  of  Heyne :  who  shall  deny  that  they  have  here 

once  more  produced  a  scholar  of  the  right  old  stock  ;  a 

man  to  be  ranked,  for  honesty  of  study  and  of  life,  with 

the    Scaligers,  the  Bentleys,  and  old  illustrious  men, 

who,   though  covered  with  academic  dust  and   harsh 

with  polyglott  vocables,  were  true  men  of  endeavour. 

and  fought  like  giants,  with  such  weapons  as  they  had, 

for  the  good  cause  ?     To  ourselves,  we  confess,  Heyne, 

highly  interesting  for  what  he  did,  is  not  less  but  more 

so  for  what  he  was.     This  is  another  of  the  proofs, 

which  minds  like  his  are  from  time  to  time  sent  hither  to 

give,  that  the  man  is  not  the  product  of  his  circumstances, 

but  that,  in  a  far  higher  degree,  the  circumstances  are 

the  product  of  the  man.     While  beneficed  clerks  and 

other  sleek  philosophers,  reclining  on  their  cushions  of 

velvet,  are  demonstrating  that  to  make  a  scholar  and 

man  of  taste,  there  must  be  co-operation  of  the  upper 

classes,  society  of  gentlemen-commoners,  and  an  income 

of  four  hundred  a-year ;  —  arises  the  son  of  a  Chemnitz 

weaver,  and  with  the  very  wind  of  his  stroke  sweeps 

them  from  the  scene.     Let  no  man  doubt  the  omni- 
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potence  of  Nature,  doubt  the  majesty  of  man's  soul ;  let 
no  lonely  unfnended  son  oi  genius  despair !  Let  him 
not  despair ;  if  he  have  the  will,  the  right  will,  then  the 
power  also  has  not  been  denied  him.  It  is  but  the  ar- 
tichoke that  will  not  grow  except  in  gardens ;  the  acorn 
is  cast  carelessly  abroad  into  the  wilderness,  yet  it  rises 
to  be  an  oak ;  on  the  wild  soil  it  nourishes  itself,  it  de- 
fies the  tempest,  and  lives  for  a  thousand  years. 
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Ik  this  stage  of  society,  the  playwright  is  as  essential 
and  acknowledged  a  character  as  the  millwright,  or  cart- 
wright,  or  any  other  wright  whatever ;  neither  can  we 
see  why,  in  general  estimation,  he  should  rank  lower 
than  these  his  brother  artisans,  except  perhaps  for  this 
one  reason  :  that  the  former  working  in  timber  and  iron, 
for  the  wants  of  the  body,  produce  a  completely  suitable 
machine,  while  the  latter,  working  in  thought  and  feel- 

*  Foreign  Review,  No.  6. — 1.  Die  Ahr^rau  (The  Ances- 
treas).  A  Tragedy,  in  five  Acts.  By  F.  Grillparzer.  Fourth  Edi- 
tkm.     Vienna,  1823. 

iOiniff  Ottoiara  Oliiek  und  Ende  (King  Ottocar's  Fortune 
and  End).  A  Tragedy,  in  five  Acts.  By  F.  Grillparzer.  Vienna, 
1825. 

Sappho.  A  Tragedy,  in  five  Acts.  By  F.  Grillparzer.  Third 
Edition.     Vienna,  1822. 

2.  Fau9t.  A  Tragedy,  in  five  Acts.  By  August  Klinge- 
mann.     Leipsic  and  Altenburg,  1815. 

Ahoiuer,  A  Tragedy,  in  five  Acts.  By  August  Klingemann. 
Brunswick,  1827. 

3.  Muilner*»  Dramatitche  Werke.  Erste  rechtmoMiffe,  voll- 
ttcindigei  und  vom  Ver/euser  verbesserie  Gesammi-Aiugabe, 
(Milliner's  Dramatic  Works,  first  legal  coUectiTC  Edition,  com- 
plete and  revised  by  the  Author).     7  toIs.    Brunswick,  1828. 
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ing,  for  the  wants  of  the  soul,  produces  a  machine  whic^ 
is  tucompletely  suitable.  In  otiier  respects,  we  confess  we 
cannot  perceive  that  the  balance  lies  against  him  :  for  no 
candid  man»  as  it  seems  to  us,  will  doubt  but  the  talent, 
which  constructed  a  Virgiftius  or  a  Bertram,  might  hmve 
sufficed,  had  it  been  properly  directed,  to  make  not  only 
wheelbarrows  and  waggons,  but  even  mills  of  consi- 
derable complicacy.  However,  if  the  public  is  niggardly 
to  the  playwright  in  one  point,  it  must  be  proportion- 
ably  liberal  in  another  ;  according  to  Adam  Smith's  ob- 
servation, that  trades  which  are  reckoned  less  reputable 
have  higher  money  wages.  Thus,  one  thing  compen- 
sating the  other,  the  playwright  may  still  realize  an 
existence ;  as,  in  fact,  we  find  that  he  does  :  for  play- 
wrights were,  are,  and  probably  will  always  be ;  unless, 
indeed,  in  process  of  years,  the  whole  dramatic  concern 
be  finally  abandoned  by  mankind  ;  or,  as  in  the  case  of 
our  Punch  and  Mathews,  every  player  becoming  his 
own  plajTwright,  this  trade  may  merge  in  the  other  and 
older  one. 

The  British  nation  has  its  own  pla]rwrights,  several 
of  them  cunning  men  in  their  craft :  yet  here,  it  would 
seem,  this  sort  of  carpentry  does  not  flourish  ;  at  least, 
not  with  that  pre-eminent  vigour  which  distinguishes 
most  other  branches  of  our  national  industry.  In  hard- 
ware and  cotton  goods,  in  all  sorts  of  chemical,  me- 
chanical, or  other  material  processes,  England  outstrips 
the  world ;  nay,  in  many  departments  of  literary  manu- 
facture also,  as,  for  instance,  in  the  fabrication  of  Novels, 
she  may  safely  boast  herself  peerless:  but  in  the  matter 
of  the  Drama,  to  whatever  cause  it  be  owing,  she  can 
claim  no  such  superiority.     In  theatrical  produce  she 
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yields  cim^darahly  to  France  ;  and  is,  out  of  sight,  in- 
ferior to  Germany.  Nay,  do  not  we  English  hear  daily, 
for  the  last  twenty  years,  that  tbe  Drama  is  dead,  or  in 
a  state  of  suspended  animation ;  and  are  not  medical  men 
sitting  on  the  case,  and  propounding  their  remedial  ap- 
pliances, weekly,  monthly,  quarterly,  to  no  manner  of 
purpose  ?  Whilst  in  Germany  the  Drama  is  not  only,  to 
all  appearance,  alive,  but  in  the  very  flush  and  heyday 
of  superabundant  strength ;  indeed,  as  it  were,  still  only 
sowing  its  first  wild  oats !  For  if  the  British  Play- 
wrights seem  verging  to  ruin,  and  our  Knowleses,  Ma- 
turins,  Shiels,  and  Shees  stand  few  and  comparatively 
forlorn,  like  firs  on  an  Irish  bog,  the  Playwrights  of  Ger- 
many are  a  strong,  triumphant  body  ;  so  numerous  that 
it  has  been  calculated,  in  case  of  war,  a  regiment  of  foot 
ought  be  raised,  in  which,  from  the  colonel  down  to  the 
<hummer,  every  officer  and  private  sentinel  might  show 
his  drama  or  dramas. 

To  investigate  the  origin  of  so  marked  a  superiority 
would  lead  us  beyond  our  purpose.  Doubtless  the 
proximate  cause  must  lie  in  a  superior  demand  for  the 
ftrtide  of  dramas;  which  superior  demand  again  may 
arise  either  from  the  climate  of  G^ermany,  as  Montes- 
quieu might  believe ;  or  perhaps  more  naturally  and  im- 
oiediately  from  the  political  condition  of  that  country ; 
for  man  is  not  only  a  working  but  a  talking  animal,  and 
where  no  Catholic  Questions,  and  Parliamentary  Reforms, 
and  Select  Vestries  are  given  him  to  discuss  in  his  lei- 
sure hours,  he  is  glad  to  fall  upon  plays  or  players,  or 
whatever  comes  to  hand,  whereby  to  fence  himself  a 
little  against  the  inroads  of  Ennui.  Of  the  fact,  at 
least,  that  such  a  superior  demand  for  dramas  exists  in 

VOL.  II.  D 
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Germany,  we  have  only  to  open  a  newspaper  to 
proof.  Is  not  every  Litteraturblatt  and  Kunstbhtt  atnffied 
to  bursting,  widi  theatricals  ?    Nay,  has  not  tiie  '  aWe 
Editor '  established  correspondents  in  every  capital  city 
of  the  civilized  world,  who  report  to  him  on  this  one 
matter  and  on  no  other  ?     For,  be  onr  curiosity  what  it 
may,  let  us  have  profession  of'  intelligence  fix>m  Mnnicii/ 
*  intelligence  from  Vienna,*  'intelligence  from  Bexlm/  is 
it  intelligence  of  anything  but  of  greenroom  oontroveraee 
and  negotiations,   of  tragedies  and  operas  and  fiirces 
acted  and  to  be  acted  ^  Not  of  men,  and  their  doings,  by 
hearth  and  hall,  in  the  firm  earth ;  but  of  mere  effigies 
and  shells  of  men,  and  their  doings  in  the  world   o€ 
pasteboard,   do  these    unhappy  correspondents  write. 
Unhappy  we  call  them ;   for,  with  all  our  tcderance  of 
plajrwrights,  we  cannot  but  think  that  there  are  limits. 
and  very  strait  ones,  within  whidi  their  activity  should 
be  restricted.    Here  in  England,  our  '  theatrical  reports' 
are  nuisance  enough ;  and  many  persons  who  love  their 
life,  and  therefore  '  take  care  of  tiieir  time,  which  is  the 
stuff  life  is  made  of,'  regularly  lose  several  cohmms  of 
their  weekly  newspaper  in  that  way :    but  our  case  vb 
pure  luxury,  compared  with  that  of  the  Germans,  who 
instead  of  a  measurable  and  sufierable  spicing  of  theatric 
matter,  are  obliged,  metaphorically  speaking,  to  break- 
fast and  dine  on  it ;  have  in  fact  nothing  else  to  Hve  on 
but  that  highly  unnutritive  victual.    We  ourselves  are 
occasional  readers  of  German  newspapers;  and  have 
often,  in  the  spirit  of  Christian  humanity,  meditated 
presenting  to  the  whole  body  of  German  editors  a  pro- 
ject, —  which  however,  must  certainly  have  ere  now  oc- 
curred to  themselves,  and  for  some  reason  been  found 
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inapplicable :  it  was,  to  address  these  correspondents  of 
theirs,  all  and  sundry,  in  {^in  language,  and  put  the 
question.  Whether,  on  studiously  sunreying  the  Uni- 
verse from  their  several  stains,  there  was  nothing  in 
the  heavens  above,  or  the  earth  beneath,  or  the  waters 
under  the  earth,  nothing  visible  but  this  one  business,  or 
rather  shadow  of  business,  that  had  an  interest  for  the 
minds  of  men  ?     If  the  correspondents  still  answered 
that  nothing  was  visible,  then  of  course  they  must  be 
left  to  continue  in  this  strange  state ;  prayers,  at  the 
same  time,  being  put  up  for  them  in  all  churches. 

However,  leaving  every  able  Editor  to  fight  his  own 
battle,  we  address  ourselves  to  the  task  in  hand :  mean- 
ii^  here  to  inquire  a  very  little  into  the  actual  state  of 
the  dramatic  trade  in  Germany,  and  exhibit  some  de- 
tached features  (^  it  to  the  consideration  of  our  readers. 
For,  seriously  speaking,  low  as  ^e  province  may  be,  it 
iB  a  real,  active,  and  ever-enduring  province  of  the  lite- 
rary republic ;  nor  can  the  pursuit  of  many  men,  even 
though  it  be  a  profitless  and  foolish  pursuit,   ever  be 
without  claim  to  some  attention  from  us,  either  in  the  way 
of  furtherance  or  of  censure  and  correction.  Our  avowed 
object  is  to  promote  the  sound  study  of  Foreign  Litera- 
ture ;  which  study,  like  all  other  earthly  undertakings, 
has  its  negative  as  well  as  its  positive  side.    We  have 
already,  as  occasion  served,  borne  testimony  to  the  merits 
of  various  German  poets,  and  must  now  say  a  word  on 
certain  German  poetasters;    hoping  that  it  may  be 
chiefly  a  regard  to  the  former  which  has  made  us  take 
even  this  slight  notice  of  the  latter  s  £[>r  the  bad  is  in  it- 
self of  no  value,  and  only  worth  descrilnng  lest  it  be  mis- 
taken for  the  good.     At  the  same  lime,  let  no  reader 
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tremble,  as  if  we  meant  to  overwhelm  him,  on  this  occa- 
sion, with  a  whole  mountain  of^dramatic  lumber,  poured 
forth  in  torrents,  like  shot  rubbish,  from  the  playhouse 
garrets,  where  it  is  mouldering  and  evaporating  into  no- 
thing, silently  and  without  harm  to  any  one.     FW  be 
this  from  us!     Nay,  our  own  knowledge  of  tius  siib|ect 
is  in  the  highest  degree  limited ;  and,  indeed,  to  exhaust 
it,  or  attempt  discussing  it  with  sdentific  precision,  would 
be  an  impossible  enterprise.    What  man  is  there  timt 
could  assort  the  whole  furniture  of  Milton's  Limbo  of 
Vanity ;  or  where  is  the  HaUam  that  would  undertake 
to  write  us  the  Constitutional  History  of  a  Rookery  ? 
Let  the  courteous  reader  take  heart,  then ;   for  he  is  in 
hands  that  will  not>  nay  what  is  more,  that  cannot,  do 
him  much  harm.     One  brief  shy  glance  into  this  huge 
bivouac  of  Playwrights,  all  sawing  and  planing  with  such 
tumult ;   and  we  leave  it,  probably  for  many  years. 

The  Grerman  Parnassus,  as  one  of  its  own  denizens 
remarks,  has  a  rather  broad  summit;^  yet  only  two 
Dramatists  are  reckoned,  within  the  last  century,  to 
have  mounted  thither :  Schiller  and  Gk>ethe ;  if  we  are 
not,  on  the  strength  of  his  Minna  von  Bamhebn  and 
Emilie  Galotti^  to  account  Lessing  also  oi  the  nTmiba*. 
On  the  slope  of  the  Mountain  may  be  found  a  few 
stragglers  of  the  same  brotherhood ;  among  these,  Tie<^ 
and  Maler  Miiller,  firmly  enough  stationed  at  oonaider- 
able  elevations ;  while,  far  below,  appear  various  hon^ 
persons  climbing  vehemently,  but  against  precipices  of 
loose  sand,  to  whom  we  wish  all  speeds  But  the  reader 
will  understand  that  the  bivouac  we  speak  of,  and  are 
about  to  enter,  lies  not  on  the  declivity  of  the  Hill  at 
all ;  but  on  the  level  ground  close  to  the  foot  of  it ;  the 
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essexu:e  of  a  Flaywzight  being  that  ke  works  not  in 
Poetzy^  but  in  Prose  which  more  or  less  cunningly 
resembles  it.     And  here,  pausing  for  a  moment,  the 
reader  observes  that  he  is  in  a  civilized  country ;  for  see, 
on  the  very  boundary-line  of  Parnassus,  rises  a  gallows 
with   the  figure  of  a  man  hung  in  chains!     It  is  the 
figure  of  August  von  Kotzebue;  and  has  swung  there 
for  many  years,  as  a  warning  to  all  too-audacious  Play- 
wrights; who  nevertheless,  as  we  see,  pay  little  heed 
to  it.     Dl-fated  Kotzebue,  once  the  darling  of  theatrical 
Europe !     This  was  the  prince  of  all  Playwrights,  and 
could  manufacture  Plays  with  a  speed  and  felicity  sur- 
passing even  Edinburgh  Novels.     For  his  muse,  like 
other  doves,  hatched  twins  in  the  month ;  and  the  world 
gazed  on  them  with  an  admiration  too  deep  for  mere 
words.     What  is  all  past  or  present  popularity  to  this  ? 
Were  not  these   Plays    translated  into  almost  every 
language  of  articulate-speaking  men ;  acted,  at  least,  we 
may  literally  say,  in  every  theatre  from  Kamtschatka  to 
Cadiz?     Nay,  did  they  not  melt  the   most  obdurate 
hearts  in  all  countries ;  and,  like  the  music  of  Orpheus, 
draw  tears  down  iron   cheeks?     We  ourselves  have 
known  the  flintiest  men,  who  professed  to  have  wept 
over  ^em,  for  the  first  time  in  their  lives.     So  was  it 
twenty  years  ago;  how  stands  it  to-day?     Kotzebue, 
lifted  up  on  the  hollow  balloon  of  popular  applause, 
thought  wings  had  been  given  him  that  he  might  ascend 
to  the  Immortals :  gay  he  rose,  soaring,  sailing,  as  with 
sopreme  dominion;   but  in  the  rarer  azure  deep,  his 
windbag  burst  asunder,  or  the  arrows  of  keen  archers 
pierced  it;  and  so  at  last  we  find  him  a  compound-' 
pendulum,  vibrating  in  the  character  of  scarecrow,  to 
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guard  from  forbidden  fruit !  O  ye  Playwrights*  and 
literary  quackfl  of  every  feather,  weep  over  Kotzebue* 
and  over  yourselves!  Know  that  the  loudest  roar  of 
the  million  is  not  fieune ;  that  the  windbag,  are  ye  mad 
enough  to  mount  it,  will  burst,  or  be  shot  through  widi 
arrows,  and  your  bones  too  shall  act  as  scarecrows. 

But,  quitting  this  idle  allegorical  vein,  let  us  at 
length  proceed  in  plain  Engli^,  and  as  beseems  mere 
prose  Reviewers,  to  the  work  laid  out  for  us.     Among 
the  hundreds  of  German  Dramatists,  as  they  are  calkd, 
three  individuals,  already  known  to  some  British  readers, 
and  prominent  from  all  the  rest  in  Grermany,  may  fitly 
enough  stand  here  as  rq)re8entatives  of  the  whole  Play- 
wright class ;  whose  various  craft  and  produce  the  pro- 
cedure of  these  three  may  in  some  small  degree  serve  to 
illustrate.     Of  Grillparzer,  therefore,  and  Klingemann, 
and  Miillner,  in  their  cnrder. 

Franz  Ghrillparzer  seems  to  be  an  Austrian ;  which 
country  is  reckoned  nowise  fertile  in  poets ;  a  circum- 
stance that  may  perhaps  have  contributed  a  litde  to  his 
own  rather  rapid  celebrity.  Our  more  special  acquaint- 
ance with  Ghrillparzer  is  of  very  recent  date ;  tliough  his 
name  and  samples  of  his  ware  have  fcnr  some  time  been 
hung  out,  in  many  Briti^  and  foreign  Magazines,  often 
with  testimonials  which  might  have  beguiled  less  time- 
worn  customers.  Neither,  affcor  all,  have  we  found 
these  testimonials  folser  than  other  such  are,  but  rather 
not  so  fedse ;  for,  indeed,  Grillparzer  is  a  most  inoffen- 
sive man,  nay  positively  rather  meritorious;  nor  is  it 
without  reluctance  that  we  name  him  under  this  head 
of  Playwrights,  and  not  under  that  of  Dramatists,  which 
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lie  aspires  to.     Had  the  law  with  regard  to  mediocre 
poetB  relaxed  itself  since  Horace's  time,  all  had  been 
vreU  with  Grillparzer ;  for  imdoubtedly  there  is  a  small 
vein  of  tenderness  and  grace  running  through  him ;  a 
aeemin^  modesty  also,  and  real  love  of  his  art,  which 
gives  promise  of  better  things.     But  gods  and  men  and 
colunms  are  still  equally  rigid  in  that  unhappy  particular 
of  mediocrity,  even  pleasing  mediocrity ;  and  no  scene 
or  line  is  yet  known  to  us  of  GhdUparzer's  which  exhibits 
anything  more.     Nan  concessere,  therefore,  is  his  sen- 
tence for  the  present ;  and  the  louder  his  well-meaning 
adsairers  extol  him,  the  more  emphatically  should  it  be 
pronounced  and  repeated.      Nevertheless  Ghillparzer's 
daim  to  the  title  of  Playwright  is  perhaps  more  his  mis- 
fortune than  his  crime.     Living  in  a  country  where  the 
Drama  engrosses  so  much  attention,  he  has  been  led 
into  attempting  it,  without  any  decisive  qualification  for 
such  an  enterprise ;  and  so  his  allotment  of  talent,  which 
might  have  done  good  service  in  some  prose  department, 
or  even  in  the  sonnet,  elegy,  song,  or  other  outlying 
province  of  Poetry,  is  driven,  as  it  were,  in  spite  of  ^Eite, 
to  write  Plays;    which,  though  regularly  divided  into 
scenes  and  separate   speeches,   are  essentially  mono- 
logical  ;  and  though  swarming  with  characters,  too  often 
express  only  one  character,  and  that  no  very  extra- 
ordinary one,  the  character  of  Franz  Ghillparzer  himself. 
What  is  an  increase  of  misfortune,  too,  he  has  met  with 
applause  in  this  career ;  which  therefore  he  is  likely  to 
follow  further  and  fiEurther,  let  nature  and  his  stars  say  to 
it  what  they  will. 

The  characteristic  of  a  Playwright  is  that  he  writes  in 
Prose,  which  Prose  he  palms,  probably  first  on  himself. 
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tnd  lAitt^tMi  the  tmfilef  ^Mut  ol'the  piddiov-iforStoelvf  t: 
wt^'Ukb  dMumor/in  wkkk  hft  efleots  tiik  Irmi  i rkiiaiM, 
^onstkates  hktpedfic  diitnwtMm,  fixes  the  ^>6iaetf~tD 
wy«h  he  bekmg*  k  the  genus  Playwrigiit.     Botit 
uiiifenal  ftiklure*  of  fanti  tiiat  be  attesqiti,  by 
and  as  it  were  meehanical  means,  to  aeoomptiih  an  end 
which*  except  by  poetical  genius,  is  absolutidy  not  to  be 
accomplished.     For  the  most  part,  he  has  some  kttack, 
or  trick  of  the  trade,  whi(^  by  close  inspection  caa  be 
detected,  and  so  the  heart  of  his  mystery  be  seen  iactD^ 
He  may  have  one  trick,  or  many;  and  the  more  evn* 
ningly  he  can  disguise  these,  the  more  perfect  is  he  «i  m 
craftsman ;  for  were  the  public  once  to  penetrate  inSo 
this  his  sleight  of  hand,  it  were  all  oTer  with  him,  — ^ 
Othello's  occupation  were  gone.    No  conjuror,  when  we 
once  understand  his  method  of  fire-eating,    can  any 
longer  pass  for  a  true  thaumaturgist,  or  even  entertain 
us  in  his  proper  character  of  quack,  though  he  should 
eat  Moimt  Vesuvius  itself.     But  happily  for  Haywrights 
and  others,  the  public  is  a  dim-eyed  animal ;  gullible  to 
almost  all  lengths, — nay,  which  often  seems  to  prefer 
being  gulled. 

Of  Grillparzer's  peculiar  knack,  and  recipe  for  phiy- 
making  there  is  not  very  much  to  be  said.  He  seems 
to  have  tried  various  kinds  of  recipes,  in  his  time ;  and, 
to  his  credit  be  it  spoken,  seems  little  contented  ¥rith 
any  of  them.  By  much  the  worst  Play  of  his,  that  we 
have  seen,  is  the  Aknfrau  (Ancestress) ;  a  deep  tragedy 
of  the  Castle  Spectre  sort;  the  whole  mechanism  of 
which  was  discernible  and  condemnable  at  a  single 
glance.  It  is  nothing  but  the  old  story  of  Fate;  an 
invisible  Nemesis  visiting  the  sins  of  the  fiithers  upon 
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tht:  ohiMirn  to  the  third  and  Conrth  gemenAtm^  « 
.nsKfaed  alBio«t  as  comoKMi  and  sorerdgn  in  (SteniNiii 
Art*  at  this  day,  «a  tiie  xaetbod  cf  oteam  ia  in  Bfilifih 
BMchaaka ;  and  of  which  we  shatt  anon  hwB  m^re 
occaaion  to  qwak.  In  hia  Pte&oe,  Gril^MnBer  endea- 
irovza  to  palliate  cr  deny  the  fisiet  of  his  being  a  SchickmU 
Dickter  (Fkte-Tragedian)  ;  but  to  no  purpose ;  for  it  ia 
a  fact  giounded  on  the  testimony  of  the  seven  senses : 
however,  we  are  g^ad  to  observe  tiiat,  with  this  one 
triaL  he  seems  to  have  abandoned  the  Fate-line,  and 
taken  into  better,  at  least  into  different  ones.  With 
regard  to  tlie  Ahmfrau  itself,  we  may  remark  that  few 
thingB  struck  us  so  much  as  this  little  observation  of 
Count  Borodn's,  occurring  in  the  middle  of  the  dis* 
raalkst  night-dKni^ts,  so  unexpectedly  as  follows : 

BERTHA. 

•  •  •  • 

Und  der  Himmely  stemehs, 
Starti  aus  leeren  Attgenh6hlen 
In  das  ungehewre  Grab 
Schwarz  herab  ! 

ORAP. 

fFie  sick  dock  die  Stunden  dehnen  f 
IVas  iat  wohl  die  Ghckey  Bertha  f 

BKRTHA  (is  just  condoHfiff  with  him,  in  these  words): — 

•  •  •  • 

And  the  welkin,  starless, 

Glares  from  empty  eye-holes, 

Black,  down  on  that  boundless  grave! 

OOUHT. 

4Iow  the  hours  do  linger! 
WhioX  o'clock  is  Hy  prithee.  Bertha? 

D  2 
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A  more  delioate  turn,  we  venture  to  say,  is  rarely  to  be 
met  with  in  tragic  dialogue.  As  to  the  story  of  the 
Aknjrau,  it  is,  naturally  enough,  of  the  most  heart- 
rending description.  This  ^cestress  is  a  lady,  or  ratiKr 
the  ghost  of  a  lady,  for  she  has  heen  defunct  some 
centuries,  who  in  life  had  committed  what  we  call  an 
*  indiscretion ; '  which  indiscretion  the  unpolite  husband 
punished,  one  would  have  thought  sufficiently,  by  run- 
ning her  through  the  body.  However,  the  Sckicksai  of 
GriUparzer  does  not  think  it  sufficient;  but  farmer  dooms 
the  fear  penitent  to  walk  as  goblin,  till  the  last  branch 
of  her  family  he  extinct.  Accordingly  she  is  heard,  from 
time  to  time,  slamming  doors  and  the  like,  and  now  and 
then  seen  with  dreadful  goggle-eyes  and  other  ghost 
appurtenances,  to  die  terror  not  only  of  servant  peo;^ 
but  of  old  Count  Borotin,  her  now  sole  male  descendant, 
whose  afternoon  nap  she,  on  one  occasion,  cruelly  dis- 
turbs. This  Count  Borotin  is  really  a  worthy  prosing 
old  gentleman ;  only  he  had  a  son  long  ago  drowned  in 
a  fishpond  (hody  not  found) ;  and  has  still  a  highly  ac- 
complished daughter,  whom  there  is  none  offering  to 
wed,  except  one  Jaromir,  a  person  of  unknown  extraction, 
and  to  all  iq)pearance,  of  the  lightest  purse ;  nay,  as  it 
turns  out  afterwards,  actually  the  head  of  a  Banditti 
establishment,  which  had  long  infested  the  neighbouring 
forests.  However,  a  Captain  of  foot  arrives,  at  this 
juncture,  utterly  to  root  out  these  Rohbers;  and  now  the 
strangest  things  come  to  light.  For  who  should  this 
Jaromir  prove  to  be  but  poor  old  Borotin's  drowned  son; 
not  drowned,  but  stolen  and  bred  up  by  these  Outlaws ; 
the  brother,  therefore,  of  his  intended ;  a  most  truculent 
fellow,  who  fighting  for  his  life  unwittingly  kills  his  own 
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father,  and  drives  his  bride  to  poison  herself;  in  which 
wiae,  as  was  also  GUes  Scroggins'  case,  he  '  cannot  get 
married.*     The  reader  sees,  all  this  is  not  to  be  accom- 
pliahed  without  some  jarring  and  tumult.    In  fact,  there 
is  a  frightful  uproar  ever3rwhere  throughout  that  night ; 
robbers  dying,  musquetry  discharging,  women  shrieking, 
men  swearing,  and  the  Ahnfrau  herself  emerging  at  in- 
tervals, as  the  genius  of  the  whole  discord.     But  time 
and  hours  bring  relief,  as  they  always  do.     Jaromir  in 
the  long  run  likewise  succeeds  in  dying ;  whereupon  the 
whole  Borotin  lineage  having  gone  to  the  Devil,  the  An- 
cestress also  retires  thither, — at  least  makes  the  upper 
world  rid  of  her  presence ;  and  the  piece  ends  in  deep 
stillness.     Of  this  poor  Ancestress  we  shall  only  say 
farther :  Wherever  she  be,  requiescatf  requiescatf 

As  we  mentioned  above,  the  Fate  method  of  manufac- 
turing tragic  emotion  seems  to  have  yielded  Grillparzer 
himself  little  contentment;  for  after  this  Ahnfrau,  we 
hear  no  more  of  it.  His  Kmig  Ottokars  GUick  und  Ende 
(King  Ottocar's  Fortune  and  End)  is  a  much  more  inno- 
cent piece,  and  proceeds  in  quite  a  different  strain; 
aiming  to  subdue  us  not  by  old  women's  fables  of  Des« 
tiny,  but  by  the  accumulated  splendour  of  thrones  and 
principalities,  the  cruel  or  magnanimous  pride  of  Aus- 
trian Emperors  and  Bohemian  conquerors,  the  wit  of 
chivalrous  courtiers,  and  beautiful  but  shrewish  queens ; 
the  whole  set  off  by  a  proper  intermixture  of  coronation 
ceremonies,  Hungarian  dresses,  whiskered  halberdiers, 
alarms  of  battle,  and  the  pomp  and  circumstance  of  glo- 
rious war.  Iliere  is  even  some  attempt  at  delineating 
character  in  this  Play :  certain  of  the  dramatis  persona 
are  evidently  meant  to  differ  from  certain  others,  not  in 
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dress  «ttd  name  cmly^  but  m  na^uce  snd  node  «f  Mm^? 
BO  much  indeed  they  repeatedly  assert^  or  hint;  and  de 
then*  best  to  make  good»  —  unfortunately*  howercr^  «i& 
very  indifio^ent  success.     In  finct,  these  dnmuUtM  per^omm 
are  rubrics  and  titles  rather  than  persons;  for  nraal 
part,  mere  theatrical  automata,  with  only  a  meehaniGal 
existence.    The  truth  of  the  matter  is»  (kiUparEer  can^ 
not  communicate  a  poetic  life  to  any  character  or  object; 
and  in  this,  were  it  in  no  other  way,  he  evinces  the  in- 
trinsically prosaic  nature  of  his  talent.  These  peracmages 
of  his  have,  in  some  instances,  a  certain  degree  of  meta- 
physical truth;  that  is  to  say,  one  portion  of  dieir  stme* 
ture,  psycholo^cally  viewed,  corresponds  with  Uie  other; 
—  so  Car  all  is  well  enough :  but  to  unite  these  merely 
scientific  and  inanimate  qualities  into  a  living  man  is  work 
not  for  a  Playwright,  but  for  a  Dramatist.   Nevertheless, 
Kdnig  Ottokar  is  comparatively  a  harmless  tragedy.     It 
is  full  of  action,  striking  enough,  though  without  any 
discernible  coherence ;  and  with  so  much  both  of  flirting 
and  fighting,  with  so  many  weddings,  funerals,  proces- 
sions, encampments,  it  must  be,  we  should  think,  if  the 
tailor  and  decorationist  do  their  duty,  a  very  comfortable 
piece  to  see  acted;   especially  on  the  Vienna  boards, 
where  it  has  a  national  interest,  Rodolph  of  Hapsbuig 
being  a  main  personage  in  it. 

The  model  of  this  Ottokar  we  imagine  to  have  been 
Schiller's  Piccolomini;  a  poem  of  similar  materials  and 
object ;  but  difiering  from  it  as  a  living  rose  from  a  maai 
of  dead  rose-leaves,  or  even  of  broken  Italian  gumflowen. 
It  seems  as  though  Grillparzer  nan  noped  to  subdue  qb 
by  a  sufficient  multitude  of  wonderful  scenes  and  ctrcum- 
stances,  without  inquiring,  with  any  painfol  solidtiide, 
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whetlier  the  soul  and  meaning  of  them  were  presented  to 
us  at  not.     Herein  tmly,  we  believe,  lies  the  peculiar 
knaek  or  pla3rwright-m3rBter7  of  Ottokar:  that  ita  eflRect 
is  oidciilated  to  depend  chiefly  on  its  quantity ;  on  the 
mere  nnmber  of  astonishments,  and  joyful  or  deploral^e 
viventDres  there  brou^t  to  light ;  abundance  in  super- 
ficial contents  compensating  the  absence  of  callida  junc- 
tura.     Which  second  method  of  tragic  manu£Eu;ture  we 
hoLd  to  be  better  than  the  first,  but  still  far  from  good. 
At  the  same  time,  it  is  a  very  common  method,  both  in 
Tragedy  and  elsewhere;  nay,  we  hear  persons  whose 
trade  it  is  to  write  metre,  or  be  otherwise  '  imaginative,' 
professing  it  openly  as  the  best  they  know.     Do  not 
these  men  go  about  collecting  *  features ; '  ferreting  out 
strange  incidents,  murders,  duels,  ghost-apparitions,  over 
the  habitable  globe  ?     Of  which  features  and  incidents 
when  they  have  gathered  a  sufficient  stock,  what  more 
18  needed  than  that  they  be  ample  enough,  high-coloured 
enough,  though  huddled  into  any  case  (Novel,  Tragedy, 
or  Metrical  Romance)  that  will  hold  them  all  ?     Never- 
theless this  is  agglomeration,  not  creation ;  and  avails 
little  in  Literature.     Quantity,  it  is  a  certain  fiact,  will 
'wt  make  up  for  defect  of  quality ;  nor  are  the  gayest 
hnes  of  any  service,  unless  there  be  a  likeness  painted 
from  them.     Better  were  it  for  Kbnig  Ottokar  had  the 
story  been  twice  as  short,  and  twice  as  expressive.    For 
it  is  still  true,  as  in  Cervantes'  time,  nunca  lo  hueno  fui 
"•vci^.   What  avails  the  dram  of  brandy,  while  it  swims 
chemicaliy  united  with  its  barrel  of  wort  ?     Let  the  dis- 
tiller pass  it  and  repass  it  through  his  limbecs ;  for  it  is 
the  drops  of  pure  alcohol  that  we  want,  not  the  gallons 
^  water,  which  may  be  had  in  every  ditch. 
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On  the  whole,  however,  we  remember  Komg  Ottokar 
without  animosity ;  and  to  prove  that  (hillparzer,  if  he 
could  not  make  it  poetical,  mig^t  have  made  it  less  pro- 
saic, and  has  in  fiact  something  better  in  him  than  is  here 
manifested,  we  shall  quote  one  passage,  which  strikes  us 
as  really  rather  sweet  and  natural.  King  Ottokar  is  in 
the  last  of  his  fields,  no  prospect  before  him  but  death  or 
ci^tivity ;  and  soliloquizing  on  his  past  misdeeds : 

I  have  not  borne  me  wisely  in  thy  World, 

Thou  great,  all-judging  Qod !    Like  storm  and  tempest, 

I  traversed  thy  fair  garden,  wasting  it : 

*Tis  thine  to  waste,  for  thou  alone  canst  heal. 

Was  evil  not  my  aim,  yet  how  did  I, 

Poor  worm,  presume  to  ape  the  Lord  of  Worlds, 

And  thro'  the  Bad  seek  out  a  way  to  the  Good ! 

My  fellow  man,  sent  thither  for  his  joy, 

An  End,  a  Self,  within  thy  World  a  World,  — 

For  thou  hast  fashioned  him  a  marvellous  work. 

With  lofty  brow,  erect  in  look,  strange  sense. 

And  clothed  him  in  the  garment  of  thy  Beauty, 

And  wondrously  encircled  him  with  wonders ; 

He  hears,  and  sees,  and  feels,  has  pain  and  pleasure : 

He  takes  him  food,  and  cunning  powers  come  forth, 

And  work  and  work,  within  their  secret  chambers, 

And  build  him  up  hb  House :  no  royal  Palace 

Is  comparable  to  the  frame  of  Man  ! 

And  I  have  cast  them  forth  from  me  by  thousands, 

For  whims,  as  men  throw  rubbish  from  their  door. 

And  none  of  all  these  slain  but  had  a  Mother 

Who,  as  she  bore  him  in  sore  trai-ail. 

Had  clasped  him  fondly  to  her  fostering  breast ; 

A  Father  who  had  blessed  him  as  his  pride. 

And  nurturing,  watched  over  him  long  years : 
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If  he  bnt  hurt  the  skiD  upon  his  finger, 

There  would  they  run,  with  anxious  look,  to  bind  it, 

And  tend  it,  cheering  him,  until  it  healed ; 

And  it  was  but  a  finger,  the  skin  o*  the  finger ! 

And  I  have  trod  men  down  in  heaps  and  squadrons, 

For  the  stem  iron  opened  out  a  way 

To  their  warm  living  hearts.  —  O  God  ! 

Wilt  thou  go  into  judgment  with  me,  spare 

My  suffering  people.* 

Passages  of  this  sort,  scattered  here  and  there  over 
Grillparzer's   Plays,  and  evincing  at  least  an  amiable 
tenderness  of  natural  disposition,  make  us  regret  the 
more  to  condemn  him.     In  fact,  we  have  hopes  that  he 
is  not  bom  to  be  forever  a  Playwright.     A  true  though 
feeble  vein  of  poetic  talent  he  really  seems  to  possess ; 
and  such   purity  of  heart  as  may  yet,  with  assiduous 
study,  lead  him  into  his  proper  field.     For  we  do  reckon 
Him  a  concientious  man,  and  honest  lover  of  Art :  nay 
this  incessant  fluctuation  in  his  dramatic  schemes  is  it- 
self a  good  omen.     Besides  this  Ahnfrau  and  Ottokar, 
he  has  written  two  Dramas,  Sappho  and  Der  Goldene 
Vliess  (The  Golden  Fleece),  on  quite  another  principle ; 
aiming  apparently  at  some  Classic  model,  or  at  least 
at  some  French  reflex  of  such  a  model.     Sappho,  which 
we  are  sorry  to  learn  is  not  his  last  piece,  but  his  second, 
appears  to  us  very  considerably  the  most  faultless  pro- 
duction of  his  we  are  yet  acquainted  with.     There  is  a 
degree  of  grace  and  simplicity  in  it,  a  softness,  polish, 
and  general  good  taste,  little  to  be  expected  from  the 
Author  of  the  Ahnfrau :  if  he  cannot  bring  out  the  full 
tragic  meaning  of  Sappho's  situation,  he  contrives,  with 

*  ir^nig  Ottokar,  180-1. 
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lattdatts  deitofitfv  •to  vnoid  i^  <iduB^42kit  lies 
a  eiB^  fliep-af  ifc;  Mi  Dnina  k  vfeaik  -and  tUa,  but  kK 
nocent,  loreabie  r  ofty*  tiie  Uut  soene  stryces  na  «a  evot 
poetically  meritcnrkNis.  His  Ooldene  VUcbm  we  snapect 
to  be  of  fiunDttr  diaracter,  bat  have  not  yet  found  time 
and  patience  to  study  it.  We  repeat  oar  hope  of  onedsy 
meeting  Chrillparzer  in  a  more  honourable  calling  than 
this  of  Raywright,  or  even  fourth-rate  Dramatist ;  "v^ch 
titles,  as  was  said  above,  we  have  not  given  him  wfthoot 
regret;  and  shall  be  truly  glad  to  cancel  for  whatever 
better  one  he  may  yet  chance  to  merit. 

But  if  we  felt  a  certain  reluctance  in  classing  GriQ* 
pfurzer  among  die  Playwrights,  no  such  feeling  can  hare 
place  with  regard  to  the  second  name  on  our  list,  that  of 
Doctor  August  Klingemann.     Dr.  Klingemann  b  one  of 
the  most  indisputable  Playwrights  now  extant :  nay  so 
superlative  is  his  vigour  in  this  department,  we  mi^iit 
even  designate  him  the  Playwright.     His  manner  of  pro- 
ceeding is  quite  different  from   Grillparzer's ;   not  «. 
wavering  ever-changed  method,  or  combination  of  me* 
thods,  as  the  other's  was ;  but  a  fixed  principle  of  action, 
which  he  follows  with  unflinching  courage;  his  own 
mind  being,  to  all  appearance,  highly  satisfied  with  it. 
If  GrriUparzer  attempted  to  overpower  us,  now  by  the 
method  of  Fate,  now  by  that  of  pompous  action,  and 
grandiloquent  or  lachrymose  sentiment,  heaped  on  us  in 
too  rich  abundance,  Klingemann,  without  neglecting  any 
of  these  resources,  seems  to  place  his  chief  dependence 
on  a  surer  and  readier  stay  :  on  his  magazines  of  rosin* 
oil-paper,    vizards,    scarlet  drapery,    and    gunpowder. 
What  thunder  and  li^tning,  magic-lantern  traaspa- 
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\,  •^batk'i^btadB,  JrtJ^hbwoB;  tfnd  pMk  4iaakt  can 
do»^-<^isfac«edaBe4  Abimdmeebf ghm-Ayaitt  liad  di>pel 
aceneSyiiitfaexiioBttenqiefltiiousveatiKr;  to  «sf  nodihig 
of  b^tie-fields,  gleams  of  seoured  arms  ham  and  there 
m  the  wood,  mnd  eTen  oecasiozud  shots  heenl  m  the 
dietanee.     Then  there  are  such  scowls  and  malignant 
side-glancest  aahy  palenesses,  stampmgs  and  hysterics, 
as  might,  one  would  think,  wring  the  toughest  bosom 
into  drops  of  pity.     For  not  only  are  the  looks  and  ges- 
tures of  these  people  of  the  most  heart-rending  deserip- 
tion,  but  their  words  and  feelings  also  (for  Klingemann 
is  no  half-artist)  are  of  a  piece  with  them :  gorgeous  in- 
fiatkniB,  the   purest  innocence,  highest  magnanimity; 
godlike  sentiment  of  all  sorts;    everywhere  the  finest 
tragic  humour.     The  moral  too  is  genuine ;  there  is  the 
most  anxious  regard  to  virtue ;  indeed  a  distinct  patron* 
age  both  of  Providence  and  the  Devil.     In  this  manner, 
does  Dr.  Klingemann  compoimd  his  dramatic  electuaries, 
no  less  cunningly  than  Dr.  Kitchiner  did  his  '  peptic  per- 
suaders;'  and  truly  of  the  former  we  must  say,  that 
their  operation  is  nowise  unpleasant ;  nay,  to  our  shame 
he  it  spoken,  we  have  even  read  these  Plays  with  a  cer- 
tain degree  of  satisfaction ;  and  shall  declare  that  if  any 
man  wish  to  amuse  himself  irrationally,  here  is  the  ware 
for  his  money. 

Klingemann's  latest  dramatic  undertaking  is  Ahasuer; 
a  purely  original  invention,  on  which  he  seems  to  pique 
lumself  somewhat;  confessing  his  opinion  that,  now 
when  the  '  birth-pains '  are  over,  the  diaracter  of  Ahasuer 
may  possibly  do  good  service  in  many  a  future  drama. 
We  are  not  prophets,  or  sons  of  prq>het8 ;  so  shall  leave 
this  prediction  resting  on  its  own  baais.     Ahasuer^  the 
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reader  ynSL  be  interested  to  learn,  is  no  oth^  than  the 
Wandering  Jew  or  Shoemaker  oi  Jenisakin ;  conoeming 
whom  there  are  two  things  to  be  remarked.     The  fiist  is 
the  stnuoge  name  of  the  Shoemaker :  why  do  Klinge- 
mann  and  all  the  Germans  call  the  man  Ahasuer,  when 
his  authentic  Christian  name  is  John ;  Joannes  a  Tern- 
poribus  Christi,  or,  for  brevity's  sake,  simi^y  Jonnnes  a 
Temporibus  ?    This  should  be  looked  into.     Our  second 
remark  is  of  the  circumstance  that  no  Historian  or  Nar- 
rator, neither  Schiller,  Strada,  Thuanus,  Monro,  nor  Du- 
gald  Dalgetty,  makes  any  mention  ctf  Ahasuer's  having 
been  present  at  the  Battle  of  Liitzen.     Possibly  they 
thought  the  fact  too  notorious  to  need  menticm.     Here, 
at  all  events,  he  was ;  nay,  as  we  infer,  he  must  hai?e 
been  at  Waterloo  also ;  and  probably  at  Trafedgar,  thouf^ 
in  which  Fleet  is  not  so  clear ;  for  he  takes  a  hand  in  all 
great  battles  and  national  emergencies,  at  least  is  witness 
of  them,  being  bound  to  it  by  his  destiny.     Such  is  the 
peculiar  occupation  of  the  Wandering  Jew,  as  brought  to 
light  in  this  Tragedy:  his  other  specialities, — that  he 
cannot  lodge  above  three  nights  in  one  place ;  that  he  is 
of  a  melancholic  temperament ;  above  all,  that  he  cannot 
die,  not  by  hemp  or  steel,  or  Prussic-acid  itself,  but  must 
travel  on  till  the  general  consummation,  —  are  funiliar  to 
all  historical  readers.     Ahasuer's  task  at  this  Battle  ci 
Liitzen  seems  to  have  been  a  very  easy  one :  simply  to 
see  the  Lion  of  the  North  brought  down ;  not  by  a  can- 
non-shot, as  Lb  generally  believed,  but  by  the  traitorous 
pistol-bullet  of  one  Heinyn  von  Warth,  a  bigoted  Catho- 
Uc,  who  had  pretended  to  desert  from  the  Imperialists, 
that  he  might  find  scune  such  opportunity.     Unfortu- 
nately, Heinyn,  directly  after  this  feat,  falls  into  a  sleep- 
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less,   half-rabid  state;  comes  hoBie  to  Castle  Waith, 

In^tens  liis  poor  Wife  and  worthy  old  noodle  of  a 

Father ;  tiien  skulks  abont,  for  some  time,  now  praying, 

often^-  cursing  and  swearing ;  till  at  length  the  Swedes 

lay  hold  of  him  and  kill  him.     Ahasuer,  as  usual,  is  in 

at  the  death  :  in  the  interim,  however,  he  has  saved  Lady 

Heinyn  from  drowning,  though  as  good  as  poisoned  her 

with  the  look  of  his  strange  stony  eyes ;  and  now  his 

business  to  all  appearance  being  over,  he  signifies  ia 

strong  lanf^age  that  he  must  begone;  thereupon,  he 

'  steps  solemnly  into  the  wood ;  Wasabiurg  looks  after 

'  after  him  surprised :  the  rest  kneel  round  the  corpse ; 

'  the  Requiem  faintly  continues ; '  and  what  is  still  more 

surprising,  '  the  curtain  falls/     Such  is  the  simple  ac- 

^on  and  stem  catastrophe  of  this  Tragedy ;  concerning 

which  it  were  superfluous  for  us  to  speak  forther  in  the 

"Way  of  criticism.     We  shall  only  add  that  there  is  a 

dreadful  lithographic  print  in  it,  representing  '  Ludwig 

Devrient   as  Ahasuer;'   in  that  very  act  of  'stepping 

solemnly  into  the  wood ; '  and  uttering  these  final  words : 

'*  Ich  aber  wandle  wetter — wetter  —  wetter  /  "  We  have 

heard  of  Herr  Devrient  as  of  the  best  actor  in  Germany ; 

and  can  now  bear  testimony,  if  there  be  truth  in  this 

plate,  that  he  is  one  of  the  ablest-bodied  men.     A  most 

truculent,  rawboned  figure,  '  with  bare  legs  and  red 

leather  shoes;*   huge  black  beard;  eyes  turned  inside 

out ;  and  uttering  these  extraordinary  words  :  "  But  /  go 

on — on  —  on!" 

Now,  however,  we  must  give  a  glance  at  Klinge- 
mann's  odier  chief  performance  in  this  line,  the  Tragedy 
of  Faust,  Dr.  Klingemann  admits  that  the  subject  has 
been  often  treated ;  that  Goethe's  FoMst  in  particular  has 


*^Artmktii^ydtam^tif%maHseAe  momente)* z  but  the  bust- 
nm  hi  to  ^veit  kn  entire  dramatic  superficies,  to  make 
itaaiM^  dfwmtMke,  a  *  genuinely'  dramatic  tragedy. 
Sitting  out  iiidi.tA)i»  la«idable  intention.  Dr.  Klingemann 
has  produced  a  Faust,  which  differs  from  that  of  GK>ethe 
in  mort  than  one  purdcular.    The  hero  of  this  piece  is 
not  the  old  Faust,  doctor  in  philosophy ;  diiren  despe- 
rate by  the  uncertainty  of  human  knowledge :  but  plain 
John  Faust,  the  printer,  and  even  the  inventor  of  gun- 
powder ;  driven  desperate  by  his  ambitious  temper,  and 
a  total  deficiency  of  cash.     He  has  an  excellent  wife,  an 
excellent  blind  father,  both  of  whom  would  fedn  have  him 
be  peaceable,  and  work  at  his  trade ;  but  being  an  adept 
in  the  Uack  art,  he  determines  rather  to  relieve  himsdf 
in  that  way.     Accordingly,  he  proceeds  to  make  a  con- 
tract with  the  Devil,  on  what  we  should  consider  pretty 
advantageous  terms ;  the  Devil  being  boimd  to  serve  him 
in  the  most  effectual  manner,  and  Faust  at  libertv  to 
commit /bur  mortal  sins  before  any  hair  of  his  head  can 
harmed.     However,  as  will  be  seen,  the  Devil  proves 
Yorkshire;  and  Faust,  naturally  enough,  finds  himself 
quite  jockeyed  in  the  long-run. 

Another  characteristic  distinction  of  Klingemann  is 
his  manner  of  embodying  this  same  Evil  Principle,  when 
at  last  he  resolves  on  introducing  him  to  sight ;  for  all 
these  contracts  and  preliminary  matters  are  very  properly 
managed  behind  the  scenes ;  only  the  main  points  of 
the  transaction  being  indicated  to  the  spectator  by  some 
thunderclap,  cor  the  like.  Here  is  no  cold  mocking 
Mephietopheles ;  but  a  swaggering,  jovial.  West- India- 
looking  '  Stranger,'  with  a  rubicund,  indeed  quite  brick- 
cgloured  face,  which  Faust  at  first  mistakes  for  the  effect 


of  hard  drinking.  However,  itMf^  ^xmntlap^  ^kaktbe 
of  this  Stranger.,  that  always  <»  iHe  ^ft^iff^iotioBr  of  an^ 
religious  topic,  or  the  mention  of  any  Mcved  name*  he 
strikes  his  glass  down  on  the  tahle»  and  generaUj  breaks 
it. 

For   some   time,  after  his  grand  bargain,  Faust's 

affairs  go  on  triumphantly,  on  the  great  scale,  and  he 

seems  to   feel  pretty  comfortable.     But  the   Stranger 

shows  him    '  his  wife,'   Helena,  the  most  enchanting 

creature  in  the  world ;  and  the  most  cruel  hearted,  — 

for  notwithstanding  the  easy  temper  oi  her  husband, 

she  will  not  grant  Faust  the  smallest  encouragement, 

till  he  have  killed  Kathe,   his  own  living  helpmate, 

against   whom  he  entertains  no  manner  of  grudge. 

Nevertheless,  reflecting  that  he  has  a  stock  of  four  mor* 

tal  sins  to  draw  upon,  and  may  well  venture  one  for 

such  a  prize,  he  determines  on  killing  Kathe*    But  here 

matters  take  a  bad  turn :  for  having  poisoned  poor  Kathe 

he  discovers,  most  imexpectedly,  that  she  is  in  the  fiunily 

way ;  and  therefore  that  he  has  committed  not  one  sin  but 

two !     Nay,  before  the  interment  can  take  place,  he  is 

farther  reduced,  in  a  sort  of  accidental  self-defence,  to 

kill  his  fother ;  thus  accomplishing  his  third  mortal  sin ; 

with  which  third,  as  we  shall  presently  discover,  his 

whole  aUotment  is  exhausted,  a  fourth,  that  he  knew  not 

of  J  being  already  on  the  scbre  against  him !     From  this 

point,  it  cannot  surprise   us  that  bad  grows  worse  c 

catchpoles  are  out  in  pursuit  of  him,  '  black  masks ' 

dance  round  him  in  a  most  suspicious  manner,  the  brick- 

^ced  Stranger  seems  to  laugh  at  him,  and  Helena  will 

nowhere  make  her  appearance.    That  the  S3rmpathizuig 

reader  may  see  with  his  own  eyes  how  poor  Fiaust  is 
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beset  at  this  juncture,  we  shall  quote  a  scene  or  two. 
The  first  may,  propeiiy  enough,  be  that  of  those  '  black 
masks.' 

SCENE  SEVENTH.    A  lighted  HaU. 

{In  the  distance  is  heard  quick  dancing-music ,  Masks 
pass  from  time  to  time  over  the  Stage,  but  aU  dressed  in  blacky 
and  tvith  vizards  perfectly  close.  After  a  pame,  facst 
plunges  wildly  in,  with  a  full  goblet  in  his  hand.) 

FAUST  {rushing  stormfuUy  into  the  foreground). 
Ha !  Poison,  'stead  of  wine,  that  I  intoxicate  me ! 
Your  wine  makes  sober,  —  burning  fire  bring  us ! 
Off  with  your  drink  !  — and  blood  is  in  it  too ! 

{Shuddering,  he  dashes  the  goUetfram  his  hand.) 
My  fiither*8  blood,  —  I've  drunk  my  fill  of  that ! 

(  With  increasing  tumult,) 
Yet  curses  on  him !  ctirses,  that  he  begot  me ! 
Curse  on  my  mother's  bosom,  that  it  bore  me ! 
Curse  on  the  gossip  crone  that  stood  by  her. 
And  did  not  strangle  me,  at  my  first  scream  ! 
How  could  I  help  this  being  that  was  given  me? 
Accursed  art  thou,  Nature,  that  hast  mock'd  me! 
Accursed  I,  that  let  mvself  be  mock'd!  — 
And  thou,  strong  Being,  that  to  make  thee  sport, 
Enclosedst  the  fire-soul  in  thb  dungeon, 
That  so  despairing  it  might  strive  for  freedom  — 
Accur. .  .    {He  shrinks  terror-struck.) 

No,  not  the  fourth. . . .  the  blackest  sin ! 
No!  No! 

{In  the  excess  of  his  outbreaking  anguish,  he  hides  huface 
in  his  hands.) 

O,  I  am  altogether  wretched ! 
(  TTiree  black  Ma^s  come  towards  him. ) 

FIRST  MASK. 

Hey!  merry  friend! 
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tBCOHD  MASK. 

Hey!  merry  brother! 

THIRD  MASK  (  reUerottng  with  a  cutting  tone,) 

Merrv! 

PAU8T  (breakinj  out  in  wild  humour,  and  looking  round 
nmoftg  them,) 

Hey!  Merry,  then! 

FIRST  MASK. 

Will  anv  one  catch  flies? 

6KCOND  MASK. 

A  long  life  yet ;  to  midnig^ht  all  the  way ! 

THIRD  MASK. 

And  after  that,  such  pleasure  without  end ! 

(  Tfie  music  suddenly  ceases,  and  a  clock  strikes  thrice. ) 

FAUST  (astonished.) 
What  is  it  ? 

FIRST  MASK. 

Wants  a  quarter,  Sir,  of  twelve ! 

SECOND  MASK. 

Then  we  have  time! 

THIRD  MASK. 

Aye,  time  enough  for  jigging ! 

FIRST  MASK. 

And  not  till  midnight  comes  the  shot  to  pay ! 

FAUST  (shuddering,) 
What  want  yep 

FIRST  MASK  (closps  his  hand  abruptly,) 
Hey!  To  dance  a  step  with  thee! 

FAUST  (plucks  his  hand  back,) 
Off!  — Fire! ! 
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FIRST  MASK. 

Tu»h !    A  ftpark  or  so  of  brimstone ! 

SBCOITD  MASK, 

Art  dreaming,  brother  ? 

THIRD  MASK. 

Holla!  Music,  there! 
(  7%tf  music  begins  again  in  the  distance,) 
FIRST  MASK  {secrctly  laughing.) 
The  spleen  is  biting  him ! 

SECOND  MASK. 

Hark !  at  the  g;aUows, 
What  jovial  footing  of  it ! 

THIRD  MASK. 

Thither  must  1 !    (^E^tU,) 

FIRST  MASK. 

Below,  too !  down  in  Purgatory!  Hear  ye? 

SKCOKO  MASK. 

A  Stirring  there  f  'Tis  time,  then !  Hui,  your  servant ! 

FIRST  MASK  (jtO  FAUST.) 

Till  midnight ! 

(^Exeunt  both  Masks  hastily,) 

FAUST  (^clasping  his  brow,) 

Ha!  What  begirds  me  here? 

^Stepping  vehemenily /ortvard,) 
Down  with  your  masks !     (  Fiolent  knocking  without.) 

What  horrid  uproar  next ! 
Is  madness  coming  on  me  ?  — 

VOICE  {violently^  from  without,) 

Open,  in  the  king*s  name  I 

( Tlie  music  ceases.     Thumdetdap,) 
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FAUST  {aaggets  hack, ) 
I  have  a  heftvy  dream !  —  6«re  Uis  not  doomsday  ? 

TOioE  (jta  before,) 
Here  is  the  murderer !     Open !  Open,  then  I 

FArsT  (wipes  hk  brow,) 
Hap  agony  luunanned  me  ?  — 

SCENE  EIGHTH. 

BAILIFFS. 

Where  is  he  ?  where  ?  — 

From  these  merely  terrestrial  constables,  the  jovial 
Stranger  easily  delivers  Faust:  but  now  comes  the 
long-looked-for  Ute-h-t^te  with  Helena. 

SCENE  TWELFTH. 

(faust  leads  hblena  on  the  stage.  She  also  is  close- 
^fi^isked.     TTie  other  Masks  withdraw,) 

FAUST  {warm  and  glowing,) 
No  longer  strive,  proud  beauty ! 

HELENA. 

Ha,  wild  stormer ! 

FAUST. 

My  bosom  bums — ! 

HELENA. 

The  time  is  not  yet  come. — 

—  And  so  forth,  through  four  pages  of  flame  and  ice, 
till  at  last, 

FAUST  {insisting,) 
Off  with  the  mask,  then  ! 

VOL.  II.  E 
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HELENA  {Ml  toUder,) 

Hey !  the  msrriage-hour ! 

FAUST. 

Off  with  the  mask ! ! 

HELENA. 

'Tis  striking ! ! 

FAUST. 

One  kiss ! 

HELENA. 

Take  it ! ! 

(  Tlie  mask  and  head-dress  fall  from  her;  tmd  the  prhu 
at  him  from  a  death^s-head :  hud  thunder;  and  the  mmtk 
endsy  as  with  a  shriek,  in  dissonances,) 

FAUST  {staggers  back,) 
O  Horror !  —  Wo  ! 

HELENA. 

The  couch  is  ready,  there ! 
Come,  Bridegroom,  to  thy  fire-nuptials ! 

{She  sinks,  with  a  crashing  thwuderpeal,  into  the  ground, 
out  of  which  issue  fames,) 

All  t^  is  bad  enough ;  but  mere  child's-play  to  the 
'  Thirteenth  Scene,'  the  last  of  this  strange  erentful  his- 
tory :  with  some  parts  of  which  we  prc^pose  to  send  our 
readers  weeping  to  their  beds. 

SCENE  THIRTEENTH. 

(  7^  STBANOBK  hurls  FAUST,  whosefocc  is  deadlg-pek , 
hack  to  the  stage,  by  the  hair,) 

FAUST. 

Ha,  let  me  fly !  —  Come !  Come ! 
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STRANOKB  {wUh  wUd tktmdenng  tone.) 

'Tia  over  now ! 

FAUST. 

That  horrid  visage!  —  {throwing  himself^  in  a  tremor, 

on  the  STRANGE B*8  brcost,)    Thou  art  my  Friend ! 
Protect  me ! ! 

STRANGER  (Jaughing  aloud,) 
Ha!  ha!  ha! 


PAC/ST. 

O,  save  me ! ! 

STB  A  NO  SR  (^dutches  him  with  irresistible  force  ;  whirls 
him  rounds  so  that  faust's  /ace  is  towards  the  spectaiorsy 
whilst  his  own  is  turned  away  ;  and  thus  he  looks  at  him,  and 
bawls  with  thundering  voice :) 

'Tis  I!!  —  (a  clap  of  thunder,  faust,  u^h  ges- 
tures of  deepest  horror,  rushes  to  the  ground,  uttering  an 
inarticukUe  crjf.  The  other,  after  a  pause,  continues,  with 
cutting  coohtess  .•) 

Is  that  the  mighty  Hell-suhduer, 

That  threatened  me  f —  Ha,  mk  ! !  (jwith  highest  contempt,) 

Worm  of  the  dust ! 

I  had  reserved  thy  torment  for  —  myself!  !  — 

Descend  to  other  hands,  he  sport  for  slaves  — 

Thou  art  too  small  for  me ! ! 


FAUST  (jrises  erect,  and  seems  to  recover  his  strength,) 

Am  I  not  Faust  ? 

STRANGER. 

Thou,  no ! 

FAUST  (^rising  in  his  whole  vehemence,) 

Accursed !     Ha,  I  am  !    I  am  ! 
Down  at  my  feet !  —  I  am  thy  master ! 
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6TBAN0EB. 

No  more ! ! 

PAU8T  (jmidly.) 
More?    Ha!    My  Bargain?! 

STRANGER. 

Is  concladed ! ! 

FAUST. 

Three  mortal  sins.  — 

STRANGER. 

The  Fourth  too  is  committed ! 

FAUST. 

My  Wife,  my  Child,  and  my  old  Father's  blood  — ! 

STRANGER  (Jiolds  up  a  ParchmefU  to  him.) 
And  here  thy  otcn  !  — 

FAUST. 

That  b  my  covenant ! 

STRANGER. 

This  signature  —  was  thy  most  damning  sin  ! 

FAUST  (jaging,) 

Ha,  spirit  of  lies ! !  &c.  &c. 

•  ••••• 

STRANGER  (Jfi  highest  fury,) 

Down,  thou  accursed ! 

(He  drags  him  by  the  hair  towards  the  background;  at 
this  moment,  amid  violent  thunder  and  lightmng,  the  scene 
changes  into  a  horrid  tcildemess ;  in  the  background  of 
which  J  ayaummg  Chasm:  into  this  the  Devil  hurls  Fmtst; 
on  all  sides  Fire  rains  dotm,  so  that  the  whole  interior  of  the 
Cavern  seems  burning :  a  black  veil  descends  over  both,  so 
soon  as  Faust  is  got  under,) 


-.'N. 
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PAfST  {huzzaing  in  trild  defiance.) 
Ha,  down  !  Down  ! 

(  TTiundery  Ughtning,  and  fire.    Both  sink*     The  Curtain 

/alls.) 

On  considering  all  which  supernatural  transactions, 
the  bewildered  reader  has  no  theory  for  it,  except  that 
Faust  must,  in  Dr.  Cabanis's  phrase,  have  laboured  un- 
der '  obstructions  in  the  epigastric  region/  and  all  this 
of  the  Devil,  and  Helena,  and  so  much  murder  and  ca- 
rousing, have  been  nothing  but  a  waking  dream,  or 
other  atrabilious  phantasm ;  and  regrets  that  the  poor 
Printer  had  not  rather  applied  to  some  Abemethyon 
the  subject,  or  even,  by  one  sufficient  dose  of  Epsom- 
salt,  on  his  own  prescription,  put  an  end  to  the  whole 
niatter,  and  restored  himself  to  the  bosom  of  his  afflicted 
femily. 

Such,  then,  for  Dr.  Klingemann's  part,  is  his  method 
of  constructing  Tragedies  ;  to  which  method  it  may  per- 
haps be  objected  that  there  is  a  want  of  originality  in  it ; 
for  do  not  our  own  British  Playwrights  follow  precisely 
the  same  plan  ?   We  might  answer  that,  if  not  his  plan, 
at  least  his  in£nitel)b  superior  execution  of  it  must  dis- 
tinguish Klingemann:  but  we  rather  think  his  claim 
to  originality  rests  on  a  different  groimd  ;  on  the  ground, 
namely,    of  his  entire  contentment  with  himself  and 
with  this  his  dramaturgy ;  and  the  cool  heroism  with 
which,  on  all  occasions,  he  avows  that  contentment. 
Here  is  no  poor  cowering  underfoot  Playwright,  beg- 
ging the  public  for  God's  sake  not  to  give  him  the  whip- 
ping which  he  deserves ;  but  a  bold  perpendicular  Play- 
wright, avowing  himself  as  such ;  nay  mounted  on  the 
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top  of  his  joinery,  and  therefrom  exercising  a  sharp  cri- 
tical superintendence  over  the  German  Drama  generally. 
Klingemann,  we  imderstand,  has  lately  executed  a  thea- 
trical Tour,  as  Don  Quixote  did  various  Sallies ;  and 
thrown  stones  into  most  German  Playhouses,  and  at 
various  German  Playwriters;  of  which  we  have  seen 
only  his  assault  on  Tieck ;  a  feat  comparable  perhaps 
to  that  '  never-imagined  adventure  of  the  Windmills.' 
Fortune,  it  is  said,  favours  the  brave  ;  and  the  prayer 
of  Bums's  Kilmarnock  weaver  is  not  always  unheard  of 
Heaven.  In  conclusion,  we  congratulate  Dr.  Klinge- 
mann  on  his  Manager-dignity  in  the  Brunswick  Thea- 
tre ;  a  post  he  seems  made  for,  almost  as  Bardolph  was 
for  the  Eastcheap  waitership. 

But  now,  like  his  own  Ahasuer,  Doctor  Klingemann 
must '  go  on  —  on  —  on : '  for  another  and  greater  Doc- 
tor has  been  kept  too  long  waiting,  whose  Seven  beauti- 
ful Volumes  of  Dramatische  Werke  might  well  secure 
him  a  better  ftite.  Dr.  Mullner,  of  all  these  Play- 
wrights, is  the  best  known  in  England ;  some  of  his 
works  have  even,  we  believe,  been  translated  into  our 
language.  In  his  own  country,  kis  fame,  or  at  least 
notoriety,  is  also  supreme  over  all :  no  Playwright  of 
this  age  makes  such  a  noise  as  Mullner ;  nay,  many 
there  are  who  affirm  that  he  is  something  hx  better  than 
a  Playwright.  Critics  of  the  sixth  and  lower  magnitudes, 
in  every  comer  of  Germany,  have  put  the  question  a 
thousand  times :  Whether  Mullner  is  not  a  Poet  and 
Dramatist  ?  To  which  question,  as  the  higher  autho- 
rities maintain  an  obstinate  silence,  or,  if  much  pressed, 
reply  only  in  groans,  these  sixth-magnitude  men  have 
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been  oWged  to  make  answer  themselves  ;  and  they  have 
done  it  with  an  emphasis  and  vociferation  calculated  to 
dispel  all  remaining  doubts  in  the  minds  of  men.  In  MuU- 
ner's  mind,  at  least,  they  have  left  little  ;  a  conviction 
the  more  excusaUe,  as  the  playgoing  vulgar  seem  to  be 
almost  unanimous  in  sharing  it ;  and  thimders  of  ap- 
plause, nightly  through  so  many  theatres,  return  him 
loud  aodaim.     Such  renown  is  pleasant  food  for  the 
hungry  appetite  of  a  man,  and  naturally  he  rolls  it  as  a 
sweet  morsel  under  his  tongue :  but,  after  all,  it  can 
profit  him  but  little ;  nay,  many  times,  what  is  sugar  to 
the  taste  may  be  sugar-of-lead  when  it  is  swallowed. 
Better  were  it  for  MuUner,  we  think,  had  fainter  thun- 
ders of  applause,  and  from  fewer  theatres,  greeted  him. 
For  what   good  is  in  it,   even  were  there  no  evil? 
Though  a  thousand  caps  leap  into  the  air  at  his  name, 
his    own   stature  is   no  hairsbreadth  higher;   neither 
even  can  the  final  estimate  of  its  height  be  thereby  in 
the  smallest  degree  enlarged.     From  gainsayers  these 
greetings  provoke  only  a  stricter  scrutiny ;  the  matter 
comes  to  be  accurately  known  at  last ;  and  he  who  has 
been  treated  with  foolish  liberality  at  one  period*  must 
make  up  for  it  by  the  want  of  bare  necessaries  at  ano- 
ther.    No  one  will  deny  that  Milliner  is  a  person  of 
some  considerable  talent :  we  understand  he  is,  or  was 
once,  a  Lawyer;    and  can  believe  that  he  may  have 
acted,  and  talked,  and  written,  very  prettily  in  that  ca- 
pacity :  but  to  set  up  for  a  Poet  was  quite  a  different 
enterprise,  in  which  we  reckon  that  he  has  altogether 
mistaken  his  road,  and  that  these  mob-cheers  have  led 
him  fiarther  and  fiEurther  astray. 

Several  years  ago,  on  the  faith  of  very  earnest  re- 
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it  ^ms  ottr  lot  io  read  one  of  Dr.  Mufl- 
Ber's  Trtgedies»  ^e  AlhcmUserinn ;  witli  irliidi,  such  was 
its  effect  on  us,  we  could  willingly  enough  hare  tenm- 
nated  our  acquaintance  with  Dr.  MuBner.   A  palpafak 
imitation  of  SohSler's  Brcmt  von  Messina ;  without  any 
philosophy  or  feeling  that  was  not  either  perfectly  com- 
monplace or  perfectly  fialse,  often  hoth  the  one  and  the 
other ;  inflated,  indeed,  into  a  certain  hollow  bulk,  hot 
altogetiier  without  greatness ;  being  built  throughout  on 
mere  rant  and  clangor,  and  other  elements  of  the  most 
indubitable  Prose  :  such  a  work  could  not  but  be  satis- 
factory to  us  respecting  Dr.  MuUner's  genius  as  a  Poet ; 
and  time  being  precious,  and  the  world  wide  enough,  we 
had  privately  determined  that  we  and  Dr.  Mullner  were 
each  henceforth  to  pursue  his  own  course.  Nevertheless, 
so  considerable  has  been  the  progress  of  our  worthy  friend 
since  then,  both  at  home  and  abroad,  that  his  labours 
are  again  forced  on  our  notice  :  for  we  reckon  the  ex- 
istence of  a  true  Poet  in  any  coimtry  to  be  so  important 
a  fact,  that  even  the  slight  probability  of  such  is  worthy 
of  investigation.  Accordingly  we  have  again  perused  the 
Albanaserinn,  and  along  with  it,  faithfully  examined  the 
whole  Dramatic  Works  of  Milliner,  published  in  Seven 
Volumes,  on  beautiful  paper,  in  small  shape  and  every 
way  very  fit  for  handling.     The  whole  tragic  works,  we 
should  rather  say :  for  three  or  four  of  his  comic  per- 
formances sufficiently  contented  us ;  and  some  two  vo- 
lumes of  farces,  we  confess,  are  still  unread.  We  have 
also  carefully  gone  through,  and  with  much  less  diffi« 
oulty,  the  Prefaces,  Appendices,  and  other  prose  sheets, 
wherein  the  Author  exhibits  the  'fatalibeUi;*  defends 
himself  from  unjust  criticisms,  reports  just  ones,  or  him- 
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self  makes  »iich«  The  toils  of  tliifi  task  we  shaU  Bot 
magnify,  well  knowing  that  maa'slife  is  a  figfal  throagh^ 
out :  only  having  now  gatiiered  what  ligbt  is  to  be  had 
on  this  matter,  we  proceed  to  speak  forth  our  verdict 
thereon ;  fondly  hoping  that  we  ^mU  then  have  done 
with  it,  for  an  indefinite  period  of  time. 

Dr.  MuUner,  then,  we  must  take  liberty  to  believe, 
in  spite  of  all  that  has  been  said  or  sung  on  the  subject, 
is  no  Dramatist ;  has  never  written  a  Tragedy,  and  in  all 
human  probability  will  never  write  one.     Chrounds  for 
this  harsh,  negative  opinion,  did  the  burden  of  proof  lie 
diiefly  on  our  side,  we  might  state  in  extreme  abun- 
dance.    There  is  one  ground,  however,  which,  if  our 
observation  be  correct,  would  virtually  include  all  the 
Test.     Dr.  Milliner's  whole  soul  and  character,  to  the 
deepest  root  we  can  trace  of  it,  seems  prosaic,  not  poetical ; 
his  Dramas,  therefore,  like  whatever  else  he  produces, 
must  be  manufactured,  not  created ;  nay,  we  think  that 
his  principle  of  manufacture  is  itself  rather  a  poor  and 
secondhand  one.    Vain  were  it  for  any  reader  to  search 
m  these  Seven  Volumes  for  an  opinion  any  deeper  or 
clearer,  a  sentiment  any  finer  or  higher,  than  may  con- 
^^cniently  helong  to  the  commonest  practising  advocate : 
except  stil^g  heroics,  which  the   man   himself  half 
loiows  to  be  fiedse,  and  every  other  man  easily  waives 
^de,  there  is  nothing  here  to  disturb  the  quiescence 
either  of  heart  or  head.  This  man  is  a  Doctor  Utriusque 
Jitris,  most  probably  of  good  juristic  tcjent ;  and  nothing 
more  whatever.     His  language  t/oo,  all  accurately  mea- 
smed  into  feet,  and  good  current  Gkrman,  so  ftu:  as  a 
foreigner  may  judg?»  bears  similar  testimony.     Except 
the  rhyme  and  metre4t  e^hits  no  poetical  symptom : 

b2 
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witliout  being  Yerboee,  it  is  essentiany  meagre  and 
watery;  no  idiomatic  expressiTeness,  no  melody,  bo 
virtue  of  any  kind ;  the  commonest  vehicle  for  the  oom- 
monest  meaning.  Not  that  onr  Doctor  is  destitate  of 
metai^ora  and  other  rhetorical  furtherances ;  bat  tiiai 
these  also  are  of  the  most  trivial  character:  old  threadbare 
material,  scoured  up  into  a  state  of  shabby-gentility ; 
mostly  turning  on  '  light '  and  '  darimess ; '  '  fl&^ies 
through  douds/  '  fire  of  heart/  '  tempest  of  soul/  and 
the  like,  which  can  profit  no  man  or  woman.  In  short, 
we  must  repeat  it.  Dr.  MuUner  has  yet  to  show  that 
there  is  any  particle  of  poetic  metal  in  him ;  that  bis 
genius  is  other  than  a  sober  day-pit,  from  which  good 
bricks  may  be  made  ;  but  where,  to  look  for  gold  or  dxa* 
monds  were  sheer  waste  of  labour. 

When  we  think  of  our  own  Maturin  and  Sheridan 
Knowles,  and  the  gala-day  of  popularity  which   they 
also  once  enjoyed  with  us,  we  can  be  at  no  loss  for  the 
genus  under  which  Dr.  MuUner  is  to  be  included  in  cri- 
tical physiology.    Nevertheless,  in  marking  him  as  a 
distinct  Playwright,  we  are  bound  to  mention  diat  in 
general  intellectual  talent  he  shows  himself  very  consi- 
derably superior  to  his  two  Qerman  brethren.     He  has 
a  much  better  taste  than  Klingemann ;  rejecting  the  aid 
of  plush  and  gunpowder,  we  may  say  altogether;  is 
even  at  the  pains  to  rhyme  great  part  of  his  Tragedies ; 
and  on  the  whole,  writes  with  a  certain  care  and  de- 
corous composure,  to  which  the  Brunswick  Manago' 
seems  totally  indifferent.     Moreover,  he  appears  to  sur- 
pass Ghillparzer,  as  well  as  Klingemann,   in  a  certain 
force  both  of  judgment  and  passion ;  which  indeed  is  no 
very  mighty  affieur;    GriUparzer  being  naturally  but  a 
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treble-pipe  in  these  matters ;  and  Klingemann,  blowing 
tlirough  such  an  enonnous  coach-horn,  that  the  natural 
iMyte  goes  for  nothing,  becomes  a  mere  vibration  in  that 
aU-subduing  volume  of  soimd.     At  the  same  time,  it  is 
singular  enough  that  neither  GbiUparzer  nor  Klingemann 
should  be  nearly  so  tough  reading  as  Milliner ;  which, 
iiowever,  we  declare  to  be  the  hct.    As  to  Klingemann, 
he  is  even  an  amusing  artist ;  there  is  such  a  briskness 
and  heart  in  him ;    so  rich  is  he,  nay  so  exuberant  in 
riches,  so  full  of  explosions,  fire-flashes,  execrations,  and 
all  manner  of  catastrophes ;  and  then,  good  soid,  he  asks 
mo  attention  from  us,  knows  his  trade  better  than  to 
dream  of  asking  any.     Ghillparzer  again  is  a  sadder  and 
perhaps  a  wiser  companion;  longwinded  a  little,  but 
peaceable  and  soft-hearted :  his  melancholy,  even  when 
he  pules,  is  in  the  highest  degree  inoffensive,  and  we 
can  often  weep  a  tear  or  two /or  him,  if  not  with  him. 
But  of  all  Tragedians,  may  the  indulgent  Heavens  deliver 
US  from  any  fiuther  traffic  with  Dr.  Mrdlner !  This  is 
die  lukewarm,  which  we  could  wish  to  be  either  cold  or 
hot.     MQllner  will  not  keep  us  awake,  while  we  read 
him ;  yet  neither  will  he,  like  Klingemann,  let  us  fairly 
get  asleep.     Ever  and  anon,  it  is  as  if  we  came  into 
some  smooth  quiescent  coimtry ;  and  the  sold  flatters 
herself  that  here  at  last  she  may  be  allowed  to  fall  back 
on  her  cushions,  the  eyes  meanwhile,   like  two  safe 
postillions,  comfortably   conducting  her  through   that 
flat  region,  in  which  are  nothing  but  flax-crops  and  mile- 
stones ;  and  ever  and  anon  some  jolt  or  unexpected  noise 
fatally  disturbs  her ;  and  looking  out,  it  is  no  waterfall 
or  mountain  chasm,  but  only  the  villainous  highway,  and 
squalls  of  October  wind.     To  speak  without  figure.  Dr. 
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MuUiier  doee  seem  to  us  a  wngulariy  oppreame  writer ; 
and  perhape  for  this  ceuon :  that  he  hova:s  too  near  the 
teige  of  good  writing ;  ever  tempting  us  wi&  some  hope 
that  here  ia  a  touch  €i  Poetry ;  and  ever  dissaj^xuntiiig 
us  with  a  touch  of  pure  Prose.     A  stately  sentimetit 
OMnes  tramping  fordi  with  a  dank  that  sounds  poetic 
and  heroic :  we  start  in  breathless  expectation,  waiting 
to  reverence  the  heavenly  guest ;  and,  alas,  he  proves  to  be 
but  an  old  stager  dressed  in  new  buckram,  a  stager  wdl 
known  to  us,  nay,  often  a  stager  tiiat  has  already  beoi 
drummed  out  of  most  well-regulated  communities.     So 
b  it  ever  with  Dr.  Mullner :  no  feeling  can  be  traced 
much  deeper  in  him  than  the  tongue ;  or  perhi^  when 
we  search  more  strictly,  instead  of  an  ideal  of  beautj, 
we  shall  find  some  vague  aim  after  strength,  or  in  de- 
fect of  this,  after  mere  size.    And  yet  how  cunningly  be 
manages  the  counterfeit !  A  most  plausible,  fair-spoken, 
close-shaven  man :  a  man  whom  you  must  not,  for  de- 
cency's-sake,  throw  out  of  the  window ;  and  yet  you 
feel  that  being  palpably  a  Turk  in  grain,  his  intents  are 
wicked  and  not  charitable ! 

But  the  grand  question  with  regard  to  Milliner,  as 
with  regard  to  these  other  Playwrights,  is :  Where  lies 
his  peculiar  sleight  of  hand  in  this  craft  ?  Let  us  en- 
deavour, then,  to  find  out  lus  secret, — his  recipe  for 
play-making ;  and  communicate  the  same  for  behoof  of 
the  British  nation.  Mullner's  recipe  is  no  mysteriooa 
one  ;  floats,  indeed,  on  the  very  surface ;  might  even  be 
taught,  one  would  suppose,  on  a  few  trials,  to  the  hum- 
blest capacity.  Our  readers  may  perhs^  reooUect 
Zacharias  Werner,  and  some  short  allusion,  in  our  First 
Number,  to  a  highly  terrific  piece  of  his,  entitled  Th 
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Tioeftty-fawrth  &f  February.  A  more  detaikd  aoeotuii 
of  the  matter  may  be  foand  in  Madame  de  Stall's  AU€^ 
ma^ne ;  in  the  Chapter  which  treats  of  that  infktuated 
ZttcfaArias  generally.  It  is  a  story  of  a  Swiss  peasant 
and  bankrupt,  called  Kurt  Kuruh,  if  we  mistake  not ; 
and  of  his  wife,  and  a  rich  travelling  stranger,  lodged 
wi^  them  ;  which  latter  is,  in  the  night  of  the  Twenty- 
fourth  of  February,  wilfiiUy  and  feloniously  murdered 
by  the  two  former ;  and  proves  himself,  in  the  act  of 
dying,  to  be  their  own  only  son,  who  had  returned  home 
to  make  them  all  comfortable,  could  they  only  have  had 
a  little  more  patience.  But  the  foul  deed  is  already  ac- 
complished, with  a  rusty  knife  or  scythe ;  and  nothing 
of  course  remains  but  for  the  whole  batch  to  go  to  per- 
dition. For  it  was  written,  as  the  Arabs  say,  '  on  the 
iron  leaf:'  these  Kuruhs  are  doomed  men ;  old  Kuruh, 
the  grandfather,  had  committed  some  sin  or  other ;  for 
which,  like  the.  sons  of  Atreus,  his  descendants  are  'pro- 
secuted with  the  utmost  rigour : '  nay,  so  punctilious  is 
Destiny,  that  this  very  Twenty-fourth  of  February,  the 
day  when  that  old  sin  was  enacted,  is  still  a  fatal  day 
with  the  family;  and  this  very  knife  or  scythe,  the 
criminal  tool  on  that  former  occasion,  is  ever  the  instru- 
ment of  new  crime  and  punishment;  the  Kuruhs,  during 
all  that  half  century,  never  having  carried  it  to  the 
smithy  to  make  hobnails;  but  kept  it  hanging  on  a  peg, 
most  injudiciously  we  think,  almost  as  a  sort  of  bait 
«nd  bonus  to  Satan,  a  ready-made  fulcrum  for  whatever 
machinery  he  might  bring  to  bear  against  them.  This 
is  the  tragic  lesson  taught  in  Werner's  Twenty-fourth 
of  February;  and,  as  the  whole  dramatis  persona 
are  either  stuck  through  with  old  iron,  or  hanged  in 
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hemp,  it  ia  surely  taught  with  some  conaiderahk  em- 
phasis. 

Werner's  Flay  was  brought  out  at  Wdraar,  iu  1809; 
under  the  direction  or  permission,  as  he  brags,  of  the 
great  GK)ethe  himself;  and  seems  to  have  produced  no 
faint  impression  on  a  discerning  public.  It  is,  in  fisd, 
a  piece,  nowise  destitute  of  substance  and  a  certain 
coarse  vigour ;  and  if  any  one  has  so  obstinate  a  heart 
that  he  must  absolutely  stand  in  a  slaughter-house,  or 
within  wind  of  the  gallows  before  tears  will  come,  it  may 
have  a  very  comfortable  effect  on  him.  One  symptaui 
of  merit  it  must  be  admitted  to  exhibitt — an  adaptation 
to  the  general  taste ;  for  the  small  fibre  of  originality, 
which  exists  here,  has  already  shot  forth  into  a  whok 
wood  of  imitations.  We  understand  that  the  Fate-line 
is  now  quite  an  established  branch  of  dramatic  business 
in  G^ermany :  they  have  their  Fate-dramatists,  just  as  we 
have  our  gingham-weavers,  and  inkle-weavers.  Of  tiiis 
Fate-manufacture  we  have  already  se^i  one  sample  in 
Grillparzer's  Ahnfrau:  but  by  far  the  most  extensive 
Fate-manufacturer,  the  head  and  prince  of  all  Fate-dia- 
matists,  Lb  the  Doctor  Miillner  at  present  under  omsi- 
deration.  Miillner  deals  in  Fate  and  Fate  only ;  it  ii 
the  basis  and  staple  of  his  whole  tragedy-goods ;  cut  off 
this  one  principle,  you  annihilate  his  raw  material,  and 
he  can  manufacture  no  more. 

Miillner  acknowledges  his  obligations  to  Werner; 
but,  we  think,  not  half  warmly  enough.  Werner  was 
in  fact  the  making  of  him;  great  as  he  has  now  become, 
our  Doctor  is  nothing  but  a  mere  misletoe  growing  from 
that  poor  oak,  itself  already  half  dead ;  had  there  been 
no  Twenty-fourth  of  February,  there  were  then  no  7W«ii- 
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ty-nrnth  of  February,  no  Schuld,  no  Albanasermn,  most 
probably  no  Kbmg  Yngurd,  For  the  reader  is  to  ander- 
atand  that  Dr.  Mulhier,  ahready  a  middle-aged,  and  as 
yet  a  perfectly  imdramatic  man,  began  business  with  a 
direct  copy  of  this  TweiUy -fourth;  a  thing  proceeding  by 
Destiny,  and  ending  in  murder,  by  a  knife  or  scythe,  as 
in  the  Kuruh  case ;  with  one  improvement,  indeed,  that 
there  was  a  grinding*stone  introduced  into  the  scene,  and 
the  spectator  had  the  satisfaction  of  seeing  the  knife 
previously  whetted.  The  Author  too  was  honest  enough 
publicly  to  admit  his  imitation ;  for  he  named  this  Flay, 
the  Twenty-idnth  of  February ;  and,  in  his  Frehce,  gave 
thanks,  thou^  somewhat  reluctantly,  to  Werner,  as  to 
his  master  and  originator.  For  some  inscrutable  reason, 
tills  Twenty-Minth  was  not  sent  to  the  green-grocer,  but 
became  popular :  there  was  even  the  weakest  of  parodies 
written  on  it,  entitled  Eumemdes  Duster  (Eumenides 
Gloomy),  which  MuUner  has  reprinted ;  there  was  like- 
wise '  a  wish  expressed '  that  the  termination  might  be 
made  joyous,  not  grievous  ;  with  which  wish  also  the  in- 
defeitigable  wright  has  complied ;  and  so,  for  the  benefit 
of  weak  nerves,  we  have  the  Wahn  (Delusion),  which 
still  ends  in  tears,  but  glad  ones.  In  short,  our  Doctor 
has  a  peculiar  merit  with  this  Twenty-ninth  of  his  ;  for 
who  but  he  could  have  cut  a  second  and  a  third  face  on 
the  same  cherrystone,  said  cherrystone  having  first  to 
be  borrowed,  or  indeed  half-stolen  ? 

At  this  point,  however.  Dr.  Milliner  apparently  be- 
gan to  set  up  for  himself ;  and  ever  henceforth  he  en- 
deavours to  persuade  his  own  mind  and  ours  that  his 
debt  to  Werner  terminates  here.  Nevertheless  clear  it 
is  that  fresh  debt  was  every  day  contracting.     For  had 
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not  this  one  Wemerean  idea  taken  complete  hold  of  the 
Doctor's  mind  ;  so  that  he  was  quite  possessed  with  it, 
had»  we  mi^t  say,  no  other  tragic  idea  whatever  ?  That 
a  man,  on  a  certain  day  of  the  month,  shall  ML  into 
crime ;  for  which  an  invisible  Fate  shall  silently  parsue 
him ;  punishing  the  transgression,  most  probably  on  the 
same  day  of  the  month,   annually   (unless,  as  in  the 
Twenty-ninth,  it  be  leap  year,  and  Fate  in  this  may  be, 
to  a  certain  extent,  bilked)  ;  and  never  resting  till  the 
poor  wight  himself,  and  perhaps  his  last  decendant,  shall 
be  swept  away   with  the  besom  of  destruction :  such, 
more  or  less  disguised,  frequently  without  any  disguise^ 
is  the  tragic  essence,  the  vital  principle,  natural  or  gal- 
vanic we  are  not  deciding,  of  all  Dr.  MuUner's  Dramas. 
Hius,  in  that  everlasting  Twenty-ninth  of  February,  we 
have  the  principle  in  its  naked  state :  some  old  Wood* 
cutter  or  Forester  has  fedlen  into  deadly  sin  with  his 
wife's  sister,  long  ago,  on  that  intercalary  day ;  and  so 
his  whole  progeny  must,  wittingly  or  unwittingly,  pro- 
ceed in  incest  and  murder ;  the  day  of  the  catastrophe 
regularly  occurring,  every  fomr  years,  on  the  same  Twenty- 
ninth  ;  till  happily  the  whole  are  murdered,  and  there  is 
an  end.    So  likewise  in  the  Schuld  (Guilt),  a  much  more 
ambitious  performance,  we  have  exactly  the  same  doc- 
trine of  an  anniversary;  and  the  interest  once  more  turns 
on  that  delicate  business  of  murder  and  incest.     In  the 
Albanaserinn  (Fair  Albanese),  again,  which   may  have 
credit,  such  as  it  is,  of  being  MuUner's  best  Hay,  we 
find  the  Fate-theory  a  little  coloured ;  as  if  the  drug  had 
begun  to  disgust,  and  the  Doctor  would  hide  it  in  a 
spoonful  of  syrup :  it  is  a  dying  man's  curse  that  ope- 
rates on  the  criminal;    which  curse,  being  strengthened 
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by  a  sin  of  very  old  standing  in  the  ^Eunily  of  the  cursee, 
takes  singular  effect ;  the  parties  only  weathering  parri- 
cide, fratricide,  and  the  old  story  of  incest,  by  two  self- 
banishments,  and  two  very  decisive  self-murders.  Nay, 
it  seems  as  if  our  Doctor  positively  could  not  act  at 
all  without  this  Fate-panacea :  in  K'dnig  Yngurd,  we 
might  almost  think  that  he  had  made  such  an  attempt, 
and  found  tiiat  it  would  not  do.  This  Konig  Yngurd, 
an  imaginary  Peasant-King  of  Norway,  is  meant,  as  we 
are  kindly  informed,  to  present  us  with  some  adumbra- 
tion of  Napoleon  Boni^mrte ;  and  truly,  for  the  two  or 
three  first  Acts,  he  goes  along  with  no  small  gallantry, 
in  what  drill-sergeants  call  a  dashing  or  swashing  style; 
a  very  virtuous  kind  of  man,  and  as  bold  as  Ruy  Diaz 
or  the  Warwick  Mastiff:  when  suddenly  in  the  middle 
of  a  battle,  far  on  in  the  Play,  he  is  seized  with  some 
caprice,  or  whimsical  qualm  ;  retires  to  a  soHtary  place, 
among  rocks,  and  there  in  a  most  gratuitous  manner, 
delivers  himself  over,  viva  voce,  to  the  Devil ;  who  in- 
deed does  not  appear  personally  to  take  seisin  of  him, 
but  yet,  as  afterwards  comes  to  light,  has  with  great 
readiness  accepted  the  gift.  For  now  Yngurd  grows 
dreadfully  sulky  and  wicked,  does  little  henceforth  but 
bully  men  and  kill  them ;  till  at  length,  the  measure  of 
his  iniquities  being  full,  he  himself  is  bullied  and  killed ; 
and  the  Author,  carried  through  by  this  his  sovereign 
tragic  elixir,  contrary  to  expectation,  terminates  his  piece 
with  reasonable  comfort. 

This,  then,  is  Dr.  Mullner's  dramatic  mystery ;  this 
is  the  one  patent  hook  by  which  he  would  hang  his  clay 
tragedies  on  the  upper  spiritual  world ;  and  so  establish 
for  himself  a  free  communication,  almost  as  if  by  block- 
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and-tackle,  between  the  visible  Prose  Eertli  and  tlie  in- 
visible Poetic  Heaven.  The  greater  or  less  merit  of  tbu 
his  invention,  or  rather  in^provement,  for  Werner  is  ^tat 
real  patentee,  has  given  rise,  we  understand,  to  extenaivte 
argument.  The  small  deer  of  criticbm  seem  to  be  much 
divided  in  c^inion  on  this  point ;  and  the  higher  orders* 
as  we  have  stated,  declining  to  throw  any  light  whatever 
on  it,  the  subject  is  still  mooting  with  great  animatinn. 
For  our  own  share,  we  confess  that  we  incline  to  rank  it 
as  a  recipe  for  dramatic  tears,  a  shade  higher  tiian  tiie 
Page's  split  onion  in  the  Taming  of  the  Shrew.  Cmi^y 
hid  in  the  handkerchief,  this  onion  was  sufficient  for  tbe 
deception  of  Christopher  Sly ;  in  that  way  attaining-  its 
object;  which,  also,  the  Fate-invention  seems  to  have 
done  with  the  Christopher  Slys  of  G^ermany,  and  these 
not  one  but  many,  and  therefore  somewhat  harc^  to 
deceive.  To  this  onion- superiority  we  think  Dr.  M.  u 
fairly  entitled ;  and  with  this  it  were,  perhaps,  good  for 
him  that  he  remained  content. 

Dr.  Milliner's  Fate-scheme  has  been  attached  by  cer- 
tain of  his  traducers  on  the  score  of  its  hostility  to  the 
Christian  religion.  Languishing  indeed  should  we  reckon 
the  condition  of  the  Christian  religion  to  be,  could  Dr. 
Milliner's  play-joinery  produce  any  perceptible  effect 
on  it.  Nevertheless,  we  may  remark,  since  the  matter 
is  in  hand,  that  this  business  of  Fate  does  seem  to  us 
nowise  a  Christian  doctrine ;  not  even  a  Mahometan  or 
Heathen  one.  Hie  Fate  of  the  Greeks,  thou^  a  false, 
was  a  lofty  hypothesis,  and  harmonized  sufficiency  with 
the  whole  sensual  and  material  structure  of  their  tiieo- 
logy :  a  ground  of  deepest  black,  on  which  that  gorgeous 
phantasmagoria  was  fitly  enough  painted.    Besides,  with 
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tHem,  the  avenging  Power  dwelt,  at  least  in  its  visible 
manifestations,  among  the   high  places  of  the  earth; 
visiting  only  kingly  honses,  and  world  criminals,  from 
mrliom  it  might  be  supposed  the  world,  but  for  such  mira- 
culous interferences,  could  have  exacted  no  vengeance, 
or  found  no  protection  and  purification.    Never,  that  we 
recollect  of,  did  the  Erinnyes  become  mere  sherifF's- 
officers,  and  Fate  a  justice  of  the  peace,  haling  poor 
drudges  to  the  treadmill  for  robbery  of  henroosts,  or  scat- 
tering the  earth  with  steeltraps  to  keep  down  poaching. 
And  what  has  all  this  to  do  with  the  revealed  Providence 
of  these  days ;  that  power  whose  path  is  emphatically 
through  the  great  deep;  his  doings  and  plans  mani- 
fested, in  completeness,  not  by  the  year,  or  by  the  cen- 
tury, on  individuals  or  on  nations,  but  stretching  through 
Eternity,  and  over  the  infinitude  which  he  rules  and 
sustains? 

But  there  needs  no  recourse  to  theological  arguments 
for  judging  this  Fate-tenet  of  Dr.  Milliner's.  Its  value, 
as  a  dramatic  principle,  may  be  estimated,  it  seems  to 
us,  by  this  one  consideration :  that  in  these  days  no  per- 
son of  either  sex  in  the  slightest  degree  believes  it ;  that 
Dr.  Milliner  himself  does  not  believe  it.  We  are  not 
contending  that  fiction  should  become  fact,  or  that  no 
dramatic  incident  is  genuine,  imless  it  could  be  sworn 
to  before  a  jury ;  but  simply  that  fiction  should  not  be 
frdsehood  and  delirium.  How  shall  any  one,  in  the 
drama,  or  in  poetry  of  any  sort,  present  a  consistent 
philosophy  of  life,  which  is  the  soul  and  ultimate  essence 
of  all  poetry,  if  he  and  every  mortal  know  that  the  whole 
moral  basis  of  his  ideal  world  is  a  lie  ?  And  is  it  other 
than  a  lie  that  man's  life  is,  was,  or  could  be,  grounded 


92  MISCXLLAKU*. 

iud  thU  potdfegj^mg  principle  of  a  Fate  that  punoa 
woodcutten  and  cowherds  widi  miraculous  Tishatkmi, 
OB  stated  da3r8  of  the  montii  ?  Can  we,  with  any  proit, 
hold  tJie  mixTor  iip  to  Nature  in  this  wise  ?  When  ov 
mirror  is  no  minor,  but  only  as  it  were  a  nursery  sauce- 
pan, and  tiiat  long  since  grown  rusty  ? 

We  might  add,  were  it  of  any  moment  in  this  case, 
that  we  reckon  Dr.  Miillner's  tragic  knack  altogedier  in- 
sufficient for  a  still  more  comprehensive  reason ;  simplj 
for  the  reason  that  it  it  a  knack,  a  recipe,  or  secret  of 
the  craft,  which,  could  it  be  never  so  ezcdlent,  must  bj 
repeated  use  degenerate  into  a  mannerism,  and  thereSan 
into  a  nuisance.     But  herein  lies  the  diffiarence  b^ween 
creation  and  manufacture :  the  latter  has  its  manipnls^ 
tions,  its  secret  processes,  which  can  be  learned  bf 
apprenticeship ;  the  former  has  not.     For  in  poetry  we 
have  heard  of  no  secret  possessing  the  smallest  effectual 
virtue,  except  this  one  general  secret :  that  the  poet  be 
a  man  of  a  purer,  higher,  richer  nature  than  other  men; 
which  higher  nature  shall  itself,  after  earnest  inquiry, 
have  taught  him  the  proper  form  for  embodying  its  in- 
spirations, as  indeed  the  imperishable  beauty  of  dwse 
will  shine,  with  more  or  less  distinctness,  through  anj 
form  whatever. 

Had  Dr.  Mullner  any  visible  pretension  to  this  hut 
great  secret,  it  might  be  a  duty  to  dwell  longer  and 
more  gravely  oa  his  minor  ones,  however  false  and  poor. 
As  he  has  no  such  pretension,  it  i^pears  to  us  that  for 
the  present  we  may  take  our  leave.  To  give  any  faztber 
analysis  of  his  individual  dramas  would  be  an  easy  t»k, 
but  a  stupid  and  thankless  one.  A  Harrison's  watch, 
though  this  too  is  but  an  eartiily  machine,  may  be  takea 
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Muader  with  some  prospect  of  sdeiitific  Mhutage  \  bat 
who  would  spend  time  in  sciewmg  mad  imsoret»ing  the 
OKchanism  of  ten  pepper-miUs  ?  Neither  shall  ^Pe  oflfer 
any  extract,  as  a  specimen  of  the  diotion  and  sentiment 
that  reigns  in  these  dramas.  We  have  said  already  that 
it  is  iair,  well-ordered  stage-sentiment  this  ci  his ;  that 
the  diction  too  is  good,  well-scanned,  grammatical  dic- 
tion ;  no  £ault  to  be  found  with  either,  except  that  they 
pretend  to  be  poetry,  and  are  throughout  the  most  un- 
adulterated prose.  To  exhibit  this  hct  in  extracts  would 
be  a  vain  undertaking.  Not  the  few  sprigs  of  heath,  but 
the  thousand  acres  of  it,  characterize  the  wilderness. 
Let  any  one  who  covets  a  trim  heath-nosegay,  clutch  at 
random  into  Milliner's  Seven  Volumes :  for  ourselves, 
we  would  not  deal  farther  in  that  article. 

Besides  his  dramatic  labours.  Dr.  Mullner  is  known 

to  the  public  as  a  journalist.     For  some  considerable 

tiine,  he  has  edited  a  literary  Newspaper  of  his  own 

originating,  the  Mittemacht-Blatt  (Midnight  Paper) ; 

stray  leaves  of  which  we  occasionally  look  into.     In  this 

Jwt  capacity,  we  are  happy  to  observe,  he  shows  to  much 

BKure  advantage :  indeed,  the  journalistic  office  seems 

(pttte  natural  to  him ;   and  would  he  take  any  advice 

^tnn  us,  which  he  will  not,  here  were  the  arena  in 

which,  and  not  in  the  Fate-drama,  he  would  exclusively 

continue  to  fence,  for  his  bread  or  glory.     He  is  not 

without  a  vein  of  small  wit ;  a  certain  degree  of  drollery 

there  is,  of   grinning  half-risible,   half-impudent;   he 

W  a  fair  hand  at  the  feebler  sort  of  lampoon  ;  the  Ger- 

QMOi  Joe  Millers  also  seem  familiar  to  him,  and  his  skill 

ui  the  riddle  is  respectable :  so  that  altogether,  as  we 

^^,  he  makes  a  superior  figure  in  this  line,  which  in- 
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deed  is  but  despicaUy  oianaged  in  Grermany ;  and  bis 
Mittemacht'Blatt  is,  by  several  degrees,  the  most  read- 
able paper  of  its  kind  we  meet  with  in  that  conntry.  Not 
that  we,  in  the  abstract,  much  admire  Dr.  Milliner's 
newspaper  procedure ;  his  style  is  merdy  the  common 
tavem-styk,  fieaniHar  enough  in  our  own  periodical  lite- 
rature ;  riotous,  blustering,  with  some  tincture  of  bbdc- 
guardism ;  a  half-dishonest  style,  and  smells  consider- 
ably of  tobacco  and  spirituous  liquor.  Neither  do  we 
find  that  there  is  the  smallest  fraction  of  valuable  know- 
ledge or  opinion  communicated  in  the  Midni^t  Paper; 
indeed,  except  it  be  the  knowledge  and  ofinion  that  Dr. 
Milliner  is  a  great  dramatist,  and  that  all  who  i^resume 
to  think  otherwise  are  insufficient  members  of  society, 
we  cannot  charge  our  memory  with  having  gathered 
any  knowledge  from  it  whatever.  It  may  be,  too,  that 
Dr.  Mullner  is  not  perfecdy  original  in  his  journalis- 
tic manner :  we  have  sometimes  fdt  as  if  his  light  were, 
to  a  certain  extent,  a  borrowed  one ;  a  rushlight  kindled 
at  the  great  pitch  link  of  our  own  Blackwood's  Maga* 
sine.  But  on  this  point  we  cannot  take  upon  us  to  de- 
cide. 

One  of  Millhier's  regular  journalistic  articles  b  tiie 
Kriegsseitung,  or  War-intdligence,  of  all  the  paper-bat- 
tles, feuds,  defiances,  and  private  assassinations,  chiefly 
dramatic,  which  occur  in  the  more  distracted  portion  of 
the  Oerman  Literary  Republic.  Tbds  Kriegsseihrng  Dr. 
Mullner  evidently  writes  witii  great  gusto,  in  a  livdj 
braggadocio  manner,  especially  when  touching  on  lus 
own  exploits ;  yet  to  us,  it  is  fiar  the  most  melancholy 
part  of  the  Mittemacht'Blatt.  Alas,  this  is  not  what 
we  search  for  in  a  German  newspaper ;  how  '  Herr  Sap- 
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phir/  or  Herr  Carbuncle,  or  so  many  other  Herren  Dou- 
sterswivel,  are  all  busily  molesting  one  another !   We 
ourselves  are  pacific  men ;  make  a  point  '  to  shun  dis- 
crepant circles  rather  than  seek  them : '  and  how  sad  is 
it  to  hear  of  so  many  illustrious-obscure  persons  living  in 
fordgn  parts,  and  hear  only,  what  was  well  known  with- 
out hearing,  that  they  also  are  instinct  with  the  spirit  of 
Satan !     For  what  is  the  bone  that  these  Journalists,  in 
Berlin  and  elsewhere,  are  worrying  over ;  what  is  the  ul- 
timate purpoee  of  all  this  barking  and  snarling  ?     Sheer 
love  of  fight,  you  would  say  ;  simply  to  make  one  ano- 
ther's life  a  little  bitterer ;  as  if  Fate  had  not  been  cross 
enough  to  the  happiest  of  them.     Were  there  any  per- 
ceptible subject  of  dispute,  any  doctrine  to  advocate, 
^en  a  false  one,  it  would  be  something ;   but  so  far  as 
we  can  discover,  whether  from  Sapphire  and  Company, 
or  the  *  Nabob  of  Weissenfels '  (our  own  worthy  Doc- 
tor), there  is  none.  And  is  this  their  appointed  function  ? 
Are  Editors  scattered  over  the  country,  and  supplied 
^th  victuals  and  fuel,  purely  to  bite  one  another  ?  Cer- 
tainly not.    But  these  Journalists,  we  think,  are  like 
^  Academician's  colony  of  spiders.     This  French  vir- 
tuoso had  found  that  cobwebs  were  worth  something,  that 
they  could  even  be  woven  into  silk  stockings :  where- 
i^>on,  he  exhibits  a  very  handsome  pair  of  cobweb  hose 
to  the  Academy,  is  encouraged  to  proceed  with  the 
manufacture ;  and  so  collects  some  half-bushel  of  spi- 
ders, and  puts  them  down  in  a  spacious  loft,  with  every 
convenience  for  making  silk.     But  will  the  vicious  crea- 
tures spin  a  thread  ?     In  i^aoe  of  it,  they  take  to  fight- 
ing with  their  whole  vigour,  in  contempt  of  the  poor 
Academician's  utmost  exertions  to  part  them ;  and  end 
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not,  tin  there  ia  simply  one  fijnder  left  living,  and  not  a 
shred  of  cobweb  woven,  or  thenceforth  to  be  expected ! 
Could  the  weavers  of  paragraphs,  like  these  of  the  cob- 
web, fairly  exterminate  and  silence  one  another,  it  would 
perhaps  be  a  little  more  suj^rtable.     But  an  £<iitor  i» 
made  of  sterner  stuff.     In  general  cases,  indeed,  when 
the  brains  are  out,  the  man  will  die :  but  it  is  a  weO 
known  fact  in  Joumalistics,  that  a  man  may  not  only 
live,  but  support  wife  and  children  by  his  labours,  io 
this  line,  years  after  the  brain  (if  there  ever  was  any) 
has  been  completely  abstracted,  or  reduced  by  time  and 
hard  usage  into  a  state  of  dry  powder.    What  then  is 
to  be  done  ?     Is  there  no  end  to  this  brawling ;   and 
will  the  unprofitable  noise  endure  for  ever?    By  way  of 
palliative,  we  have  sometimes  imagined  tiiat  a  Congress 
of  all  Oerman  Editors  might  be  appointed,  by  procla- 
mation, in  some  central  spot,  say  the  Numberg  Market- 
place, if  it  would  hold  them  all :  here  we  would  humbly 
suggest  that  the  whole  Joumalistik  might  assemUe  (m 
a  given  day,  and  under  the  eye  of  proper  marshals,  suffi- 
ciently and  satisfeustorily  horsewhip  one  another,  simul- 
taneously,  each  his  neighbour,  till  the  very  toughest 
had  enough  both  of  whipping  and  of  being  whipped. 
In  this  way,  it  seems  probable,  little  or  no  injustice 
would  be  done ;  and  each  Journalist,  cleared  of  gall,  for 
several  months,  might  return  home  in  a  more  composed 
firame  of  mind,  and  betake  himself  with  new  alacrity 
to  the  real  duties  of  his  office. 

But,  enough !  enough* !  The  humour  of  these  men 
may  be  infectious :  it  is  not  good  for  us  to  be  here. 
Wandering  over  the  Elysian  Fields  of  Oerman  Litera- 
ture, not  watching  the  gloomy  discords  of  its  Tartarus, 
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is  what  we  wish  to  be  employed  in.     Let  the  iron  gate 
again  c^ose,  and  shut  in  the  pallid  kingdoms  from  view  : 
we  gladly  revisit  the  upper  air.     Not  in  despite  towards 
the  German  nation,  which  we  love  honestly,  have  we 
spoken  thus   of  these  its  Playwrights  and  Journalists. 
Alas,  when  we  look  around  us  at  home,  we  feel  too  well 
that  the  Germans  might  say  to  us :  Neighbom*,  sweep 
thy  own  floor  !    Neither  is  it  with  any  hope  of  bettering 
the  existence  of  these  three  individual  Poetasters,  still 
less  with  the  smallest  shadow  of  wish  to  make  it  more 
miserable,  that  we  have  spoken.     After  all,  there  must 
be  Playwrights,  as  we  have  said ;  and  these  are  among 
the  best  of  the  class.     So  long  as  it  pleases  them  to  ma- 
nufacture in  this  line,  and  any  body  of  German  Thebans 
to  pay  them  in  groschen  or  plaudits,  for  their  ware,  let 
hoth  parties  persist  in  so  doing,  and  fair  befall  them  ! 
But  the  duty  of  Foreign  Reviewers  is  of  a  twofold  sort. 
For  not  only  are  we  stationed  on  the  coast  of  the  coun- 
try, as  watchers  and  spials,  to  report  whatsoever  remark- 
able thing  becomes  visible  in  the  distance ;  but  we  stand 
there  also  as  a  sort  of  Tide-waiters  and  Prevent! ve-str- 
vice-men,  to  contend,  with  our  utmost  vigour,  that  no 
improper  article  be  landed.     These  offices,   it  would 
seem,  as  in  the  material  world,  so  also  in  the  literary 
and  spiritual,  usually  fall  to  the  lot  of  aged,  invalided, 
impoverished,  or  otherwise  decayed  persons ;   but  that 
is  little  to  the  matter.     As  true  British  subjects,  with 
I'eady  wiU,  though  it  may  be,  with  our  last  strength,  we 
are  here  to  discharge  that  double  duty.     Movements, 
we  observe,  are  making  along  the  beach,  and  signals 
out  seawards,  as  if  these  Klingemanns  and  Milliners 
were  to  be  landed  on  our  soil :  but  through  the  strength 

VOL.    II.  p 


9S  MISCELLANIES. 

of  heaven  this  shall  not  be  done,  till  the  '  most  think- 
ing people '  know  what  it  is  that  is  landing.  For  die 
rest,  if  any  one  wishes  to  import  that  sort  of  produce, 
and  finds  it  nourishing  for  his  inward  man,  let  him  do 
aOf  and  welcome.  Only  let  him  understand  that  it  is 
not  German  Literature  he  is  swallowing,  but  the  froth 
and  scum  of  German  Literature  ;  which  scum,  if  he  will 
only  wait,  we  can  farther  promise  him  that  he  may,  ere 
long,  enjoy  in  the  new,  and  perhaps  cheaper,  form  ci 
sediment.     And  so  let  every  one  be  active  for  himself : 

Noch  ist  es  Tag^  da  rUhre  sich  der  Mamiy 
Die  Nacht  tritt «»,  tvo  niemand  mrken  kann. 
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Cox7i.D  ambition  always  choose  its  own  path,  and  were 
will  in  human  undertakings  synonymous  with  faculty, 
all    truly  ambitious    men  would  be    men  of  letters. 
Certainly,  if  we  examine  that  love  of  power,  which 
enters  so  largely  into  most  practical  calculations,  nay, 
which  our  Utilitarian  friends  have  recognised  as  the 
sole  end  and  origin,  both  motive  and  reward,  of  all 
earthly  enterprizes,  animating  alike  the  philanthropist, 
the  conqueror,  the  money-changer,  and  the  missionary, 
we  shall  find  that  all  other  arenas  of  ambition,  com- 
pared with  this  rich  and  boundless  one  of  Literature, 
meaning  thereby  whatever  respects  the  promulgation  of 
lliought,  are  poor,  limited  and  ineffectual.     For  dull, 
unrefiective,   merely  instinctive  as   the   ordinary  man 
may  seem,  he  has  nevertheless,  as  a  quite  indispensable 

*  FoasiON  RiVTBW,  No.  6. — MSmoirei  tur  Voltaire^  et  tur  tet 
Omvraf^etf  par  lAmgehamp  et  Wagnihrty  net  Secriiairet;  iuivit  de 
divera  Berii$  Mdit$  de  la  MarquUe  du  ChdteMt  du  Prfyideni 
HSnaultf  Sfc,  tone  relat{ftd  Voltaire,  (Memoirs  concerning  Vol- 
taire and  his  works,  by  Longchamp  and  Wagni^re,  hu  Secretaries ; 
with  various  unpablished  pieces  by  the  Marquise  du  CbAtelet,  &c., 
an  relating  to  Voltaire.)    2  Tomes.     Faris,  1826. 
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appendage,  a  head  that  m  some  d^ree  considers  and 
computes ;  a  lamp  or  rushlight  of  understanding  has 
been  given  him,  which,  through  whatever  dim,  besmdked, 
and  strangely  difiractive  media  it  may  shine,  is  the 
ultimate  guiding  light  of  his  whole  path :  and  here  as 
well  as  there,  now  as  at  all  times  in  man's  historT, 
Opinion  rules  the  world. 

Curious  it  is,  moreover,  to  consider  in  this  respect, 
how  different  appearance  is  from  reality,  and  under 
what  singular  shape  and  circumstances  the  truly  most 
important  man  of  any  given  period  might  be  found. 
Could  some  Asmodeus,  by  simply  waving  his  arm,  open 
asunder  the  meaning  of  the  Present,  even  so  fiof  as  the 
Future  will  disclose  it,  what  a  much  more  marveDous 
sight  should  we  have,  than  that  mere  bodily  one  through 
the  roofs  of  Madrid!  For  we  know  not  what  we 
are,  any  more  than  what  we  shall  be.  It  is  a  high, 
solemn,  almost  awful  thought  for  every  individual  man, 
that  his  earthly  influence,  which  has  had  a  commence- 
ment, will  never  through  all  ages,  were  he  the  voy 
meanest  of  us,  have  an  end !  What  is  done  is  done ; 
has  already  blended  itself  with  the  boundless,  ever- 
living,  ever- working  Universe,  and  will  also  work  there, 
for  good  or  for  evil,  openly  or  secretly,  throughout  all 
time.  But  the  life  of  every  man  is  as  the  wellspring  of 
a  stream,  whose  small  beginnings  are  indeed  plain  to  aH 
but  whose  ulterior  course  and  destination,  as  it  winds 
through  the  expanses  of  infinite  years,  only  the  Omni- 
scient can  discern.  Will  it  mingle  with  neighbouring 
rivulets,  as  a  tributary ;  or  receive  them  as  their  sove- 
reign ?  Is  it  to  be  a  nameless  brook,  and  will  its  tiny 
waters,  among  millions  of  other  brooks  and  rills,  in* 
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crease  the  current;  of  some  world-river  ?  Or  is  it  to  be 
itself  a  Rhene  or  Danaw,  whose  goings  forth  are  to  the 
uttermost  lands,  its  flood  an  everlasting  boundary-line 
on  the  globe  itself,  the  bulwark  and  highway  of  whole 
kingdoms  and  continents  ?  We  know  not;  only  in  either 
case,  we  know^,  its  path  is  to  the  great  ocean;  its  waters, 
were  they  but  a  handful,  are  here,  and  cannot  be  anni- 
hilated or  permanently  held  back. 

As  little  can  we  prognosticate,  with  any  certainty,  the 
future  influences  from  the  present  aspects  of  an  indivi- 
dual.    How  many  Demagogues,  Croesuses,  Cimquerors 
fin  their  own  age  with  joy  or  terror,  with  a  tumult  that 
promises  to  be  perennial ;  and  in  the  next  age  die  away 
into  insignificance  and  obhvion !     These  are  the  forests 
of  gourds,  that  overtop  the  infant  cedars  and  aloe-trees, 
but,  like  the  Prophet's  gourd,  wither  on  the  third  day. 
What  was  it  to  the  Pharoahs  of  Egypt,  in  that  old  era, 
if  Jethro  the  Midianitish  priest  and  grazier  accepted  the 
Hebrew  outlaw  as  his  herdsman?     Yet  the  Pharaohs, 
with  all  their  chariots  of  war,  are  biuied  deep  in  the 
^"^recks  of  time ;  and  that  Moses  still  lives,  not  among 
lus  own  tribe  only,  but  in  the  hearts  and  daily  business 
of  all  civilized  nations.     Or  figure   Mahomet,  in  his 
youthful  years,  '  travelling  to  the  horse-fairs  of  Syria ! ' 
^^Jt  to  take  an  infinitely  higher  instance  :  who  has  ever 
forgotten  those  lines  of  Tacitus;  inserted  as  a  small, 
transitory,  altogether  trifling  circumstance  in  the  history 
^  such  a  potentate  as  Nero?     To  us  it  is  the  most 
earnest,  sad,  and  sternly  significant  passage  that  we 
know  to  exist  in  writing :  Ergo  abolendo  rumori  Nero 
^ubdidit  reos,  et   qtumHasimis  pcenis  affecit,  quos  per 
pigitia  invisos,  vulgua  Christianos  appellabai,     Auctor 
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nominis  epu  Ch&I8tu8»   qm,   Tibtrio   hmperitmmie^  pa- 
Procuratorem  Pantium  Pilatum  supplicio  t^fectus  ermi. 
Repressaque  tn  prtssens  exitutbilis  supersiitio  rmrsvs  erwm- 
pebat,  non  modo  per  JutUeam  origimem  epu  wudi,  ted  pa- 
urbem  etiam,  quo  amcta   rnndique  atrocia   out  pmdemdM 
confluunt,  ceMranturque.     '  So,  for  the  quieting  of  this 
'  rumour,'*^  Nero  judicially  charged  witii  the  crime,  aad 
*  punished  with  most  studied  severities,  that  dass,  hated 
'  for  their  general  wickedness,  whom  the  vulgar  call 
'  Christians.  The  originator  of  that  name  was  one  Ciriti, 
'  who,  in  the  reign  of  Tiberius,  suffered  death  by  sen- 
'  tence  of  the  Procurator,  Pdntius  Pilate.     The  banefnl 
'  superstition,  thereby  repressed  for  the  time,  again  broke 
'  out,  not  only  over  Judea,  the  native  scnl  of  that  mis- 
'  chief,  but  in  the  City  also,  where  fix>m  every  side  all 
'  atrocious  and  abominable  things  collect  and  flourish.' t 
Tacitus  was  the  wisest,  most  penetrating  man  ci  his 
generation ;  and  to  such  depth,  and  no  deeper,  has  he 
seen  into  this  transaction,  the  most  important  thaX  has 
occiurred  or  can  occur  in  the  annab  of  mankind. 

Nor  is  it  only  to  those  primitive  ages,  when  rdigions 
took  their  rise,  and  a  man  of  pure  and  high  mind  ap- 
peared not  merely  as  a  teacher  and  philosopher,  but  as 
a  priest  and  prophet,  that  our  observation  applies.  The 
same  uncertainty,  in  estimating  present  things  and  men, 
holds  more  or  less  in  all  times ;  for  in  all  times,  even  in 
those  which  seem  most  trivial,  and  open  to  research, 
human  society  rests  on  inscrutably  deep  foundations; 
which  he  is  of  all  others  the  most  mistaken,  who  £uicies 
he  has  explored  to  the  bottcnn.  Neither  is  that  sequence, 

*  Of  his  haYing  set  fire  to  Rome, 
t  Tacit.  Amial.  xy.  44. 
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Trbich  we  love  to  speak  of  as  '  a  chain  of  causes/  pro- 
perly to  be  figured  as  a  '  chain/  or  line,  but  rather  as  a 
tissue,  or  superfices  of  innumerable  lines,  extending  in 
breadth  as  well  as  in  length,  and  with  a  complexity, 
^which  will  foil  and  utterly  bewilder  the  most  assiduous 
computation.  In  fact,  the  wisest  of  us  must,  for  by  far 
the  most  part,  judge  like  the  simplest ;  estimate  import- 
ance by  mere  magnitude,  and  expect  that  what  strongly 
affects  our  own  generation,  will  strongly  aiiect  those 
that  are  to  follow.  In  this  way  it  is  that  Conquerors 
and  political  Revolutionists  come  to  figure  as  so  mighty 
in  their  influences;  whereas  truly  there  is  no  class  of 
persons  creating  such  an  uproar  in  the  world,  who  in 
the  long  run  produce  so  very  slight  an  impression  on 
its  afl^rs.  When  Tamerlane  had  finished  building  his 
pyramid  of  seventy  thousand  human  skulls,  and  was 
seen  '  standing  at  the  gate  of  Damascus,  glittering  in 
steel,  with  his  battle-axe  on  his  shoulder,'  till  his  fierce 
hosts  filed  out  to  new  victories  and  new  carnage,  the 
pale  onlooker  might  have  fancied  that  Nature  was  in  her 
death-throes ;  for  havoc  and  despair  had  taken  posses- 
sion of  the  earth,  the  sun  of  manhood  seemed  setting  in 
seas  of  blood.  Yet,  it  might  be,  on  that  very  gala-day 
of  Tamerlane,  a  little  boy  was  playing  ninepins  on  the 
streets  of  Mentz,  whose  history  was  more  important  to 
men  than  that  of  twenty  Tamerlanes.  The  Tartar  Khan, 
with  his  shaggy  demons  of  the  wilderness,  *  passed  away 
like  a  whirlwind'  to  be  forgotten  for  ever;  and  that 
German  artisan  has  wrought  a  benefit,  which  is  yet 
immeasurably  expanding  itself,  and  will  continue  tu 
expand  itself  through  all  countries  and  through  all 
times.  What  are  the  conquests  and  expeditions  of  the 
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idioiie  coqMration  of  captains,  from  Walter  tiie  Pemultti 
to  Napoleon  Bonaparte,  compered  widi  thcat  *  morabk 
types'  of  Johannes  Faust?    Tnilj.  it  is  a  morlifying 
thing  for  your  ConquercMr  to  reflect,  how  perbkahle  is 
the  metal  which  he  hammers  witii  such  Tiolenoe :  bow 
the  kind  earth  will  80<m  shroad  up  his  bloody  footprints; 
and  all  that  he  achiered  and  skilfully  piled  together  wS 
be  but  like  his  own  '  canyas  city '  of  a  camp, —  this 
evening  loud  with  life,  to-morrow  all  struck  and  va- 
nished, 'a  few  earth-pits  and  heaps  of  straw!'     For 
here,  as  always,  it  continues  true,  that  the  deepest  force 
is  the  stillest ;  that,  as  in  the  Fable,  the  mild  shining  of 
the  sun  shall  silently  acoom]dish  what  the  fierce  bluster- 
ing of  the  tempest  has  in  vain  essayed.     Above  all,  it  is 
ever  to  be  kept  in  mind,  that  not  by  material,  but  by 
moral  power,  are  men  and  their  actions  governed.    How 
noiseless  is  thought !     No  rolling  of  drums,  no  tramp  of 
squadrons,  or  immeasurable  tumult  of  baggage- waggons, 
attends  its  movements :  in  what  obscure  and  sequestered 
places  may  the  head  be  meditating,  which  is  one  day  to 
be  crowned  with  more  than  imperial  authority;  for 
Kings  and  Emperors  will  be  among  its  ministering  ser- 
vants ;  it  will  rule  not  over,  but  m,  all  heads,  and  widi 
these  its  solitary  combinations  of  ideas,  as  with  magic 
formulas,  bend  •  the  world  to  its  will !     The  time  may 
come,  when  Napoleon  himself  will  be  better  known  for 
his  laws  than  for  his  battles ;  and  the  victory  of  Waterioo 
prove  less  momentous  than  the  opening  of  the  fint 
Mechanics'  Institute. 

We  have  been  led  into  such  rather  trite  reflections,  by 
these  Volumes  of  Memoirs  on  Voltaire;  a  man  in  whose 
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hiatoiy  tiie  relative  impartanoe  of  intelkctual  and  physi- 
cal power  is  again  curiously  evinced.     This  also  was  a 
private  person*  by  birth  nowise  an  elevated  one ;  yet  so 
hr  as  present  knowledge  will  enable  us  to  judge,  it  may 
be  said  that  to  abstract  Voltaire  and  his  activity  from 
the  eighteenth  century,  were  to  produce  a  greater  differ- 
ence in  the  existing  figure  of  things,  than  the  want  of 
any  other  individual,  up  to  this  day,  could  have  occa- 
sioned.  Nay,  with  the  single  exception  of  Luther,  there 
is  perhaps,  in  these  modem  ages,  no  other  man  of  a 
merely  intellectual  character,  whose  influence  and  re- 
putaticm  have  become  so  entirely  European  as  that  of 
Voltsdre.     Indeed,  like  the  great  German  Reformer's, 
his  doctrines  too,  almost  from  the  first,  have  affected 
not  only  the  belief  of  the  thinking  world,  silently  pro- 
pagating themselves  from  mind  to  mind ;  but  in  a  high 
degree   also,  the  conduct  of  the  active  and  pohtical 
world ;  entering  as  a  distinct  element  into  some  of  the 
Qu>st  fearful  civil  convulsions  which  European  history 
luiB  on  record. 

Doubtless,  to  his  own  contemporaries,  to  such  of 
them  at  least  as  had  any  insight  into  the  actual  state  of 
omen's  minds,  Voltaire  already  appeared  as  a  note- wor- 
thy and  decidedly  historical  personage  :  yet,  perhaps, 
not  the  wildest  of  his  admirers  ventured  to  assign  him 
such  a  magnitude  as  he  now  figures  in,  even  with  his 
adversaries  and  detractors.  He  has  grown  in  apparent 
importance,  as  we  receded  from  him,  as  the  nature  of 
^  endeavours  became  more  and  more  visible  in  their 
^^uUs.  For,  unlike  many  great  men,  but  like  all  great 
Agitators,  Voltaire  everywhere  shows  himself  emphati- 
cally as  the  man  of  his  century :  uniting  in  his  own 
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person  whatever  spiritual  accomplisbmeiits  were  most 
valued  by  that  age ;  at  the  same  dme,  with  no  dqitii  to 
<£scem  its  ulterior  tendencies,  still  less  with  any  nu^- 
nanimity  to  attempt  withstanding  these,  his  greatiie» 
and  his  littleness  alike  fitted  him  to  produce  an  imme- 
diate effect ;  for  he  leads  whither  the  multitude  was  of 
itself  dimly  minded  to  run,  and  keeps  the  van  not  leK 
by  skill  in  commanding,  than  by  cimning  in  obeying^- 
Besides,  now  that  we  look  on  the  matter  from  some  dis- 
tance, the  efforts  of  a  thousand  coadjutors  and  discijdes, 
nay  a  series  of  mighty  political  vicissitudes,  in  the  pro- 
duction of  which  these  efforts  had  but  a  subsidiary  share, 
have  all  come,  natiu^y  in  such  a  case,  to  appear  as  if 
exclusively  his  work ;  so  that  he  rises  before  us  as  the 
paragon  and  epitome  of  a  whole  spiritual  period,  now 
almost  passed  away,  yet  remarkable  in  itself,  and  more 
than  ever  interesting  to  us,  who  seem  to  stand,  as  it 
were,  on  the  confines  of  a  new  and  better  one. 

Nay,  had  we  forgotten  that  ours  is  the  *  Age  of  the 
Press,'  when  he  who  runs  may  not  only  read,  but  for- 
nish  us  with  reading ;  and  simply  counted  the  books, 
and  scattered  leaves,  thick  as  the  autumnal  in  Vallom- 
brosa,  that  have  been  written  and  printed  concerning 
this  man,  we  might  almost  fency  him  the  most  impor- 
tant person,  not  of  the  eighteenth  century,  but  of  all  die 
centuries  from  Noah's  Flood  downwards.  We  have  Lives 
of  Voltaire  by  friend  and  by  foe  :  Condorcet,  Duvemet, 
Lepan,  have  each  given  us  a  whole ;  portions,  docu- 
ments, and  all  manner  of  authentic  or  spurious  contri- 
butions have  been  supplied  by  innumerable  hands  ^  of 
which  we  mention  only  the  labours  of  his  various  Secre- 
taries :  Collini's,  published  some  twenty  years  ago,  and 
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now  these  Two  massive  Octavos  from  Longchamp  and 
Wagnifere.      To  say  nothing  of  the  Baron  de  Grimm's 
Collections,  unparalleled  in  more  than  one  respect ;  or 
of  the  six-and-thirty  volumes  of  scurriloas  eavesdrop- 
ping, long  since  printed  under  the  title  of  MSmoires  de 
Bachaumont;  or  of  the  daily  and  hourly  attacks  and  de- 
fences that  appeared  separately  in  his  lifetime,  and  all 
the  judicial  pieces,  whether  in  the  style  of  apotheosis  or 
of  excommunication,  that  have  seen  the  light  since  then ; 
a  mass  of  fugitive  writings,  the  very  diamond  edition  of 
which  might  fill  whole  libraries.     The  pecular  talent  of 
the  French  in  all  narrative,  at  least  in  all  anecdotic,  de- 
partments,   rendering  most  of  these  works  extremely 
readahle,  still  farther  favoured  their  circulation,  both  at 
home  and  abroad :  so  that  now,  in  most  countries,  Vol- 
taire has  heen  read  of  and  talked  of,  till  his  name  and 
life  have  grown  ^Euniliar  like  those  of  a  village  acquaint- 
ance.    In  England,  at  least,  where  for  almost  a  century 
the  study  of  foreign  literature  has,  we  may  say,  confined 
itself  to  that  of  the  French,  with  a  slight  intermixture 
from  the  elder  Italians,  Voltaire's  writings,  and  such 
writings  as  treated  of  him,  were  little  likely  to  want 
readers.    We  suppose,  there  is  no  literary  era,  not  even 
any  domestic  one,  concerning  which  Englishmen  in  ge- 
neral have  such  information,  at  least  have  gathered  so 
many  anecdotes  and  opinions,  as  concerning  this  of  Vol- 
taire.    Nor  have  native  additions  to  the  stock  been 
wanting,  and  these  of  a  due  variety  in  purport  and  kind : 
maledictions,  expostulations,  and  dreadful  death-scenes 
painted  like  Spanish  Sanbenitos,  by  weak  well-meaning 
persons  of  the  hostile  class;    eulogies,  generally  of  a 
gayer  sort,  by  open  or  secret  friends :  all  this  has  been 
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long  and  exjkeofiivelf  carried  on  anuMig  us.  There  i» 
even  an  Kngiifth  Life  of  VoUmrt ;  "^  nay,  we  remember 
to  have  aeen  portions  of  his  writings,  cited  tii  terrwem, 
and  with  criticisms,  in  some  pamphlet,  '  by  a  country 
gentkman,'  dther  on  the  Education  of  the  People,  or  eke 
on  the  question  of  Preserving  the  Game. 

With  the  '  Age  of  the  Press,'  and  such  manifesta- 
tions of  it  on  this  subject,  we  are  far  from  quarrelling. 
We  have  read  great  part  of  these  thousand-and-first 
'  Memoirs  on  Voltaire,'  by  Longchamp  and  Wagni^re, 
not  without  satisfaction ;  and  can  cheerfully  look  for- 
ward to  still  other  '  Memoirs'  following  in  their  train. 
Nothing  can  be  more  in  the  course  of  Nature  than  the 
wish  to  satisfy  cmeself  with  knowledge  of  all  sorts  about 
any  distinguished  person,  especially  of  our  own  era ;  the 
true  study  of  his  character,  his  sfHritual  individuality, 
and  peculiar  mani^r  of  existence,  is  fiill  of  instruction 
for  all  mankind :  even  that  of  his  looks,  sayings,  habi- 
tudes, and  indifferent  actions,  were  not  the  records  ol 
them  generally  lies,  is  rather  to  be  commended ;  nay,  are 
not  such  lies  themselves,  when  they  keep  within  bounds, 
and  the  subject  of  them  has  been  dead  for  some  time, 
equal  to   snipe-shooting,  or  Colbum-Novels,  at  least 

*  •  By  Frank  Hall  Standish,  Esq.'  (LondoD,  1821) ;  a  worii. 
which  we  can  reoommend  only  to  auch  as  fed  themaelTea  in  ex- 
treme  want  of  information  on  thia  subject,  and  except  in  their  own 
language,  unable  to  acquire  any.  It  is  written  very  badly,  though 
with  sincerity,  and  not  without  considerable  in<ficationa  of  talent ; 
to  an  appearance,  by  a  minor ;  many  of  whose  statements  and  opi- 
i^ons  (for  he  seems  an  inquiring,  honest-hearted,  rather  deeisve 
character)  must  have  begun  to  aatonish  even  himself,  several  yean 
•go. 
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little  inferior,  in  the  great  art  of  getting  done  with  life, 
or,  a«  it  is  technically  called,  killing  time  ?  For  our  own 
pert,  we  say :  Would  that  every  Johnson  in  the  world 
liad  Ins  veri<£cal  Boewell,  or  leash  of  BosweUs !  We 
could  then  tolerate  his  Hawkins  also,  though  not  veri- 
dical. With  regard  to  Voltaire,  in  particular,  it  seems 
to  us  not  only  innocent  but  profitable,  that  the  whole 
truth  regarding  him  should  be  well  understood.  Surely, 
the  biography  of  such  a  man,  who,  to  say  no  more  of 
him,  spent  his  best  efforts,  and  as  many  still  think,  sue- 
cesfllnlly,  in  assaulting  the  Christian  religion,  must  be  a 
matter  of  considerable  import :  what  he  did,  and  what 
he  could  not  do ;  how  he  did  it,  or  attempted  it,  that  is, 
with  what  degree  of  strength,  clearness,  especially  with 
what  moral  intents,  what  theories  and  feelings  on  man 
and  man's  life,  are  questions  that  will  bear  some  discus- 
sing. To  Voltaire  individually,  for  the  last  fifty-one 
years,  the  discussion  has  been  indifferent  enough ;  and 
to  us  it  is  a  discussion  not  on  one  remarkable  person 
only,  and  chiefiy  for  the  curious  or  studious,  but  in- 
volving considerations  of  highest  moment  to  all  men,  and 
inquiries  which  the  utmost  compass  of  our  philosophy 
wiU  be  unable  to  embrace. 

Here,  accordingly,  we  are  about  to  offer  some  £Eurther 
observations  on  this  qtuestio  vejrata ;  not  without  hope 
that  the  reader  may  accept  them  in  good  part.  Doubt- 
less, when  we  look  at  the  whole  bearings  of  the  matter, 
there  seems  little  prospect  of  any  unanimity  respecting 
it,  other  now,  or  within  a  calculable  period :  it  is  pro- 
bable that  many  will  continue,  for  a  long  time,  to  speak 
of  this  '  universal  genius,'  this  '  apostle  of  Reason,'  and 
'  Either  of  sound  Philosophy ; '  and  many  again  of  this 
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'  monster  of  impiety/  this  '  sophist,'  and  '  atheist,*  and 
'  ape-demon ; '  or»  like  the  late  Dr.  Clarke  of  Camlnidge, 
dismiss  him  more  hriefly  with  information  that  he  is  *  a 
driveller : '  neither  is  it  essential  that  these  two  parties 
should,  on  the  spur  of  the  instant,  reconcile  themselTes 
herein.  Nevertheless,  truth  is  hetter  than  error,  were 
it  only  '  on  Hannihal's  vinegar.'  It  may  he  expected 
that  men's  opinions  concerning  Voltaire,  which  is  of 
some  moment,  and  concerning  Voltairism,  which  is  of  al- 
most boundless  moment,  will,  if  they  cannot  meet,  gra- 
dually at  every  new  comparison  approach  towards  noeet- 
ing ;  and  what  is  still  more  desirable,  towards  meeting^ 
somewhere  nearer  the  truth  than  they  actually  stand. 

With  honest  wishes  to  promote  such  approximaticm, 
there  is  one  condition,  which,  above  all  others,  in  this 
inquiry,  we  must  beg  the  reader  to  impose  on  himgH^ : 
the  duty  of  fairness  towards  Voltaire,  of  Tolerance  to- 
\ifards  him,  as  towards  all  men.  This,  truly,  is  a  duty, 
which  we  have  the  happiness  to  hear  daily  inculcafsed ; 
yet  which,  it  has  been  well  said,  no  mortal  is  at  bottom 
disposed  to  practise.  Nevertheless,  if  we  reaUy  desire 
to  imderstand  the  truth  on  any  subject,  not  merely,  as 
is  much  more  common,  to  confirm  our  already  i^yistang 
opinions,  and  gratify  this  and  the  other  pitiful  claim  c^ 
vanity  or  malice  in  respect  of  it,  tolerance  may  be  re- 
garded as  the  most  indispensable  of  all  pre-requisites ; 
the  condition,  indeed,  by  which  alone  any  real  progreas 
in  the  question  becomes  possible.  In  respect  of  oar 
fellow-men,  and  all  real  insight  into  their  characters, 
this  is  especially  true.  No  character,  we  may  affinn, 
was  ever  rightly  understood,  till  it  had  first  been  re- 
garded with  a  certain  feeling,  not  of  tolerance  only,  but 
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of  sympathy.     For  here,  more  than  in  any  other  case, 
it  is  Yerified  that  the  heart  sees  fieurther  than  the  head. 
Let  us  be  sure,  our  enemy  is  not  that  hateful  being  we 
ore  too  apt  to  paint  him.     His  vices  and  basenesses  lie 
combined  in  fieur  other  order  before  his  own  mind,  than 
before  ours  ;  and  under  colours  which  palliate  them,  nay 
perhaps  exhibit  them  as  virtues.    Were  he  the  wretch 
of  onr  imaginrng,  his  life  would  be  a  burden  to  himself : 
for  it  is  not  by  bread  alone  that  the  basest  mortal  hves ; 
a  certain  approval  of  conscience  is  equally  essential  even 
to  physical  existence ;  is  the  fine  all-pervading  cement 
by  which  that  wondrous  union,  a  Self,  is  held  together, 
^nce  the  man,  therefore,  is  not  in  Bedlam,  and  has  not 
shot  or  hanged  himself,  let  us  take  comfort,  and  conclude 
that  he  is  one  of  two  things :  either  a  vicious  dog,  in 
inan's   guise,  to  be  muzzled  and  mourned  over,  and 
greatly  marvelled  at ;  or  a  real  man,  and  consequently 
not  without  moral  worth,  which  is  to  be  enlightened,  and 
so  far  approved  of.     But  to  judge  rightly  of  lus  charac- 
ter, we  must  learn  to  look  at  it,  not  less  with  his  eyes, 
than  with  our  own ;  we  must  learn  to  pity  him,  to  see 
him  as  a  fellow-creature,  in  a  word,  to  love  him,  or  his 
real  spiritual  nature  will  ever  be  mistaken  by  us.     In 
interpreting  Voltaire,  accordingly,  it  will  be  needful  to 
bear  some  things  carefully  in  mind,  and  to  keep  many 
other  things  as  carefully  in  abeyance.     Let  us  forget 
tiiat  our  opinions  were  ever  assailed  by  him,  or  ever  de- 
fended ;  that  we  have  to  thank  him,  or  upbraid  him,  for 
pain  or  for  pleasure  ;  let  us  forget  that  we  are  Deists,  or 
Millenarians,  Bishops,  or  Radical  Reformers,  and  remem- 
ber only  that  we  are  men.     This  is  a  European  subject, 
or  there  never  was  one ;  and  must,  if  we  would  in  the 
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least  oomprehend  it,  be  looked  at  neither  from  the  paiiA 
belfry,  nor  any  Peterloo  platform ;  but,  if  possible,  fiam 
some  natural  and  infinitely  higher  point  of  vision. 

It  is  a  remarkable  fact,  that  throughout  tiie  last  fifty 
years  of  lus  life,  Voltaire  was  seldom  or  never  named, 
even  by  his  detractOTS,  without  the  epithet '  great ' 
appended  to  him ;  so  that,  had  the  syllables  suited 
a  junction,  as  they  did  in  the  happier  case  of  Ckarl^ 
Magne,  we  might  almost  have  expected  that,  not  Voi» 
taire,  but  Voltaire^ce^graHd^homme  would  be  his  deai§pft- 
tion  with  posterity.  However,  posterity  is  much  more 
stinted  in  its  allowances  on  that  score ;  and  a  multitude 
of  things  remain  to  be  adjusted,  and  questions  of  very 
dubious  issue  to  be  gone  into,  before  such  coronatkm 
titles  can  be  conceded  with  any  permanence.  The  mil- 
lion,  even  the  wiser  part  of  them,  are  apt  to  lose  their 
discretion,  when  '  tumultuously  assembled ; '  for  a  small 
object,  near  at  hand,  may  subtend  a  large  angle ;  and 
often  a  Pennenden  Heath  has  been  mistaken  for  a  Fidd 
of  Runnymead ;  whereby  the  couplet  on  that  immortal 
Dalhousie  proves  to  be  the  emblem  of  many  a  man's  real 
fortune  with  the  public : 

And  thou,  Dalhousie,  the  great  God  of  War, 
Lieutenant- Colonel  to  the  Earl  of  Mar; 

the  latter  end  corresponding  poorly  with  the  beginning. 
To  ascertain  what  was  the  true  significance  of  Voltaire's 
history,  both  as  respects  himself  and  the  world ;  what 
was  his  specific  character  and  value  as  a  man ;  what  baa 
been  the  character  and  value  of  his  influence  on  society, 
of  his  appearance  as  an  active  agent  in  the  culture  of 
Europe :  all  this  leads  us  into  much  deeper  investiga- 
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tioos ;  on  tke  Betd^Doent  of  yMch,  however,  the  whole 
bomnees  tuniB. 

To  our  own  view,  we  confess,  -on  looking  at  Vol- 
taire's Hfe,  the  chief  quality  that  shows  itself  is  one  for 
which  adroitne»9  seems  the  fitter  name.     Ch'eatness  im* 
plies  several  conditions,  the  existence  of  which,  in  his 
case,  it  might  he  difficult  to  demonstrate ;  but  of  his 
daim  to  this  other  praise  there  can  be  no  disputing. 
Whatever  be  his  aims,  high  or  low,  just  or  the  contrary, 
he  is,  at  all  times,  and  to  the  utmost  degree,  expert  in 
pursuing  them.    It  is  to  be  observed,  moreover,  that  his 
aims  in  general  were  not  of  a  simple  sort,  and  the  at- 
tumnoit  of  them  easy:   few  literary  men  have  had  a 
course  so  diversified  with  vicissitudes  as  Voltaire's.    His 
He  is  not  spent  in  a  comer,  like  that  of  a  studious  re- 
duse,  but  on  the  open  theatre  of  the  world ;  in  an  age 
full  of  commotion,  when  sodety  is  rending  itself  asunder, 
Superstition  already  armed  for  deadly  battle  against  Un- 
belief;  in  which  battle  he  himself  plays  a  disting^shed 
part.     From  his  earliest  years,  we  find  him  in  perpetual 
communication  with  the  higher  personages  of  his  time, 
often  with  the  highest :  it  is  in  circles  of  authority,  of  re- 
putation, at  lowest,  of  fashion  and  rank,  that  he  lives  and 
works.     Ninon  de  FEnclos  leaves  the  boy  a  legacy  to 
buy  books ;  he  is  still  young,  when  he  can  say  of  his 
supper  companions,  "  We  are  all  Princes  or  Poets."  In 
alter  life,  he  exhibits  himself  in  company  or  correspon- 
dence with  all  manner  of  principalities  and  powers,  from 
Queen  Caroline  of  England  to  the  Empress  Catherine  of 
Russia,  from  Pope  Benedict  to  Frederick  the  Ghreat. 
Meanwhile,  shifting  from  side  to  side  of  Europe,  hiding 
in  the  country,  or  living  sumptuously  in  capital  cities,  he 
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quits  not  his  pen ;  with  which,  as  with  some  endianter's 
rod,  more  potent  than  any  king's  sceptre,  he  turns  and 
vdnds  the  mighty  machine  of  European  Opinion ;  ap- 
proves himself,  as  his  schoolmaster  had  predicted,  the 
Coryphie  du  DSisme;  and,  not  content  with  this  dera- 
tion, strives,  and  nowise  ineffectually,  to  unite  with  it  a 
poetical,  historical,  philosophic,  and  even  scientific  pre- 
eminence. Nay,  we  may  add,  a  pecuniary  one ;  for  he 
speculates  in  the  funds,  diligently  scdidts  pensions  and 
promotions,  trades  to  America,  is  long  a  regular  victoal- 
ing-contractor  for  armies;  and  thus,  by  one  means 
and  another,  independently  of  literature  which  wroold 
never  yield  much  money,  raises  his  income  from  800 
francs  a-year  to  more  than  centuple  that  sum.*  And 
now,  having,  besides  all  this  commercial  and  economical 
business,  written  some  thirty  quartos,  the  most  popular 
that  were  ever  written,  he  returns  after  long  exile  to  his 
native  city,  to  be  welcomed  there  ahnost  as  a  religious 
idol ;  and  closes  a  life,  prosperous  alike  in  the  building 
of  country-seats,  and  the  composition  of  Henriadeg  and 
Philosophical  Dictionaries,  by  the  most  appropiate  de- 
mise ;  by  drowning,  as  it  were,  in  an  ocean  of  applause, 
so  that  as  he  lived  for  feune,  he  may  be  said  to  have  died 
of  it. 

Such  various,  complete  success,  granted  only  to  a 
small  portion  of  men  in  any  age  of  the  world,  presup- 
poses, at  least,  with  every  allowance  for  good  fortune, 
an  almost  unrivalled  expertness  of  management.  There 
must  have  been  a  great  talent  of  some  kind  at  work 
here :  a  cause  proportionate  to  the  effect.  It  is  wonder- 
ful, truly,  to  observe  with  what  perfect  skill  Voltaire 

*  See  Tome  ii.  p.  328  of  these  M^moiret. 
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Steers  his  course  through  so  many  conflicting  circum- 
stances :  how  he  weathers  this  Cape  Horn,  darts  lightly 
'dirongh  that  MaUstrom ;  always  either  sinks  his  enemy, 
or  shuns  him ;  here  waters,  and  careens,  and  traflics  with 
the  rich  savages ;  there  lies  land-locked  till  the  hurricane 
is  overblown;  and  so,  in  spite  of  all  billows,  and  sea 
monsters,  and  hostile  fleets,  finishes  his  long  Manilla 
voyage,  with  streamers  flying,  and  deck  piled  with  in- 
gots !  To  say  nothing  of  his  hterary  character,  of  which 
this  same  dexterous  address  will  also  be  found  to  be  a 
main  feature,  let  us  glance  only  at  the  general  aspect  of 
his  conduct,  as  manifested  both  in  his  writings  and 
actions.  By  turns,  and  ever  at  the  right  season,  he  is 
imperious  and  obsequious ;  now  shoots  abroad,  from  the 
mountain  tops,  Hyperion-like,  his  keen  innumerable 
shafts ;  anon,  when  danger  is  advancing,  flies  to  obscure 
nooks ;  or,  if  taken  in  the  fact,  swears  it  was  but  in 
sport,  and  that  he  is  the  peaceablest  of  men.  He  bends 
to  occasion ;  can,  to  a  certain  extent,  blow  hot  or  blow 
cold ;  and  never  attempts  force,  where  cunning  will  serve 
his  turn.  The  beagles  of  the  Hierarchy  and  of  the  Mo- 
narchy, proverbially  quick  of  scent,  and  sharp  of  tooth, 
are  out  in  quest  of  him ;  but  this  is  a  lion-fox  which 
cannot  be  captured.  By  wiles  and  a  thousand  doublings, 
he  utterly  distracts  his  pursuers ;  he  can  burrow  in  the 
earth,  and  all  the  trace  of  him  is  gone.*   With  a  strange 

*  Of  one  foch  '  taking  to  corer '  we  have  a  curioiu  and  rather 
ridicnkras  account  in  this  Work,  by  Longchamp.  It  was  with  the 
Dttcbeas  du  Maine  that  he  sought  shelter,  and  on  a  very  slight  oc- 
casion :  nevertheless  he  had  to  lie  perdue,  for  two  months,  at  the 
Castle  of  Sceauz ;  and,  with  closed  windows,  and  burning  candles 
in  dayli^t,  compose  Zadig^  BabouCf  MemnoHf  Sfc.  for  his  amuse- 
ment. 
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system  of  anonymity  and  publicity,  of  (knial  and 
ticHi,  of  Mystification  in  all  senses,  has  Voltaire  sur- 
rounded himself.  He  can  ndse  no  standing  armies  for 
his  delience,  yet  he  too  is  a  '  European  Power/  and  not 
undefended ;  an  invisible,  impregnable,  though  hitherto 
unrecognised  bulwark,  that  of  Public  OjHnion,  defeaods 
him.  With  great  art,  he  maiti tains  this  strongliold; 
though  ever  and  anon  sallying  out  from  it,  far  beyond 
the  permitted  limits.  But  he  has  his  coat  of  darkness* 
and  his  shoes  of  swiftness,  like  that  other  Killer  of  Giants. 
We  find  Voltaire  a  supple  courtier,  or  a  sharp  satirist ; 
he  can  talk  blasphemy,  and  build  churches,  acoardiQg  to 
the  signs  of  the  times.  Frederick  the  Ghreat  is  not  too 
high  for  his  diplomacy,  nor  the  poor  Printer  of  his  Zadig 
too  low ;  *  he  manages  the  Cardinal  Reuri,  and  the  Cure 
of  St.  Sulpice ;  and  laughs  in  his  sleeve  at  all  the  world. 
We  should  pronounce  him  to  be  one  of  the  best  politi* 
cians  on  record;  as  we  have  said,  the  adroitest  of  all 
literary  men. 

At  the  same  time,  Voltaire's  worst  enemies,  it  seems 
to  us,  will  not  deny  that  he  had  naturally  a  keen  sense 
for  rectitude,  indeed  for  all  virtue :  the  utmost  vivacity 
of  temperament  characterizes  him ;  his  quick  suscepti- 
bility for  every  form  of  beauty  is  moral  as  well  as  intel- 
lectual. Nor  was  his  practice  without  indubitaUe  and 
highly  creditable  proofs  of  this.  To  the  help-needing  he 
was  at  all  times  a  ready  benefactor:  many  were  the 
hungry  adventurers  who  profited  of  his  boimty,  and  then 
bit  the  hand  that  had  fed  them.     If  we  enumerate  bis 

*  See  in  Longchamp  (p.  154-163)  how  by  natural  le^erde* 
main,  a  knave  may  be  caught,  and  the  change  rendu  d  de9  impri* 
tneurf  it^idilef. 
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generoas  acts,  from  the  case  of  the  Ahh6  Desfontainea 
down  to  that  of  the  Widow  Galas,  and  the  Serfs  of  Saint 
ClatMle,  we  shall  find  that  few  private  men  have  had  so 
wide  a  circle  of  charity,  and  have  watched  over  it  so  well. 
Should  it  be  objected  that  love  of  reputation  entered 
largely  into   these  proceedings,  Voltaire  can  afford  a 
handsome  deduction  on  that  head :  should  the  unchari- 
table even  calculate  that  love  of  reputation  was  the  sole 
motive,  we  can  only  remind  them  that  love  of  such  repu« 
tadon  is  itself  die  eflfect  of  a  social,  humane  disposition ; 
and  wish,   as  an  inunense  improvement,  that  all  men 
were  animated  with  it.     Voltaire  was  not  without  his 
experience  of  human  haseness ;  hut  he  still  had  a  fellow 
feeling  for  human  sufferings;  and  delighted,  were  it  only 
as  an  honest  luxury,  to  relieve  them.     His  attachments 
aeem  remarkahly  constant  and  lasting:  even  such  sots 
as  Thiriot,  whom  nothing  hut  habit  could  have  endeared 
to  him,   he  continues,  and  after  repeated  injuries,  to 
treat  and  regard  as  friends.     To  his  equals  we  do  not 
observe  him  envious,  at  least  not  palpably  and  despicably 
BO ;  ^ongh  this,  we  should  add,  might  be  in  him,  who 
was  from  the  first  so  paramountly  popular,  no  such  hard 
attainment.    Against  Montesquieu,  perhaps  against  him 
alone,  be  cannot  help  entertaining  a  small  secret  grudge ; 
yet  ever  in  public  he  does  him  the  amplest  justice : 
f  Arleqmn-Grotius  of  die  fireside  becomes,  on  all  grave 
occasions,  the  author  of  the  Esprit  des  Lwt,     Neither 
to  his  enemies,  and  even  betrayers,  is  Voltaire  implacable 
or  meanly  vindictive  :  the  instant  of  their  submission  is 
also  the  instant  of  his  forgiveness ;  their  hostility  itself 
provokes  only  casual  sallies  from  him ;  his  heart  is  too 
kindly,  indeed  too  light,  to  cherish  any  rancour,  any 
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continuation  of  revenge.  If  he  has  not  the  virtue  to 
forgive,  he  is  seldom  without  the  prudence  to  forget: 
if,  in  his  life-long  contentions,  he  cannot  treat  his  oppo- 
nents with  any  magnanimity,  he  seldom,  or  periiaps 
never  once,  treats  them  quite  hasely ;  seldom  or  never 
with  that  absolute  unfedmess,  which  the  law  of  retalia- 
tion might  so  often  have  seemed  to  justify.  We  ^woold 
say  that,  if  no  heroic,  he  is  at  all  times  a  perfectly 
civilized  man ;  which,  considering  that  his  war  was  with 
exasperated  theologians,  and  a  '  war  to  the  knife '  on 
their  part,  may  be  looked  upon  as  rather  a  surprising 
circumstance.  He  exhibits  many  minor  virtues,  a  due 
appreciation  of  the  highest ;  and  fewer  £aults  than,  in 
his  situation,  might  have  been  expected,  and  perliaps 
pardoned. 

All  this  is  well,  and  may  fit  out  a  highly  expert  and 
much  esteemed  man  of  business,  in  the  widest  sense  of 
that  term ;  but  is  still  hx  from  constituting  a  '  great 
character.'  In  fiact,  there  is  one  deficiency  in  Vcdtaiie's 
original  structure,  which,  it  appears  to  us,  must  be  quite 
fatal  to  such  claims  for  him :  we  mean  his  inborn  levity 
of  nature,  his  entire  want  of  Earnestness.  Voltaire  was 
by  birth  a  Mocker,  and  light  Pococurante;  which  natural 
disposition  his  way  of  life  confirmed  into  a  predominant, 
indeed  all-pervading  habit.  Far  be  it  from  us  to  say, 
that  solemnity  is  an  essential  of  greatness ;  that  no  great 
man  can  have  other  than  a  rigid  vinegar  aspect  of  coun- 
tenance, never  to  be  thawed  or  warmed  by  billows  ci 
mirth !  There  are  things  in  this  world  to  be  laughed  at, 
as  well  as  things  to  be  admired ;  and  his  is  no  complete 
mind,  that  cannot  give  to  each  sort  its  due.  Neverthe- 
less, contempt  is  a  dangerous  element  to  sport  in;  a 
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deadly  one,  if  we  babitoally  live  in  it.    How,  indeed,  to 
take  the  lowest  view  of  this  matter,  shall  a  man  accom- 
plish great  enterprises ;  enduring  all  toil,  resisting  temp- 
tations, laying  aside  every  weight,  —  unless  he  zealously 
love  what  he  pursues  ?    The  fiaculty  of  love,  of  admira- 
tion, is  to  be  regarded  as  the  sign  and  the  measure  of 
high  souls  :  unwisely  directed,  it  leads  to  many  evils ; 
hat  without  it,  there  cannot  be  any  good.    lUdicule,  on 
the  other  band,  is  indeed  a  faculty  much  prized  hy  its 
possessors  ;  yet,  intrinsically,  it  is  a  small  faculty ;  we 
may  say,  tbe  smallest  of  all  faculties  that  other  men  are 
at  the  pains  to  repay  with  any  esteem.     It  is  directly 
opposed  to  Thought,  to  Knowledge,  properly  so  called ; 
its  nourisbment  and  essence  is  Denial,  which  hovers 
only  on  tbe  surface,  while  Knowledge  dwells  far  below. 
Moreover^  it  is  by  nature  selfish  and  morally  trivial ;  it 
cherishes  nothing  but  our  Vanity,  which  may  in  general 
be  left  safely  enough  to  shift  for  itself.  Little  '  discourse 
of  reason,'  in  any  sense,  is  impHed  in  Ridicule :  a  scofl&ng 
man  is  in  no  lofty  mood,  for  the  time ;  shows  more  of 
the  imp  than  of  the  angel.     This  too  when  his  scofl&ng 
is  what  we  call  just,  and  has  some  foundation  on  truth : 
while  again  the  laughter  of  fools,  that  vain  sound,  said 
in  Scripture  to  resemble  the  '  crackling  of  thorns  under 
the  pot '  (which  they  cannot  heat,  but  only  soil  and  be- 
grime), must  be  regarded,  in  these  latter  times,  as  a 
very  serious  addition  to  the  sum  of  human  wretchedness; 
nor  perhaps  will  it  always,  when  the  Increase  of  Crime 
in  the  Metropolis  comes  to  be  debated,  escape  the  vigi- 
lance of  Parliament. 

We  have,  oftener  than  once,  endeavoured  to  attach 
some  meaning  to  that  aphorism,  vulgarly  imputed  to 
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Shaftesbury,  which,  however,  we  can  find  nowhere  in 
his  works,  that  ridicule  is  the  test  of  truth.     But  of  a& 
chimeras,  that  ever  advanced  themselves  in  the  shape  d 
philosophical  doctrines,  this  is  to  us  the  most  formless 
and  purely  inconceivable.     Did  or  could  the  unassisted 
human  faculties  ever  understand  it,  much  more  beUere 
it  ?     Surely,  so  far  as  the  common  mind  can  discos 
laughter  seems  to  depend  not  less  on  the  laugher  than 
on  the  laughee :  and  now,  who  gave  laughers  a  patent 
to  be  always  just,  and  always  omniscient  ?    If  the  philo- 
sophers of  Nootka  Sound  were  pleased  to  laugh  at  the 
manoeuvres  of  Cook's  seamen,  did  that  render  these 
manceuvres    useless;    and  were  the  seamen  to  stand 
idle,  or  to  take  to  leather   canoes,   till   the   laughter 
abated  ?     Let  a  discerning  public  judge. 

But,  leaving  these  questions  for  the  present,  we  may 
observe  at  least  that  all  great  men  have  been  carefid  to 
subordinate  this  talent  or  habit  of  ridicule ;  nay,  in  the 
ages  which  we  consider  the  greatest,  most  of  the  arts 
that  contribute  to  it  have  been  thought  disgraceful  for 
freemen,  and  confined  to  the  exercise  of  slaves.  With 
Voltaire,  however,  there  is  no  such  subordination  visible : 
by  nature,  or  by  practice,  mockery  has  grown  to  be  the 
irresistible  bias  of  his  disposition ;  so  that  for  him.  in 
all  matters,  the  first  question  is  not  what  is  true,  but 
what  IB  false ;  not  what  is  to  be  loved,  and  held  fast, 
and  earnestly  laid  to  heart,  but  what  is  to  be  contemned 
and  derided,  and  sportfully  cast  out  of  doors.  Here 
truly  he  earns  abundant  triumph  as  an  image-breaker, 
but  pockets  little  real  wealth.  Vanity,  with  its  adjuncts, 
as  we  have  said,  finds  rich  solacement;  but  for  aught 
better,  there  is  not  much.     Reverence,  the  highest  fe«  1- 
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in^  that  man's  nature  is  capable  of,  the  crown  of  his 
isrhole  moral  manhood,  and  precious,  like  fine  gold,  were 
it  in  the  rudest  forms,  he  seems  not  to  understand,  or 
have  heard  of  even  by  credible  tradition.     The  glory  of 
knoTving  and  believing  is  all  but  a  stranger  to  him ; 
only  with  that  of  questioning  and  qualifying  is  he  fami- 
liar.   Accordingly,  he  sees  but  a  little  way  into  Nature  : 
the  mighty  All,  in  its  beauty,  and  infinite  mysterious 
grandeur,  humbling  the  small  Me  into  nothingness,  has 
never  even  for  moments  been  revealed  to  him ;  only  this 
and  that  other  atom  of  it,  and  the  differences  and  dis- 
crepancies of  these  two,  has  he  looked  into  and  noted 
down.     His  theory  of  the  world,  his  picture  of  man  and 
man's  life,  is  little ;  for  a  Poet  and  Philosopher,  even 
pitiful.     Examine  it  in  its  highest  developments,  you 
find  it  an  altogether  vulgar  picture ;  simply  a  refiex, 
from  more  or  fewer  mirrors,  of  Self  and  the  poor  inte- 
rests of  Self.     '  The  Divine  Idea,  that  which  lies  at  the 
bottom  of  Appearance,'  was  never  more  invisible  to  any 
man.     He  reads  History  not  with  the  eye  of  a  devout 
seer,  or  even  of  a  critic ;  but  through  a  pair  of  mere 
anti-catholic  spectacles.      It  is  not  a  mighty  drama, 
enacted   on   the   theatre  of  Infinitude,  with  Suns  for 
lamps,  and  Eternity  as  a  background ;  whose  author  is 
God,  and  whose  purport  and  thousandfold  moral  lead 
us  up  to  the  '  dark  with  excess  of  light '  of  the  Throne 
ofCrod;  but  a  poor  wearisome  debating-club  dispute, 
spun  through  ten  centuries,  between  the  Encyclopedic 
and  the  Sorbonnc,     Wisdom  or  folly,  nobleness  or  base- 
ness, are  merely  superstitious  or  unbelieving:    God's 
Universe  is  a  larger  Patrimony  of  St.  Peter,  from  which 
it  were  well  and  pleasant  to  hunt  out  the  Pope. 

VOL.  II.  G 
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In  this  way,  Voltaire's  nature,  which  was  orig^naDj 
vehement  rather  than  deep,  came,  in  its  mattizitj,  in 
spite  of  all  his  wonderful  gifts,  to  be  positiv^  shallow. 
We  find  no  heroism  of  character  in  him,  from  first  to 
last;   nay  there  is  not,   that  we  know  of,  aae  great 
thought,  in  all  his  six-and-thirty  quartos.     The  h^ 
worth  implanted  in  him  by  Nature,  and  still  often  mani- 
fested in  his  conduct,  does  not  shine  there  like  a  light, 
but  like  a  coruscation.    The  enthusiasm,  proper  to  such 
a  mind,  visits  him ;  but  it  has  no  abiding  virtue  in  his 
thoughts,  no  local  habitation  and  no  name.     Thane  is 
in  him  a  rapidity,  but  at  the  same  time  a  pettiness ;  a 
certain  violence,  and  fitful  abruptness,  which  takes  from 
him  all  dignity.     Of  his  emportemens,  and  tragicomical 
explosions,  a  thousand  anecdotes  are  on  record ;  tw^Kfr 
is  he,  in  these  cases,  a  terrific  volcano,  but  a  mere  bundle 
of  rockets.  He  is  nigh  shooting  poor  Dom,  the  Frankfort 
constable;  actually  fires  a  pistol,  into  the  lobby,  at  him; 
and  this,  three  days  after  that  melancholy  buaness  of 
the  '  (Euvre  de  Podshie  du  Roi  mon  Mattre  *  had  been 
finally  adjusted.     A  bookseller,  who,  with  the  natural 
instinct  of  fsdlen  mankind,  overcharges  him,  receives 
from  this  Philosopher,  by  way  of  payment  at  sight,  a 
slap  on  the  face.     Poor  Longchamp,  with  considerable 
tact,  and  a  praiseworthy  air  of  second-table  respect- 
ability, details  various  scenes  of  this  kind :  how  Voltaire 
dashed  away  his  combs,  and  maltreated  his  wig,  and 
otherwise    fiercely  comported   himself,  the  very  first 
morning:   how  once,   having  a  keenness  of  appetite, 
sharpened  by  walking,  and  a  diet  of  weak  tea,  he  be- 
came uncommonly  anxious  for  supper ;  and  Clairaut  and 
Madame  du  Ch&telet,  sunk  in  algebraic  calculations, 
twice  promised  to  come  down,  but  still  kept  the  dishes 


TOLTAIEB.  123 

cooHng.  and  the  Philosopher  at  last  desperately  battered 
open  their  locked  door  with  his  foot ;  exclaiming,  **  Vous 
Stes  done  de  concert  pour  me /aire  mourirP" — ^And  yet 
Voltaire  had  a  true  kindness  of  heart ;  all  his  domestics 
and  dependents  loved  him,  and  continued  with  him.  He 
has  many  elements  of  goodness,  but  floating  loosely; 
nothing  is  combined  in  steadfast  union.  It  is  true,  he 
presents  in  general  a  surface  of  smoothness,  of  cultured 
''^g^^larity ;  yet,  under  it,  there  b  not  the  silent  rock- 
hound  strength  of  a  World,  but  the  wild  tumults  of  a 
Chaos  are  ever  bursting  through.  He  is  a  man  of  power, 
hut  not  of  beneficent  authority;  we  fear,  but  cannot 
reverence  him ;  we  feel  him  to  be  stronger,  not  higher. 

Much  of  this  spiritual  short-coming  and  perversion 
might  be  due  to  natural  defect ;  but  much  of  it  also  is 
due  to  the  age  into  which  he  was  cast.     It  was  an  age 
of  discord  and  division ;  the  approach  of  a  grand  crisis 
Hi  human  affairs.      Already  we  discern  in  it  all  the 
elements  of  the  French  Revolution;   and  wonder,  so 
e^ily    do   we  forget  how   entangled  and  hidden  the 
meaning  of  the  present  generally  is  to  us,  that  all  men 
did  not  foresee  the  comings  on  of  that  fearful  con- 
vulsion.    On  the  one  hand,  a  high  all-attempting  ac- 
tivity of  Intellect ;  the  most  peremptory  spirit  of  inquiry 
abroad  on  every  subject ;  things  human  and  things  divine 
alike  cited  without  misgivings  before  the  same  boastful 
tribunal  of  so-called  Reason,  which  means  here  a  merely 
argumentative  Logic ;  the  strong  in  mind  excluded  from 
his  regular  influence  in  the  state,  and  deeply  conscious 
of  that  injury.     On  the  other  hand,  a  privileged  few, 
strong  in  the  subjection  of  the  many,  yet  in  itself  weak ; 
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a  piebald,  and  for  most  part  altogether  decre|Ht  bat- 
talion, of  Clergy,  of  purblind   Nobility,   or  ratber  of 
Courtiers,  for  as  yet  the  Nobility  is  mostly  on  the  other 
side:  these  cannot  fight  with  Logic,  and  the  day  of 
Persecution  is  well-nigh  done.     The  whole  force  of  law, 
indeed,  is  still  in  their  hands ;  but  the  fiar  deeper  font, 
which  alone  gives  efficacy  to  law,  is  hourly  pasaiog 
from  them.     Hope  animates  one  side;  fear  the  other ; 
and  the  battle  will  be  fierce  and  desperate.     For  diere 
is  wit  without  wisdom  on  the  part  of  the  self-styled 
Philosophers  ;  feebleness  with  exasperation  on  the  part 
of  their  opponents;  pride  enough  on  all  hands,  bat  little 
magnanimity ;  perhaps  nowhere  any  pure  love  of  truth, 
only  everywhere  the  purest,  most  ardent  love  of  self. 
In  such  a  state  of  things,  there  lay  abundant  principles 
of  discord:  these  two  influences  hung  like  fast-gathering 
electric  clouds,  as  yet  on  opposite  sides  of  the  horizon, 
but  with  a  malignity  of  aspect,  which  boded,  whenever 
they  might  meet,  a  sky  of  fire  and  blackness,  thundo-- 
bolts  to  waste  the  earth ;  and  the  sun  and  stars,  though 
but  for  a  season,  to  be  blotted  out  from  the  heavens. 
For  there  is  no  conducting  medium  to  unite  softly  these 
hostile  elements ;  there  is  no  true  virtue,  no  true  wisdom, 
on  the  one  side  or  on  the  other.  Never  perhe^  was  thoe 
an  epoch,  in  the  history  of  the  world,  when  universal 
corruption  called  so  loudly  fqjr  reform ;  and  they  who 
undertook  that  task  were  men  intrinsically  so  worthless. 
Not  by  Gh*acchi,  but  by  Catalines ;  not  by  Luthers,  but 
by  Aretines,  was  Eiu'ope  to  be  renovated.  The  task  has 
been  a  long  and  bloody  one ;  and  is  still  far  from  done. 
In  this  condition  of  afiairs,  what  side  such  a  man  as 
Voltaire  was  to  take  could  not  be  doubtful.     Whether 
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he  ought  to  have  taken  either  side ;  whether  he  should 
not  rather  have   stationed  himself  in  the  middle ;  the 
partisan  of  neither,  perhaps  hated  hy  hoth ;  acknowledg- 
ing  and   forwarding,   and  striving  to  reconcile,  what 
truth  was  in  each ;  and  preaching  forth  a  far  deeper 
truth,   which,   if  his  own  century  had  neglected  it,  had 
persecuted  it,  future  centuries  would  have  recognised  as 
priceless  :  all  this  was  another  question.     Of  no  man, 
however  gifted,  can  we  require  what  he  has  not  to  give : 
but  Voltaire  called  himself  Philosopher,  nay  the  Philoso- 
pher.     And  such  has  often,  indeed  generally,  been  the 
fi^  of  great  men,  and  Lovers  of  Wisdom :  their  own 
age  and  country  have  treated  them  as  of  no  account ; 
in  the  great  Ck>m-Exchange  of  the  world,  their  pearls 
bare  seemed  but  spoiled  barley,  and  been  ignominiously 
njected.    Weak  in  adherents,  strong  only  in  their  fiedth, 
in  their  indestructible  consciousness  of  worth  and  well- 
^<Hng,  they  have  silently,  or  in  words,   appealed  to 
^^oming  ages,  when  their  own  ear  would  indeed  be  shut 
to  the  voice  of  love  and  of  hatred,  but  the  Truth  that 
had  dwelt  in  them  would  speak  with  a  voice  audible  to 
>U.     Bacon  left  his  works  to  future  generations,  when 
some  centuries  should  have  elapsed.     '  Is  it  much  for 
'  me,'  said  Kepler,  in  his  isolation,  and  extreme  need, 
'  that  men  should  accept  my  discovery  ?  If  the  Almighty 
'  waited  six  thousand  years  for  one  to  see  what  He  had 

*  made,  I  may  surely  wait  two  hundred,  for  one  to  un- 

*  derstand  what  I  have  seen ! '  All  this,  and  more,  is 
implied  in  love  of  wisdom,  in  genuine  seeking  of  truth : 
the  noblest  function  that  can  be  appointed  for  a  man, 
but  requiring  also  the  noblest  man  to  fulfil  it* 

With  Voltaire,  however,  there  is  no  symptom,  per- 
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haps  there  was  no  conception,  of  such  noUeness ;  tiie 
high  call  for  which,  indeed,  in  tlie  existing  state    of 
things,  his  inteUect  may  have  had  as  little  the  fonse  to 
discern,  as  his  heart  had  the  force  to  obey.     He  followB 
a  simpler  course.   Heedless  of  remoter  issues,  he  wdopta 
the  cause  of  his  own  party ;  of  that  class  with  whom  be 
lived,  and  was  most  anxious  to  stand  well:  he  enlists  ia 
their  ranks,  not  without  hopes  that  he  may  one  day  liae 
to  be  their  general.     A  resolution  perfocdy  accordant 
with  his  prior  habits,  and  temper  of  mind ;    and  from 
which  his  whole  subsequent  procedure,  and  moral  a;^ect 
as  a  man,  naturally  enough  evolves  itself.     Not   that 
we  would  say,  Voltaire  was  a  mere  prize-fighter ;  one  of 
'  Heaven's  Swiss,'  contending  for  a  cause  which  he  only 
half,  or  not  all  approved  of.     Far  from  it.     Doubtlesa 
he  loved  truth,  doubtless  he  partially  felt  himself  to  be 
advocating  truth ;  nay  we  know  not  that  he  has  ever  yet» 
in  a  single  instance,  been  convicted  of  wilfully  perverting 
his  belief ;  of  uttering,  in  all  his  controversies,  one  de- 
liberate fcdsehood.    Nor  should  this  negative  praise  aecuk 
an  altogether  slight  one,  for  greatly  were  it  to  be  wished 
that  even  the  best  of  his  better-intentioned  opponents 
had  always  deserved  the  like.     Nevertheless,  his  love  of 
truth  is  not  that  deep  infinite  love,  which  beseems  a 
Philosopher;    which  many   ages  have  been  fortonate 
enough  to  witness ;  nay,  t>f  which  his  own  age  had  still 
some  examples.     It  is  a  far  inferior  love,  we  should  say, 
to  that  of  poor  Jean  Jacques,  half-sage,  half-maniac  as 
he  was  ;  it  is  more  a  prudent  calculation  than  a  passioii. 
Voltaire  loves  Truth,  but  chiefly  of  the  triumphant  sort: 
we  have  no  instance  of  his  fitting  for  a  quito  dis- 
crowned and  outcast  Truth ;  it  is  chiefly  when  she  walks 
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abroad,  in  distress  it  may  be,  but  still  with  queenlike 
Insignia,  and  knighthoods  and  renown  are  to  be  earned 
in  her  battles,  that  he  defends  her,  that  he  charges  gal- 
lantly against  the  Cades  and  Tylers.  Nay,  at  all  times, 
belief  itself  seems,  with  him,  to  be  less  the  product  of 
Meditation  than  of  Argument.  His  first  question  with 
regard  to  any  doctrine,  perhaps  his  final  test  of  its  worth 
and  genuineness,  is :  Can  others  be  convinced  of  this  ? 
Can  1  truck  it,  in  the  market,  for  power  ?  '  To  such 
*  qnestioners,'  it  has  been  said,  *  Truth,  who  buys  not, 
'  and  seUs  not,  goes  on  her  way,  and  makes  no  answer.' 
In  fact,  if  we  inquire  into  Voltaire's  ruling  motive, 
we  shall  find  that  it  was  at  bottom  but  a  vulgar  one  : 
ambition,  the  desire  of  ruling,  by  such  means  as  he  had, 
over  other  men.  He  acknowledges  no  higher  divinity 
than  Public  Opinion ;  for  whatever  he  asserts  or  per- 
forms, the  number  of  votes  is  the  measure  of  strength 
Bnd  value.  Yet  let  us  be  just  to  him ;  let  us  admit  that 
he  in  some  degree,  estimates  his  votes,  as  well  as  couiats 
them.  If  love  of  fame,  which,  especially  for  such  a 
man,  we  can  only  call  another  modification  of  Vanity, 
is  always  his  ruling  passion,  he  has  a  certain  taste  in 
gratifying  it.  His  vanity,  which  cannot  be  extinguished, 
is  ever  skilfully  concealed;  even  his  just  claims  are 
never  boisterously  insisted  on ;  throughout  his  whole 
life  he  shows  no  single  feature  of  the  quack.  Never- 
theless, even  in  the  height  of  his  glory,  he  has  a  strange 
sensitiveness  to  the  judgment  of  the  world :  could  he 
have  contrived  a  Dionysius'  Ear,  in  the  Rue  Traversi^e, 
we  should  have  foimd  him  watching  at  it,  night  and 
day.  Let  but  any  little  evil-disposed  Abb^,  any  Fr^ron, 
or  Piron, 
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Pauvre  Piron,  qui  nefvJt  jamais  rieu^ 
Pas  mime  Acadtmicieny 

write  a  libel  or  epigram  on  him,  what  a  fluster  he  is  in ! 
We  grant  he  forbore  much,  in  these  cases ;  manfully 
consumed  his  own  spleen,  and  sometimes  long  held  hie 
peace ;  but  it  was  his  part  to  have  always  done  so.  Why 
should  such  a  man  ruffle  himself  with  the  spite  of  ex- 
ceeding small  persons  ?  Why  not  let  these  poor  devils 
write  ;  why  should  not  they  earn  a  dishonest  penny,  at 
his  expense,  if  they  had  no  readier  way  ?  But  Voltaire 
cannot  part  with  his  '  voices,'  his  '  most  sweet  voices : ' 
for  they  are  his  gods ;  take  these,  and  what  has  he  left? 
Accordingly,  in  literature  and  morals,  in  all  his  comings 
and  goings,  we  find  him  striving,  with  a  religious  care,  to 
sail  strictly  with  the  wind.  In  Art,  the  Parisian  Por^ 
terre  is  his  court  of  last  appeal :  he  consults  the  CafS 
de  Procope,  on  hb  wisdom  or  his  folly,  as  if  it  were  a 
Delphic  Oracle.  The  following  adventure  belongs  to 
his  fifty-fourth  year,  when  his  fame  might  long  have 
seemed  abundantly  established.  We  translate  from  die 
Sieur  Longchamp's  thin,  half-roguish,  mildly  obsequious, 
most  lackey-like  Narrative  : 

*  Judges  could  appreciate  the  merits  of  SSmiramiSy  which 
has  continued  on  the  stage,  and  always  been  seen  there  with 
pleasure.  Every  one  knows  how  the  two  principal  parts  in 
this  piece  contributed  to  the  celebrity  of  two  great  trage- 
dians, Mademoiselle  Dum^snil,  and  M.  le  Kain.  The  ene- 
mies of  M.  de  Voltaire  renewed  their  attempts  in  the  sub- 
sequent representations ;  but  it  only  the  better  confirmed  his 
triumph.  Piron,  to  console  himself  for  the  defeat  of  his 
party,  had  recourse  to  his  usual  remedy ;  pelting  the  piece 
with  some  paltry  epigrams,  which  did  it  no  harm. 
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*  Neverth^ess,  M.  de  Voltaire,  who  always  loved  to  cor 
rect  his  works,  and  perfect  them,  became  desirous  to  learn, 
more  specially  and  at  first  hand,  what  good  or  ill  the  public 
were  saying  of  his  Tragedy ;  and  it  appeared  to  him  that  he 
could  nowhere  learn  it  better  than  in  the  Cafi  de  Procope, 
which  was  also  called  the  Anire  (Cavern)  de  Proeopey  because  it 
was  very  dark,  even  in  full  day,  and  ill-lighted  in  the  even- 
ings ;   and  becniise  you  often  saw  there  a  set  of  lank,  sallow 
poets,  who  had  somewhat  the  air  of  apparitions.     In  this 
Caf(6,  which  fronts  the  Comidie  Franfaisey  had  been  held, 
for  more  than  sixty  years,  the  tribunal  of  those  self-called 
Arietarchsy  who  fancied  they  could  pass  sentence  without 
appeal,  on  plays,  authors,  and  actors.     M.  de  Voltaire  wish- 
ed to  compear  there,  but  in  disguise,  and  altogether  incog- 
iitto.    It  -was  on  coming  out  from  the  playhouse  that  the 
judges   usually  proceeded  thither,  to  open  what  they  called 
th^  great  sessions.    On  the  second  night  of  SemiranUsy  he 
borrowed  a  clergyman's  clothes ;  dressed  himself  in  cassock 
uid  long  cloak :    black  stockings,  girdle,  bands,  breviary 
itself;  nothing  was  forgotten.     He  clapt  on  a  large  peruke, 
Mipowdered,  very  ill  combed,  which  covered  more  than  the 
half  of  his  cheeks,  and  left  nothing  to  be  seen  but  the  end  of 
*  long  nose.    The  peruke  was  surmounted  by  a  large  three- 
-cornered hat,  comers  half  bruised  in.     In  thb  equipment, 
then,  the  author  of  Simiramis  proceeded  on  foot  to  the  Cafi 
de  ProcopCy  where  he  squatted  himself  in  a  comer ;  and  wait- 
ing for  the  end  of  the  play,  called  for  a  bavaroisey  a  small 
roll  of  bread,  and  the  gazette.    It  was  not  long  till  those 
familiars  of  the  Parterre  and  tenants  of  the  Ca/4  stept  in. 
I^hey  instantly  began  discussing  the  new  Tragedy,    Its  par- 
tisans and  its  adversaries  pleaded  their  cause,  with  warmth  ; 
e&ch  giving  his  reasons.     Impartial  persons  also  spoke  their 
sentiment;    and  repeated  some  fine  verses  of  the  piece. 
Buring  all  this  time,  M.  de  Voltaire,  with  spectacles  on 
nose,  head  stooping  over  the  gazette  which  he  pretended  to 
be  reading,  was  listening  to  the  debate :  profiting  by  reason- 
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able  obaerrttionB,  suffering  much  to  hear  very  absurd  one?, 
and  not  answer  them,  which  irritated  him.  Thus,  during 
an  hour  and  a  half,  had  he  the  courage  and  patience  to  bear 
SSmirafnis  talked  of  and  babbled  of,  without  spciaking  a 
word.  At  last,  all  these  pretended  judges  of  the  fsme  of 
authors  having  gone  their  ways,  without  converttn^  one 
another,  M.  de  Voltaire  also  went  off ;  took  a  ocMioh  in  the 
Rue  Masarine,  and  returned  home  about  eleven  o^clodL. 
Though  I  knew  of  his  disguise,  I  confess  I  was  atmck  and 
almost  frightened  to  see  him  accoutred  so.  I  took  him  for 
a  spectre,  or  shade  of  Ninus,  that  was  a{^>earing  to  me  ;  cr 
at  least,  for  one  of  tho^e  ancient  Irish  debaters,  arrived  at 
the  end  of  their  career,  after  wearing  themselves  out  in 
school- syllogisms.  I  helped  him  to  doff  all  that  apparatus, 
which  I  carried  next  morning  to  its  true  owner,  —  a  Doctor 
of  the  Sorbonne.' 

This  stroke  of  art,  which  cannot  in  any  wise  paaa 
for  sublime,  might  have  its  uses  and  raticmal  porpoee 
in  one  case,  and  only  in  one :  if  Bimiramii  was  meant 
to  be  a  popular  show,  that  was  to  live  or  die  by  its  first 
impression  on  the  idle  multitude ;  which  accordingly  we 
must  infer  to  have  been  its  real,  at  least  its  chief  des- 
tination. In  any  other  case,  we  cannot  but  consider 
this  Haroun-Alraschid  visit  to  the  Cafi  de  Procope  as 
questionable,  and  altogether  inadequate.  If  SSmirmmis 
was  a  Poem,  a  living  Creation,  won  from  the  empyrean 
by  the  silent  power  and  long-continued  Promethean 
toil  of  its  author,  what  could  the  Cqfi  de  Procope  know 
of  it,  what  could  all  Paris  know  of  it,  '  on  the  second 
night '  ?  Had  it  been  a  Milton's  Paradise  Lost  they 
might  have  despised  it  till  after  the  fiftieth  year !  Triie, 
the  object  of  the  Poet  is,  and  must  be,  to  '  instruct  by 
pleasing,'  yet  not  by  pleasing  this  man  and  that  man ; 
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only  by  pleasing  man,  by  Bpeaking  to  the  pore  na- 
ture of  man,  can  any  real  '  instruction,'  in  this  sense, 
be  conveyed.  Vain  does  it  seem  to  search  for  a  judg- 
ment of  this  kind,  in  the  largest  Cafe,  in  the  largest 
Kingdom,  '  on  the  second  night.'  The  deep,  clear 
consciousness  of  one  mind  comes  infinitely  nearer  it, 
than  the  loud  outcry  of  a  million  that  have  no  such  con- 
sciousness ;  whose  '  talk,'  or  whose  '  babble,'  but  dis- 
tracts the  listener ;  and  to  most  genuine  Poets  has,  from 
of  old,  been  in  a  great  measure  indifferent.  For  the 
multitude  of  voices  is  no  authority  ;  a  thousand  voices 
naay  not,  strictly  examined,  amount  to  one  vote.  Man- 
kind in  this  world  are  divided  into  flocks,  and  follow 
their  several  bell-wethers.  Now,  it  is  well  known,  let 
the  beU- wether  rush  through  any  gap,  the  rest  rush  after 
him,  were  it  into  bottomless  quagmires.  Nay,  so  con- 
scientious are  sheep  in  this  particular,  as  a  quaint  natu* 
ralist  and  moralist  has  noted,  '  if  you  hold  a  stick  be* 
'  fore  the  wether,  so  that  he  is  forced  to  vault  in  his 
'  passage,  the  whole  flock  will  do  the  like,  when  the 
'  stick  is  withdrawn ;  and  the  thousandth  sheep  shall 
'  be  seen  vaulting  impetuously  over  air,  as  the  first  did 
'  over  an  otherwise  impassable  barrier  ! '  A  farther  pe- 
culiarity, which,  in  consulting  Acts  of  Parliament,  and 
other  authentic  records,  not  only  as  regards  '  Catholic 
Disabilities,'  but  many  other  matters,  you  may  find 
curiously  verified  in  the  himian  species  also  !  —  On  the 
whole,  we  must  consider  this  excursion  to  Procope*s 
literary  Cavern  as  illustrating  Voltaire  in  rather  pleasant 
style ;  but  nowise  much  to  his  honour.  Fame  seems  a 
far  too  high,  if  not  the  highest  object  with  him ;  nay 
sometimes  even  popularity  is  clutched  at :    we  see  no 
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heavenly  polestar  in  this  voyage  of  bis ;  bnt  only  the 
guidanoe  of  a  proverbially  uncertain  vmd. 

Voltaire  reproachfully  says  of  St.  Lotna,  that  '  he 
ought  to  have  been  above  his  age ; '  but,  in  his  own  case, 
we  can  find  few  symptoms  of  such  heroic  superiority. 
The  same  perpetual  appeal  to  his  contemporaries,  the 
same  intense  regard  to  reputation,  as  he  vievred  it»  pie- 
scribes  for  him  both  his  enterprises  and  his  maimer  of 
conducting  them.     His  aim  is  to  please  the  more  en- 
lightened, at  least  the  politer  part  of  the  world ;  and  be 
offers  them  simply  what  tiiey  most  wish  for,  be  it  in 
theatrical  shows  for  their  pastime,  or  in  sceptical  doc- 
trines for  their  edification.     For  this  latter  purpose. 
Ridicule  is  the  weapon  he  selects,  and  it  suits  him  well 
This  was  not  the  age  of  deep  thoughts;  no  Due  de 
Richelieu,  no  Prince  Conti,  no  Frederick  the  Great 
would  have  listened  to  such :   only  sportful  contempt, 
and  a  thin  conversational  logic  will  avail.     There  maj 
be  wool-quilts»  which  the  lath-sword  of  Harlequin  will 
pierce,  when  the  club  of  Hercules  has  rebounded  from 
them  in  vain.    As  little  was  this  an  age  for  high  vir- 
tues ;    no  heroism,  in  any  form,  is  required,  or  even  ac- 
knowledged ;  but  only,  in  all  forms,  a  certain  biemsitmee. 
To  this  rule  also,  Voltaire  readily  conforms ;  indeed,  he 
finds  no  small  advantage  in  it.     For  a  lax  public  mo- 
rality not  only  allows  him  the  indulgence  of  many  a 
little  private  vice,  and  brings  him  in  this  and  the  other 
windfiedl  of  menus  plaisirs,  but  opens  him  the  readiest 
resource  in  many  enterprises  of  danger.     Of  all  men, 
Voltaire  has  the  least  disposition  to  increase  the  Army 
of  Martyrs.     No  testimony  will  he  seal  with  his  blood; 
scarcely  any  will  he  so  mudi  as  sign  with  ink.    His  ob- 
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noxioiis  doctrines,  aa  we  have  remarked,  he  publiBhes 
under  a  thousand  conceahnents ;  with  underplots,  and 
wheels  within  wheels ;  so  that  his  whole  track  is  in  dark- 
ness, only  his  woriu  see  the  light.  No  Proteus  is  so 
nimble,  or  assumes  so  many  shapes ;  if,  by  rare  chance, 
caught  sleeping,  he  whisks  through  the  smallest  hole, 
and  is  out  of  sight,  while  the  noose  is  getting  ready. 
Let  his  judges  take  him  to  task,  he  will  shuffle  and 
evade  ;  if  directly  questioned,  he  wiU  even  lie.  In  re- 
gard to  this  last  point,  the  Marquis  de  Condorcet  has 
set  up  a  defence  for  him,  which  has,  at  least,  the  merit 
of  being  £rank  enough. 

*  The  necessity  of  lying  in  order  to  disavow  any  work,' 
says  he,  *  is  an  extremity  equally  repugnant  to  conscience 
and  nobleness  of  character:  but  the  crime  lies  with  those 
QDJuat  men,  who  render  such  disavowal  necessary  to  the 
safety  of  him  whom  they  force  to  it.     If  you  have  made  a 
crime  of  what  is  not  one ;  if,  by  absurd  or  by  arbitrary  laws, 
you  have  infringed  the  natural  right,  which  all  men  have,  not 
only  to  form  an  opinion,  but  to  render  it  public ;  then  you  de- 
serve to  lose  the  right  which  every  man  has  of  hearing  the 
truth  from  the  mouth  of  another ;  a  right,  which  is  the  sole 
hAs  of  that  rigorous  obligation,  not  to  lie.    If  it  is  not  per- 
mitted to  deceive,  the  reason  is,  that  to  deceive  any  one,  is  to 
do  him  a  wrong,  or  expose  yourself  to  do  him  one ;  but  a 
wrong  supposes  a  right ;  and  no  one  has  the  right  of  seeking 
to  secure  himself  the  means  of  committing  an  injustice.'  * 

It  is  strange,  how  scientific  discoveries  do  mnintft^y^ 
themselves :  here,  quite  in  other  hands,  and  in  an  alto- 
gether different  dialect,  we  have  the  old  Catholic  doc- 
trine, if  it  ever  was  more  than  a  Jesuitic  one,  '  that  faith 
need  not  be  kept  with  heretics.'  Truth,  it  appears,  is 
too  precious  an  article  for  our  enemies ;  is  fit  only  for 

*  Vie  de  Voltaire,  p.  32. 
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friends,  for  those  who  will  pay  ns  if  we  tell  it  them.  It 
may  be  observed,  however,  that  gnuiting  Coadorcet's 
premises,  this  doctrine  also  must  be  granted,  as  indeed 
is  usual  with  that  sharp-sighted  writer.  If  the  doing  of 
right  depends  on  the  receiving  of  it ;  if  onr  fellow-men, 
in  this  world,  are  not  persons,  but  mere  things,  that  for 
services  bestowed  will  return  services,  —  steam-engines 
that  will  manufacture  calico,  if  we  put  in  coals  and  water, 
—  then,  doubtless,  the  calico  ceasing,  our  coals  and  water 
may  also  rationally  cease ;  the  questioner  threatening  to 
injure  us  for  the  truth,  we  may  ratitmally  tell  him  lies. 
But  if,  on  the  other  hand,  our  fellow-man  is  no  steam- 
engine,  but  a  man ;  united  with  us,  and  with  all  men,  and 
with  the  Maker  of  all  men,  in  sacred,  mysterious,  indis* 
soluble  bonds,  in  an  All-embracing  Love,  tiiat  endrdea 
alike  the  seraph  and  the  glow-worm;  then  will  our 
duties  to  him  rest  on  quite  another  basis  than  this  very 
humble  one  of  quid  pro  quo ;  and  the  Marquis  de  Con- 
dorcet's  conclusion  will  be  false ;  and  might,  in  its  prac- 
tical extensions,  be  infinitely  pernicious. 

Such  principles  and  habits,  too  lightly  adopted  by 
Voltaire,  acted,  as  it  seems  to  us,  with  hostile  effect  on 
his  moral  nature,  not  originally  of  the  noblest  sort,  but 
which,  under  other  influences,  might  have  attained  to 
feu*  greater  nobleness.  As  it  is,  we  see  in  him  simply  a 
Man  of  the  World,  such  as  Paris  and  the  eighteenth  cen- 
tury produced  and  approved  of :  a  polite,  attractive,  most 
cultivated,  but  essentially  self-interested  man ;  not  with- 
out highly  amiable  quahties ;  indeed,  with  a  general  dis- 
position which  we  could  have  accepted  without  disap- 
pointment in  a  mere  Man  of  the  World,  but  must  find 
very  defective,  sometimes  altogether  out  of  place,  in  a 
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Poet  and  Philosopher.     Ahov«  this  character  of  a  Pa- 
risian '  honourable  man,'  he  seldom  or  never  rises ;  nay, 
sometimes  we  find  him  hovering  on  tiie  very  lowest 
houndaries  of  it,  or  perhi^  even  feirly  below  it.    We 
shall  nowise  accuse  him  of  excessive  regard  for  money, 
of  any  wish  to  shine  by  the  influence  of  mere  wealth : 
let  those  commercial  speculations,  including  even  the 
▼ictualling-ccmtracts,  pass  for  laudable   prudence,  for 
love  of  independence,  and  of  the  power  to  do  good.     But 
what  are  we  to  make  of  that  hunting  after  pensions,  and 
even  after  mere  titles  ?     There  is  an  assiduity  displayed 
here,  which  scnnetimes  almost  verges  towards  sneaking. 
Well  might  it  provoke  the  scorn  of  Alfieri ;  for  there  is 
nothing  better  than  the  ^irit  of  '  a  French  plebeian ' 
apparent  in  it.     Much,  we  know,  very  much  should  be 
sHowed  for  difference  of  national  manners,  which  in 
general  mainly  determine  the  meaning  of  such  things : 
nevertheless,  to  our  insular  feelings,  that  famous  Trqfan 
^9Uil  content  ?  especially  when  we  consider  who  the  Tra- 
jan was,  will  always  remain  an  unfortunate  saying.   The 
more  so,  as  Trajan  himself  turned  his  back  on  it,  with- 
out answer ;  declining,  indeed,  through  life,  to  listen  to 
the  voice  of  this  charmer,  or  disturb  his  own  '  dmepais" 
>^/e,'  for  one  moment,  though  with  the  best  philosopher 
in  Nature.     Nay,  Pompadour  herself  was  applied  to; 
and  even  some  considerable  progress  made,  by  that 
luiderground  passage,  had  not  an  envious  hand  too  soon 
and  fiatally  intervened.     D'Alembert  says,  there  are  two 
things  that  can  reach  the  top  of  a  pyramid,  the  eagle  and 
the  reptile.     Apparently,  Voltaire  wished  to  combine 
both  methods ;  and  he  had,  with  one  of  them,  but  indif* 
ferent  success. 
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The  truth  a,  we  are  trying  Voltaire  by  too  high  a 
standard ;  comparing  him  with  an  ideal,  which  he  him- 
self never  strove  after,  perhaps  never  aerioosly  aimed 
at.  He  is  no  great  Man,  but  only  a  great  Persijkmr;  a 
a  man  for  whom  life,  and  aU  that  pertains  to  it,  has,  at 
best,  but  a  despicable  meaning ;  who  meets  its  difficulties 
not  with  earnest  force,  but  with  gay  agiHty ;  and  is  found 
always  at  the  top,  less  by  power  in  swimming,  ti&an  by 
lightness  in  floating.  Take  him  in  his  character,  forget- 
ting that  any  other  was  ever  ascribed  to  him,  and  we  find 
that  he  enacted  it  almost  to  perfection.  Never  man 
better  understood  the  whole  secret  of  Persiflage  ;  mean- 
ing thereby  not  only  the  external  £Eu^ulty  of  polite  con- 
tempt, but  that  art  of  general  inward  contempt,  by  which 
a  man  of  this  sort  endeavours  to  subject  the  dicnm- 
stances  of  his  Destiny  to  his  Volition,  and  be,  what  is 
the  instinctive  effort  of  aU  men,  though  in  the  midst  of 
material  Necessity,  morally  Free.  Voltaire's  latent  de- 
rision is  as  light,  copious,  and  aU-pervading,  as  tbe  de- 
rision which  he  utters.  Nor  is  this  so  simple  an  attain- 
ment as  we  might  fancy ;  a  certain  kind  and  degree  of 
Stoicism,  or  approach  to  Stoidsm,  is  necessary  for  the 
completed  Persifieur;  as  for  moral,  or  even  practical 
completion,  in  any  other  way.  The  most  indifierent- 
minded  man  is  not  by  nature  indifferent  to  his  own  pain 
and  pleasure:  this  is  an  indifference,  which  he  must 
by  some  method  study  to  acquire,  or  acquire  the  show 
of;  and  which,  it  is  fair  to  say,  Voltaire  manifests  in  a 
rather  respectable  degree.  Without  murmuring,  he  has 
reconciled  himself  to  most  things :  the  human  lot,  in  this 
lower  world,  seems  a  strange  business,  yet»  on  the  whole. 
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with  more  of  the  fieurce  in  it,  than  of  the  tragedy;  to  him, 
it  is  nowise  heartrending,  that  this  Planet  of  ours  should 
he  sent  sailing  through  Space,  like  a  miserable  aimless 
Ship-ctf-Fools,  and  he  himself  be  a  fool  among  the  rest, 
and  only  a  very  little  wiser  than  they.  He  does  not, 
like  Bolingbroke,  'patronize  Providence,'  though  such 
aayings,  as  Si  I>ieu  n*existait  pas  il  faudrait  Vinoenter, 
seem  now  and  then  to  indicate  a  tendency  of  that  sort : 
but,  at  all  events,  he  never  openly  levies  war  against 
Heaven;  well  knowing  that  the  time  spent  in  frantic 
nialediction,  directed  thither,  might  be  spent  otherwise 
with  more  profit.  There  is,  truly,  no  Werterism  in  him, 
cither  in  its  bad  or  its  good  sense.  If  he  sees  no  un- 
speakable majesty  in  heaven  and  earth,  neither  does  he 
«ee  any  unsufferable  horror  there.     His  view  of  the  world 

• 

u  a  cool,  gently  scornful,  altogether  prosaic  one :  his 
sublimest  Apocalypse  of  Nature  lies  in  the  microscope 
find  telescope ;  the  Earth  is  a  place  for  producing  com ; 
the  Starry  Heavens  are  admirable  as  a  nautical  time- 
keeper.    Yet,  like  a  prudent  man,  he  has  adjusted  him- 
self to  his  condition,  such  as  it  is :  he  does  not  chaunt 
SAy  Miserere  over  human  life,  calculating  that  no  chari- 
table dole,  but  only  laughter,  would  be  the  reward  of 
such  an  enterprise;  does  not  hang  or  drown  himself, 
cleaiiy  understanding  that  death  of  itself  will  soon  save 
)um   that  trouble.     Affliction,  it  is  true,  has  not  for 
Um  any  precious  jewel  in  its  head  ;  on  the  contrary,  it 
is  an  unmixed  nuisance;   yet,  happily,  not  one  to  be 
howled  over,  so  much  as  one  to  be  speedily  removed  out 
of  sight :  if  he  does  not  learn  from  it  Humility,  and  the 
sublime  lesson  of  Resignation,  neither  does  it  teach  him 
hard-heartedness  and  sickly  discontent ;  but  he  bounds 
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ll^dy  over  it,  leaving  both  the  jewel  and  die  toad  at  a 
safe  distance  behind  him. 

Nor    was    Voltaire's    history  without  perplexities 
enough  to  keep  this  principle  in  exercise ;  to  try  whether 
in  life,  as  in  literature,  the  ridiculum  were  really  better 
than  the  acre.  We  must  own,  that  on  no  occasion  does 
it  altogether  fail  him ;  never  does  he  seem  perfectly  at  a 
nonplus  ;  no  adventure  is  so  hideous,  that  he  cannot,  in 
the  long  run,  find  some  means  to  laugh  at  it,  and  for^get 
it.     Take,  for  instance,  that  last  ill-omened  visit  of  his 
to  Frederick  the  Great.    This  was,  probably,  the  moet 
mortifying  incident  in  Voltaire's  whole  life :  an  open 
experiment,  in  the  sight  of  all  Europe,  to  ascertain  whe- 
ther  French  Philosophy  had  virtue  enough  in  it  to  found 
any  friendly  union,  in  such  circumstances,  even  between 
its  great  master  and  his  most  illustrious  disciple ;  and  an 
experiment  which  answered  in  the  negative.   As  was 
natural  enough;  for  Vanity  is  of  a  divisive  not  of  a 
uniting  nature ;  and  between  the  King  of  Letters  and 
the  King  of  Armies  there  existed  no  other  tie.     Hiey 
should  have  kept  up  an  interchange  of  flattery,  from 
afar :  gravitating  towards  one  anotiier  like  celestial  lumi- 
naries, if  they  reckoned  themselves  such ;  yet  always 
with  a  due  centrifugal  force ;  for  if  either  shot  madly 
from  his  sphere,  nothing  but  collision,  and  concussion, 
and  mutual  recoil,  could  be  the  consequence.     On  the 
whole,  we  must  pity  Frederick,  environed  with  thst 
cluster  of  Philosophers :  doubtless  he  meant  rather  well ; 
yet  the  French  at  Rosbach,  with  guns  in  tlieir  hands, 
were  but  a  small  matter,  compared  with  these  F^rench 
in  Sans-Souci.     Maupertms  sits  sullen,  monosyllabic; 
gloomy  like  the  bear  'of  his  own  arctic  zone :  Voltaire  is 
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the  mad  piper  that  will  make  him  dance  to  tunes  and 
amuse  the  people.     In  this  royal  circle,  with  its  para- 
sites and  bashaws,  what  heats  and  jealousies  must  there 
not   have  been  :    what  secret  heartbiumings,  smooth- 
faced malice,  plottings,  counter-plottings,  and  laurel- 
water  pharmacy,  in  all  its  branches,  before  the  ring  of 
etiquette  £airly  burst  asunder,  and  the  establishment,  so 
to  speak,  exploded  !  Yet  over  all  these  distressing  mat- 
ters Voltaire  has  thrown  a  soft  veil  of  gaiety :  he  re- 
members neither  Dr.  Akakia,  nor  Dr.  Akakia's  patron, 
with  any  animosity ;  but  merely  as  actors  in  the  grand 
&rce  of  life  along  with  him,  a  new  scene  of  which  has 
now  commenced,  quite  displacing  the  other  from  the 
stage.    The  arrest  at  Frankfort,  indeed,  is  a  sour  morsel ; 
but  this  too  he  swaUows,  with  an  effort.  Frederick,  as 
ve  are  given  to  understand,  had  these  whims  by  kind ; 
w^>  indeed,  a  wonderful  scion  from  such  a  stock ;  for 
what  could  equal  the  avarice,  malice,  and  rabid  snap- 
pishness  of  old  Frederick  William  the  father  ? 

'  He  bad  a  minister  at  the  Hague,  named  Luicius,'  says 
the  wit :  *  this  Luicius  was,  of  all  royal  ministers  extant,  the 
worst  paid.  The  poor  man,  with  a  view  to  warm  himself, 
had  a  few  trees  cut  down,  in  the  garden  of  Honslardik,  then 
belonging  to  the  House  of  Prussia ;  immediately  thereafter  he 
received  despatches  from  the  King  his  master,  keeping  back 
ft  year  of  his  salary.  Luicius,  in  despair,  cut  his  throat  with 
the  only  razor  he  had  ("avec  le  setU  rasoir  qu'il  eUtJ :  an  old 
lackey  came  to  his  assistance,  and  unfortunately  saved  his 
life.  At  an  after  period,  I  myself  saw  his  Excellency  at  the 
Hague,  and  gave  him  an  alms  at  the  gate  of  that  Palace 
called  La  VieUe  Cour,  which  belongs  to  the  King  of  Prussia, 
where  this  unhappy  Ambassador  had  lived  twelve  years.' 
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With  the  Roi^Philosophe  himself  Voltaire,  in  a  littk 
while,  recommences  correspondence ;  and,  to  all  appear- 
ance, proceeds  quietly  in  his  office  of  '  buckwaaher,'  that 
is,  of  verse-corrector  to  his  Majesty,  as  if  nothing  what- 
ever had  happened. 

Again,  what  human  pen  can  describe  the  troubles 
this  unfortunate  Philosopher  had  with  his  women  ?  A 
gadding,  feather-brained,  capricious,  old-coquettish,  em- 
bittered, and  embittering  set  of  wantons  from  the  earliest 
to  the  last !  \^dow  Denis,  for  example,  that  disobedient 
Niece,  whom  he  rescued  from  furnished  lodgings  and 
spare  diet,  into  pomp  and  plenty,  how  did  she  pester 
tiie  last  stage  of  his  existence,  for  twenty-four  years 
long !  Blind  to  the  peace  and  roses  of  Femey ;  ever 
hankering  and  fretting  after  Parisian  display ;  not  with- 
out flirtation,  though  advanced  in  life ;  losing  money  at 
play,  and  purloining  wherewith  to  make  it  good ;  scold- 
ing his  servants,  quarrelling  with  his  secretaries,  so  that 
the  too-indulgent  uncle  must  turn  off  hb  beloved  CoUini, 
nay  almost  be  run  through  the  body  by  him,  for  her 
sake !  The  good  Wagni^re,  who  succeeded  this  fiery 
Italian  in  the  secretaryship,  and  loved  Voltaire  with  a 
most  creditable  affection,  cnnnot,  though  a  simple,  hum- 
ble, and  quite  philanthropic  man,  speak  of  Madame 
Denis  without  visible  overflowings  of  gall.  He  openly 
accuses  her  of  hastening  her  uncle's  death  by  her  impor- 
tunate stratagems  to  keep  him  in  P&ris,  where  was  her 
heaven.  Indeed  it  is  dear  that,  his  goods  and  chatteb 
once  made  sure  of,  her  chief  care  was  that  so  fiery  a 
patient  might  die  soon  enough ;  or,  at  best,  according  to 
her  own  confession,  '  how  she  was  to  get  him  buried.' 
We  have  known  superannuated  grooms,  nay  effete  saddle- 
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horses,  regarded  with  more  real  sympathy  in  their  home, 
than  was  the  best  of  uncles  by  the  worst  of  nieces.  Had 
not  this  surprising  old  man  retained  the  sharpest  judg- 
ment, and  the  gayest,  easiest  temper,  his  last  days,  and 
last  years,  must  have  been  a  continued  scene  of  violence 
and  tribulation. 

Little  better,  worse  in  several  respects,  though  at  a 
time  when  be  could  better  endure  it,  was  the  far-famed 
Marquise  du  Chitelet.     Many  a  tempestuous  day  and 
wakeful  nigbt  had  he  with  that  scientific  and  too-fasci- 
nating sbrew.   She  speculated  in  mathematics  and  meta- 
physics ;  but  was  an  adept  also  in  far,  very  far  different 
acquirements.  Setting  aside  its  whole  criminality,  which, 
indeed,  perhaps  went  for  little  there,  this  literary  amour 
wears  but  a  mixed  aspect :  short  sun-gleams,  with  long 
tropical  tornadoes ;  touches  of  guitar-music,  soon  fol- 
lowed by  Lisbon  earthquakes.     Marmontel,  we  remem- 
ber, speaks  of  knives  being  used,  at  least  brandished,  and 
for  quite   other  purposes   than   carving.     Madame  la 
Marquise  was  no  saint,  in  any  sense ;   but  rather  a 
Socrates'  spouse,  who  would  keep  patience,   and  the 
whole  philosophy  of  gaiety,  in  constant  practice.     Like 
Queen  Elizabeth,  if  she  had  the  talents  of  a  man,  she 
had  more  than  the  caprices  of  a  woman. 

We  shall  take  only  one  item,  and  that  a  small  one, 
in  this  mountain  of  misery  :  her  strange  habits  and  me- 
thods of  locomotion.  •  She  is  perpetuaDy  traveUing  :  a 
peaceful  philosopher  is  lugged  over  the  world,  to  Cirey, 
to  Lun^ville,  to  that  pied  d  terre  in  Paris ;  resistance 
avails  not;  here,  as  in  so  many  other  cases,  il  faui  se 
ranger.  Sometimes,  precisely  on  the  eve  of  such  a  de- 
parture, her  domestics,  exasperated  by  hunger  and  ill 
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usage,  win  strike  work,  in  a  body ;  and  a  new  set  has 
to  be  collected  at  an  hour's  warning.  Then  Madame 
has  been  known  to  keep  the  postilions  cracking  and 
sacre-ing  at  the  gate,  from  dawn  till  dewy  eve,  simply 
because  she  was  playing  cards,  and  the  games  went 
against  her.  But  figure  a  lean  and  vivid-tempered  phi- 
losopher starting  from  Paris  at  last;  under  doud  of 
night ;  during  hard  frost ;  in  a  huge  lumbering  coach, 
or  rather  waggon,  compared  with  which,  indeed,  die 
generality  of  modem  waggons  were  a  luxurious  convey- 
ance  With  four  starved,  and  perhaps  spavined  hacks, 
he  slowly  sets  forth,  '  under  a  mountain  of  bandboxes:' 
at  his  side  sits  the  wandering  virago ;  in  front  of  him,  a 
serving-maid,  with  additional  bandboxes  '  et  divers  efeU 
de  80  mat tr esse*  At  the  next  stage,  the  postilions  have 
to  be  beat  up ;  they  come  out  swearing.  Cloaks  and 
fiir- pelisses  avail  little  against  the  January-cold ;  '  time 
and  hours'  are,  once  more,  the  only  hope  :  but,  lo,  at 
the  tenth  mile,  this  Tyburn-coach  breaks  down !  One 
many- voiced  discordant  wail  shrieks  through  the  solitude, 
making  night  hideous,  —  but  in  vain  ;  the  axletree  has 
given  way,  the  vehicle  has  overset,  and  mardiionesses, 
chambermaids,  bandboxes,  and  philosophers,  are  welta^- 
ing  in  inextricable  chaos. 

*  The  carriage  was  in  the  stage  next  Nangis,  about  half- 
way to  that  town,  when  the  hind  axle-tree  broke,  and  it 
tumbled  on  the  road,  to  M.  de  Voltaire's  side  :  Madame  da 
Ch&telet,  and  her  maid,  fell  above  him,  with  all  their  bundles 
and  bandboxes,  for  these  were  not  tied  to  the  front,  but  only 
piled  up  on  both  hands  of  the  maid;  and  so,  observing  the  laws 
of  equilibrium  and  gravitation  of  bodies,  they  rushed  towards 
the  comer  where  M.  de  Voltaire  lay  squeezed  together. 
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Under  so  many  burdens,  which  half  suffocated  him,  he  kept 
shouting-  bitterly  fpoiusaU  des  oris  aigusj ;  but  it  was  im- 
possible to  change  place ;  all  had  to  remain  as  it  was,  till  the 
two  lackeys,  one  of  whom  was  hurt  by  the  fall,  could  come 
up,  with  the  postilions,  to  disencumber  the  vehicle:  they 
first  drew  out  all  the  luggage,  next  the  women,  then  M.  de 
Voltaire.  Nothing  could  be  got  out  except  by  the  top,  that 
19,  by  the  coach- door,  which  now  opened  upwards  :  one  of 
the  lackeys  and  a  postilion  clambering  aloft,  and  fixing 
themselves  on  the  body  of  the  vehicle,  drew  them  up,  as 
from  a  well ;  seizing  the  first  limb  that  came  to  hand, 
whether  arm  or  leg;  and  then  passed  them  down  to  the  two 
stationed  below,  who  set  them  finally  on  the  ground/  • 

What  iMTould  Dr.  Kitchiner,    with  his  Traveller's 
Oracle,  have  said  to  all  this  ?    For  there  is  snow  on  the 
ground :  and  four  peasants  must  be  roused  from  a  vil- 
lage half  a  league  off,  before  that  accursed  vehicle  can 
80  much  as  be  lifted  frx>m  its  beam-ends !    Vain  it  is  for 
Longchamp,  far  in  advance,  sheltered  in  a  hospitable 
though  half-dismantled  chdteau,  to  pluck  pigeons  and  be 
fti  haste  to  roast  them :  they  will  never,  never  be  eaten 
to  supper,  scarcely  to  breakfast  next  morning !  —  Nor  is 
It  now  only,  but  several  times,  that  this  imhappy  axle- 
tree  plays  them  foul ;  nay  once,  beggared  by  Madame's 
gambling,  they  have  not  cash  to  pay  for  mending  it,  and 
the  smith,  though  they  are  in  keenest  flight,  almost  for 
their  lives,  will  not  trust  them. 

We  imagine  that  these  are  trying  things  for  any 
philosopher.  Of  the  thousand  other  more  private  and 
perennial  grievances  ;  of  certain  discoveries  and  explana- 
tions, especially,  which  it  still  seems  surprising  that 
human  philosophy  could  have  tolerated,  we  make  no 
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mention ;  indeed,  with  regard  to  the  latter,  few  ear^j 
considerations  could  tempt  a  Reviewer  of  sensibility  to 
mention  them  in  this  place. 

The  Marquise  du  Ch&telet,  and  her  husband,  have 
been  much  wondered  at  in  England :  the  calm  magna^ 
nimity  with  which  M.  le  Marquis  conforms  to  the  custom 
of  the   coimtry,   to  the  wishes  of  his  helpmate,  and 
leaves  her,  he  himself  meanwhile  fighting,  or  at  least 
drilling,  for  his  King,  to  range  over  Space,  in  quest  of 
loves  and  lovers ;  his  friendly  discretion,  in  this  parti- 
cular ;  no  less  so,  his  blithe  benignant  gullibility,  the 
instant  a  contretems  de  famille  renders  his  countenance 
needful,  —  have  had  all  justice  done  them  among  us. 
His  lady  too  is  a  wonder ;    offers  no  mean  study  to 
psychologbts  :  she  is  a  fedr  experiment  to  try  how  fiir 
that   Delicacy,  which  we  reckon  innate  in  females,  is 
only  incidental  and  the  product  of  fashion ;  how  fiir 
a  woman,  not  merely  immodest,  but  without  the  slight- 
est fig-leaf  of  common  decency  remaining,  with  the 
whole  character,  in  short,  of  a  male  debauchee,  may  still 
have  any  moral  worth  as  a  woman.     We  ourselves  have 
wondered  a  little  over  both  these  parties  ;  and  over  the 
g^al  to  which  so  strange  a  '  progress  of  society '  mi^t 
be  tending.     But  still  more  wonderful,  not  without  a 
shade  of  the  sublime,  has  appeared  to  us  the  cheerful 
thraldom  of  this  maltreated  philosopher ;  and  with  what 
exhaustless  patience,  not  being  wedded,  he  endured  all 
these  forced-marches,  whims,  irascibilities,  delinquencies, 
and  thousandfold  unreasons ;  braving  '  the  battle  and 
the  breeze,'  on  that  wild  Bay  of  Biscay,  for  such  a  pe- 
riod.    Fifteen  long  years,  and  was  not  mad,  or  a  auidde 
at  the  end  of  them  !     But  the  like  fate,  it  would  seem, 
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thou^  worthy  D' Israeli  has  omitted  to  enumerate  it 
in  his  Calamities  of  Authors,  is  not  unknown  in  litera- 
ture. Pope  also  had  his  Mrs.  Martha  Blount ;  and,  in 
the  midst  of  that  warfare  with  united  Duncedom,  his 
daily  tale  ^f  Egyptian  hricks  to  hake.  Let  us  pity  the 
k)t  of  genius*  in  this  sublunary  sphere  ! 

Every  one  knows  the  earthly  termination  of  Madame 
la  Marquise ;  and  how,  by  a  strange,  almost  satirical 
Nemesis,  she  was  taken  in  her  own  nets,  and  her  worst 
sin  became  her  final  punishment.  To  no  purpose  was  the 
nnparalleled  credulity  of  M.  le  Marquis;  to  no  purpose, 
the  amplest  toleration,  and  even  helpful  knavery  of  M. 
de  Voltaire ;  *les  assiduites  de  M.  De  Saint- Lambert,*  and 
the  unimaginable  consultations  to  which  they  gave  rise  at 
Cirey,  were  frightfully  parodied  in  the  end.  The  last 
scene  was  at  Lun^ville,  in  the  peaceable  court  of  King 
Stanislaus. 

*  Seeing  that  the  aromatic- vinegfar  did  no  good,  we  tried 
to  recover  her  from  the  sudden  lethargy  by  rubbing  her  feet, 
^d  fltriking  in  the  palms  of  her  hands ;  but  it  was  of  no 
v^:    she  had  ceased  to  be.     The  maid  was  sent  off  to 
Madame  de  Boufflers'  apartment,  to  inform  the  company 
that  Madame  du  Chiitelet  was  worse.     Instantly  they  all 
rose  from  the  supper- table :  M.  du  Ch&telet,  M.  de  Voltaire, 
vxd  the  other  guests,  rushed  into  the  room.  So  soon  as  they 
understood  the  truth,  there  was  a  deep  consternation ;  to 
tears,  to  cries,  succeeded  a  mournful  silence.     The  husband 
was  \ed  away,  the  other  individuals  went  out  successively, 
expressing  the  keenest  sorrow.     M.  de  Voltaire  and  M.  de 
Saint- Lambert  remained  the  last  by  the  bedside,  frx>m  which 
they  could  not  be  drawn  away.     At  length,  the  former,  ab- 
sorbed in  deep  grief,  left  the  room,  and  with  difficulty  reach- 
ed the  main  door  of  the  Castle,  not  knowing  whither  he 
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went.    Arrived  there,  he  fell  down  at  the  foot  of  the  outer 
stairs,  and  near  the  box  of  a  sentry,  where  his  head  came 
on  the  pavement     His  lackey,  who  was  following,  seeing 
him  fall  and  struggle  on  the  ground,  ran  forward  and  tried 
to  lift  him.     At  this  moment,  M.  de  Saint- Lambert,  retiring 
hy  the  same  way,  also  arrived ;  and  obser\'ing  M.  fle  Voltaire 
in  that  situation,  hastened  to  assist  the  lackey.     No  sooner 
was  M.  de  Voltaire  on  his  feet,  than  opening  his  e>'es,  dim- 
med with  tears,  and  recognising  M.  de  Saint- Lambert,  he 
said  to  him,  with  sobs  and  the  most  pathetic  accent :    *'  Ah, 
mv  friend,  it  is  vou  that  have  killed  her! "     Then,  all  on  a 
sudden,  as  if  he  were  starting  from  a  deep  sleep,  he  ex- 
claimed in  a  tone  of  reproach  and  despair :  **  Eh  !  nion  Dieu  ! 
Monsieur^  de  quoi  vous  avisiez-vousdelui/aire  un  enfant  f " 
They  parted  thereupon,  without  adding  a  single  word ;  and 
retired  to  their  several  apartments,  overwhelmed  and  almost 
annihilated  by  the  excess  of  their  sorrow.'* 

Among  cdl  threnetical  discourses  on  record,  this  last, 
between  men  overwhelmed  and  almost  annihilated  by 
the  excess  of  their  sorrow,  has  probably  an  unexampled 
character.  Some  days  afterwards,  the  first  paroxysm  of 
'  reproach  and  despair '  being  somewhat  assuaged,  the 
sorrowing  widower,  not  the  glad  legal  one,  composed 
this  quatrain : 

L'univers  a  perdu  la  sMime  EmiUe, 

£lle  (Uma  lesplaisirs,  les  arts,  la  v^riU: 

Les  dietuPf  en  lui  donna/nt  leur  dme  ei  leur  gime, 

N^avaient  gardi  pour  eux  que  rimmartalitS. 

After  which,  reflecting,  perhaps,  that  with  this  sublime 
Emilia,  so  meritoriously  singular  in  loving  pleasure, '  his 
happiness  had  been  chiefly  on  paper,'  he,  like  the  be- 
reaved Universe,  consoled  himself,  and  went  on  his  way. 

— " — _■--■- 

♦  VoL  ii.  p.  250. 
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Woman,  it  has  been  sufficiently  demonstrated,  was 
given  to  man  as  a  benefit,  and  for  mutual  support ;  a 
precious  ornament  and  staff  whereupon  to  lean  in  many 
trying  situations  :  but  to  Voltaire  she  proved,  so  un- 
lucky was  he  in  this  matter,  little  else  than  a  broken 
reed^  which  only  ran  into  his  hand.   We  confess  that 
looking  over  the  manifold  trials  of  this  poor  philosopher 
with  the  softer,  or  as  he  may  have  reckoned  it,  the 
harder  sex, —  from  that  Dutchwoman  who  published  his 
juvenile  letters,  to  the  Niece  Denis  who  as  good  as  killed 
bim  with  racketing,  —  we  see,  in  this  one  province, 
very  great  scope  for  almost  all  the  cardinal  virtues.  And 
to  these  internal  convulsions  add  an  incessant  series  of 
controversies  and  persecutions,  political,  religious,  lite- 
T^>  from  without ;  and  we  have  a  life  quite  rent  asun* 
der,  horrent  with  asperities  and  chasms,  where  even  a 
stout  traveller  might  have  fedtered.     Over  all  which 
Chamouni-Needles  and  Staubbach- Falls,  the  great  Per^ 
^fieur  skims  along  in  this  his  little  poetical  air- ship, 
more  softly  than  if  he  travelled  the  smoothest  of  merely 
prosaic  roads. 

Leaving  out  of  view  the  worth  or  worthlessness  of 
such  a  temper  of  mind,  we  are  bound,  in  all  seriousness, 
to  say,  both  that  it  seems  to  have  been  Voltaire's  highest 
conception  of  moral  excellence,  and  that  he  has  pur- 
sued and  realized  it  with  no  smaU  success.  One  great 
praise  therefore  he  deserves,  —  that  of  unity  with  him- 
self ;  that  of  having  an  aim,  and  steadfeistly  endeavouring 
after  it,  nay,  as  we  have  foimd,  of  attaining  it ;  for  his 
ideal  Voltaire  seems,  to  an  unusual  degree,  manifested, 
made  practically  i^parent,  in  the  real  one.  There  can 
be  no  doubt  but  this  attainment  of  Persifleur,  in  the 
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wide  sense  we  here  give  it,  was  of  all  others  the  most 
admired  and  sought  after  in  Voltaire's  age  and  coontiy ; 
nay,  in  our  own  age  and  country,  we  have  stiU  innu- 
merable admirers  of  it,  and  unwearied  seekers  after  it,  on 
every  hand  of  us  :  nevertheless,  we  cannot  but  believe  tiiat 
its  acme  is  passed ;  that  the  best  sense  of  our  generatioo 
has  aheady  wd^ied  its  significance,  and  found  it  want- 
ing. Voltaire  himself,  it  seems  to  us,  were  he  alive  at 
this  day,  would  find  other  tasks  than  that  of  mockery, 
especially  of  mockery  m  that  style :  it  is  not  by  Deri- 
sion and  Denial,  but  by  fur  deeper,  more  earnest,  divi- 
ner means  that  aught  truly  great  has  been  effected  for 
mankind ;  that  the  fabric  of  man's  life  has  been  reared, 
through  long  centuries,  to  its  present  height.  If  we  ad- 
mit that  this  chief  oiPersifleurs  had  a  steady  conscious 
aim  in  life,  the  still  higher  praise  of  having  had  a  right 
or  noble  aim  cannot  be  conceded  him  without  many 
limitations,  and  may,  plausibly  enough,  be  i^together 
denied. 

At  the  same  time,  let  it  not  be  forgotten,  that  amid 
all  these  blighting  influences,  Voltaire  maintains  a  cer- 
tain indestructible  humanity  of  nature ;  a  soul  never  deaf 
to  the  cry  of  wretchedness ;  never  utterly  blind  to  the 
light  of  truth,  beauty,  goodness.  It  is  even,  in  some 
measure,  poetically  interesting  to  observe  this  fine  con- 
tradiction in  him :  the  heart  acting  without  directions 
from  the  head,  or  perhaps  against  its  directions ;  the 
man  virtuous,  as  it  were,  in  spite  of  himself.  For  at  aU 
events,  it  will  be  granted  that,  as  a  private  man,  his 
existence  was  beneficial,  not  hurtful,  to  his  fellow  men : 
the  Calases,  the  Sirvens,  and  so  many  orphans  and  out- 
casts whom  he  cherished  and  protected,  ought  to  coTer 
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a  multitude  of  sins.     It  was  his  own  sentiment,  and  to 
all  appearance,  a  sincere  one  : 

J^  at  fait  un  peu  de  Men;  c*€st  mon  meifleur  auvrage. 

Perhaps  there  are  few  men,  with  such  principles  and  such 
temptations  as  his  were,  that  could  have  led  such  a  life ; 
few  that  could  have  done  his  work,  and  come  through  it 
with  cleaner  hands.  If  we  call  him  the  greatest  of  all 
Pernfleurs,  let  us  add  that,  morally  speaking  also,  he  is 
the  best :  if  he  excels  all  men  in  universality,  sincerity, 
polished  clearness  of  Mockery,  he  perhaps  combines  with 
it  as  much  worth  of  heart  as,  in  any  man,  that  habit  can 
admit  of. 

It  is  now  weDnigh  time  that  we  should  quit  this  part 
of  our  subject :  nevertheless,  in  seeking  to  form  some 
picture  of  Volture's  practical  Hfe,   and  the  character, 
outward  as  .well  as  inward,  of  his  appearance  in  society, 
our  readers  will  not  grudge  us  a  few  glances  at  the  last 
and  most  striking  scene  he  enacted  there.  To  our  view, 
that  final  visit  to  Paris  has    a  strange  half-frivolous, 
half-fateful  aspect ;  there  is,  as  it  were,  a  sort  of  drama- 
tic justice  in  tiiis  catastrophe,  that  he,  who  had  all  his 
life  hungered  and  thirsted  after  public  favour,  should  at 
length  die  by  excess  of  it ;  should  find  the  door  of  his  Hea- 
ven-on-earth  unexpectedly  thrown  wide  open,  and  enter 
there,  only  to  be,  as  he  himself  said,  '  smothered  under 
roses.'    Had  Paris  any  suitable  theogony  or  theology,  as 
Home  and  Athens  had,  this  might  almost  be  reckoned, 
as  those  Ancients  accounted  of  death  by  lightning,  a 
sacred  death,  a  death  from  the  gods ;  from  their  many- 
beaded  god,  PopuLABiTT.  In  the  benignant  quietude  of 
Femey,  Voltaire  had  lived  long,  and  as  his  friends  cal- 
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cnlated,  might  fttili  hare  lived  long ;  tet  a  seriefl  of  tri- 
fling causes  lures  him  to  Paris,  and  in  three  mcmths  he 
is  no  more.  At  all  hours  of  his  history,  he  might  have 
said  with  Alexander :  *'  O  Athenians,  what  toil  do  I  un- 
dergo to  please  you ; "  and  the  last  pleasure,  his  A^ie- 
nians  demand  of  him,  is  that  he  would  die  for  them. 

Considered  with  reference  to  the  world  at  large,  this 
joiuney  is  farther  remarkahle.  It  is  the  most  splendid 
triumph  of  that  nature  recorded  in  these  ages ;  the 
loudest  and  showiest  homage  ever  paid  to  what  we  mo- 
dems call  Literature  ;  to  a  man  that  bad  merely  thought, 
and  published  his  thoughts.  Much  fsHae  tumult,  no 
doubt,  there  was  in  it ;  yet  also  a  certain  deeper  signi- 
ficance. It  is  interesting  to  see  how  universal  and 
eternal  in  man  is  love  of  vrisdom  ;  how  the  highest  and 
the  lowest,  how  supercilious  princes,  and  rude  peasants, 
and  all  men  must  alike  show  honour  to  Wisdom,  or  the 
appearance  of  Wisdom;  nay,  properly  speaking,  can 
show  honour  to  nothing  else.  For  it  is  not  in  the  power 
of  all  Xerxes'  hosts  to  bend  one  thought  of  our  proud 
heart :  these  '  may  destroy  the  case  of  Anaxarchus ; 
himself  they  cannot  reach : '  only  to  spiritual  worth  can 
the  spirit  do  reverence ;  only  in  a  soul  deeper  and  better 
than  ours  can  we  see  any  heavenly  mystery,  and  in 
humbling  ourselves  feel  ourselves  exalted.  That  the  so 
ebullient  enthusiasm  of  the  French  was  in  this  case  per- 
fectly well  directed,  we  cannot  undertake  to  say :  yet 
we  rejoice  to  see  and  know  that  such  a  principle  exists 
perennially  in  man's  inmost  bosom;  that  there  is  no 
heart  so  sunk  and  stupifled,  none  so  withered  and  pam- 
pered, but  the  felt  presence  of  a  nobler  heart  will  insjnre 
it  and  lead  it  captive. 
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Few  Eoyal  piogresafts,  few  Roman  triumphs,  have 
equalled  this  long  triumph  of  Voltaire.  On  his  journey, 
sit  Bourg-en-Bresse,  '  he  was  recognised/  says  Wag- 
ni^re,  '  while  the  horses  were  chang^g,  and  in  a  few 
*  moments  the  whole  town  crowded  about  the  carriage ;  so 
'  that  he  was  forced  to  lock  himself  for  some  time  in  a 
'room  of  the  inn.'  The  Maitre-de-poste  ordered  his 
postilion  to  yoke  better  horses,  and  said  to  him  with  a 
broad  oath:  "  Va  bon  train,  cr^ve  mes  chevaux^je  nC en 
f — ;  tu  wines  M,  de  Voltaire,"  At  Dijon,  there  were 
persons  of  distinction  that  wished  even  to  dress  them- 
selves as  waiters,  that  they  might  serve  him  at  supper, 
and  see  him  by  this  stratagem. 

*  At  the  barrier  of  Paris,'  continues  Wagni^re,  *  the 
offieers  asked  if  we  had  nothing  with  us  contrary  to  the 
King's  regulations :  **  On  my  word,  gentlemen,  Ma  /oi, 
Mesneurt,^^  replied  M.  de  Voltaire,  "  I  believe  there  is 
nothing  contraband  here  except  myself."  I  alighted  from 
the  carriage,  that  the  inspector  might  more  readily  examine 
it.  One  of  the  guards  said  to  his  comrade :  CPeH,  pardieu  ! 
M.  de  Voltaire,  He  plucked  at  the  coat  of  the  person  who 
was  searching,  and  repeated  the  same  words,  looking  fixedly 
at  me.  I  could  not  help  laughing ;  then  all  gazing  with  the 
greatest  astonishment  mingled  with  respect,  begged  M.  de 
Voltaire  to  pass  on  whither  he  pleased.** 

Intelligence  soon  circulated  over  Paris;  scarcely 
could  the  arrival  of  Kien-Long,  or  the  Gkand  Lama  of 
Thibet,  have  excited  greater  ferment.  Poor  Longchamp, 
demitted,  or  rather  dismissed  from  Voltaire's  service, 
eight-and-twenty  years  before,  and  now,  as  a  retired 
map- dealer  (having  resigned  in  favour  of  his  son)  living 

*  Vol.  i.  p.  121. 
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quietly  '  dans  un  petit  logement  ^  part,'  a  fine  smooth, 
garrulous  old  man,  —  heard  the  news  next  morning  in 
his  remote  logement,  in  the  Estrapade ;  and  instantly 
huddled  on  his  clothes,  though  he  had  not  been  out  for 
two  days,  to  go  and  see  what  truth  was  in  it. 

*  Several  persons  of  my  acquaintance,  whom  I  met,  told 
me  that  they  had  heard  the  same.  I  went  purposely  to  the 
C({f(S  Procope,  where  this  news  formed  the  subject  of  con- 
versation among  several  politicians,  or  men  of  letters,  who 
talked  of  it  with  warmth.  To  assure  myself  still  fiuther,  I 
walked  thence  towards  the  Quai  des  Th^atins,  where  he  had 
alighted  the  night  before,  and,  as  was  said,  taken  up  his 
lodging  in  a  mansion  near  the  church.  Coming  out  firom 
the  Rue  de  la  Seine,  I  saw  afar  off,  a  great  number  of  people 
gathered  on  the  Quai,  not  far  from  the  Pont- Royal.  Approach- 
ing nearer,  I  observed  that  this  crowd  was  collected  in  front 
of  the  Marquis  de  Villette's  H6tel,  at  the  comer  of  the  Rue 
de  Beaune.  I  inquired  what  the  matter  was.  The  people 
answered  me  that  M.  de  Voltaire  was  in  that  house ;  and 
they  were  waiting  to  see  him  when  he  came  out.  They  were 
not  sure,  however,  whether  he  would  come  out  that  day ; 
for  it  was  natural  to  think  that  an  old  man  of  eighty-four 
might  need  a  day  or  two  of  rest.  From  that  moment,  I  do 
longer  doubted  the  arrival  of  M.  de  Voltaire  in  Paris.'* 

By  dint  of  address,  Longchamp,  in  process  of  time, 
contrived  to  see  his  old  master ;  had  an  interview  of  ten 
minutes:  was  for  falling  at  his  feet;  and  wept,  with 
sad  presentiments,  at  parting.  Ten  such  minutes  were 
a  great  matter ;  for  Voltaire  had  his  levees,  and  couchees, 
more  crowded  than  those  of  any  Emperor ;  princes  and 
peers  thronged  his  antechamber;  and  when  he  went 
abroad,  his  carriage  was  as  the  nucleus  of  a  comet, 

*  Vol.  ii.  p.  353. 
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whose  train  extended  over  whole  districts  of  the  city. 
He  himself,  says  Wagni^re,  expressed  dissatisfiaction  at 
much  of  this.     Nevertheless,  there  were  some  plaudits, 
which,  as  he  confessed,  went  to  his  heart.     Condorcet 
mentions   that  once  a  person  in  the  crowd,  inquiring 
who  this  great  man   was,   a  poor  woman  answered, 
"  (Test  le  sauveur  des  Cakts"     Of  a  quite  different  sort 
was  the  tribute  paid  him  hy  a  quack,  in  the  Place  Louis 
Quinze,  haranguing  a  mixed  multitude  on  the  art  of 
juggling  ^th  cards :  "  Here,  gentlemen,"  said  he,  "  is 
a  trick  I  learned  at  Femey,  from  that  great  man  who 
makes  so   much  noise  among  you,  that  famous  M.  de 
Voltaire,  the  master  of  us  all !  "     In  fact,  mere  gaping 
curiosity,   and  even  ridicule  was  abroad,  as  well  as  real 
enthusiasm.     The  clergy  too  were  recoiling  into  omi- 
nous g;roups;  already  some  Jesuitic  drums  ecclesiastic 
had  beat  to  arms. 

Figuring  the  lean,  tottering,  lonely  old  man  in  the 
midst  of  all  this,  how  he  looks  into  it,  clear  and  alert, 
though  no  longer  strong  and  calm,  we  feel  drawn  to- 
wards him  by  some  tie  of  affection,  of  kindly  S3rmpathy. 
lx>ngchamp  says,  he  appeared  '  extremely  worn,  though 
'  still  in  the  possession  of  all  his  senses,  and  with  a  very 
*  firm  voice.'  The  following  littl^  sketch,  by  a  hostile 
journalist  of  the  day,  has  fixed  itself  deeply  with  us : 

*  M.  de  Voltaire  appeared  in  full  dress,  on  Tuesday,  for 
the  first  time  since  his  arrival  in  Pari«?,  He  had  on  a  red 
coat  lined  with  ermine ;  a  large  peruke,  in  the  fashion  of 
Louis  XIV.,  black,  unpowdered ;  and  in  which  his  withered 
risage  was  so  buried  that  you  saw  only  his  two  eyes  shining 
like  carbuncles.  His  head  was  surmounted  by  a  square 
red  cap  in  the  form  of  a  crown,  which  seemed  only  laid  on. 

h2 
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He  had,  in  bis  hand,  a  small  nibbed  cane ;  and  die  pobbc  of 
Paris,  not  accustomed  to  see  htm  in  this  accoatremeat, 
laughed  a  good  deal.  This  perM>nage,  singular  in  all,  wishes 
doubtless  to  have  nothing  in  common  with  cntlinary  men.^ 

This  head,  —  this  wondrous  microcosm  in  the  yimA 
perruque  aia  Loms  XJV,^ — was  so  socm  to  be  disteromtpd 
of  all  its  cunning  gifts  ;  these  eyes,  shining  like  carbun- 
cles, were  so  soon  to  be  closed  in  long  night ! — We 
must  now  give  the  coronation  ceremony,  of  wfaidi  the 
reader  may  have  heard  so  much :  borrowing  from  this 
same  sceptical  hand,  which,  however,  is  vouched  for  by 
Wagni^re ;  as,  indeed,  La  Harpe's  more  hercncal  nar- 
rative of  that  occurrence  is  well  known,  and  hardly 
differs  from  the  following,  except  in  style  : 

*  On  Monday,  M.  de  Voltaire,  resolving  to  enjoy  the 
triumph  which  had  been  so  long  promised  him,  mounted  his 
carriage,  that  aziu'e* coloured  vehicle,  bespangled  with  gold 
stars,  which  a  wag  called  the  chariot  of  the  empyrean ;  and 
so  repaired  to  the  Acad^mie  Fran9aise,  which  that  day  had 
a  special  meeting.  Twenty-two  members  were  present 
None  of  the  prelates,  abb^,  or  other  ecclesiastics,  who  be- 
long to  it,  would  attend,  or  take  part  in  these  singular  deli- 
berations. The  sole  exceptions  were  the  Abb^  de  Boi<- 
mont  and  Millot;  the  one  a  court  rake-hell  (rou^),  with 
nothing  but  the  guise  af  his  profession :  the  other  a  xw\H 
(cuuire)y  having  no  favour  to  look  for,  either  from  the 
Court  or  the  Church. 

*  The  Acad^mie  went  out  to  meet  M.  de  Voltaire :  he 
was  led  to  the  Director's  seat,  which  that  office-bearer  and 
the  meeting  invited  him  to  accept.  His  portrait  had  been 
hung  up  above  it  The  company,  without  drawing  lots,  as 
is  the  custom,  proceeded  to  work,  and  named  him,  by  ac- 
clamation, Director  for  the  April  quarter.     The  old  min, 
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onee  set  a-going,  was  about  to  talk  a  great  deal ;  but  they 
told  him,  that  they  valued  his  health  too  much  to  hear 
hiiBy  —  that  tlLey  would  reduce  him  to  silence.  M.  d'Alem- 
bert  accordingly  occupied  the  session,  by  reading  his  Ehge 
de  DespriauXj  which  had  already  been  conununicated  on  a 
public  o<xrasion,  and  where  he  had  inserted  various  flatter- 
ing things  for  the  present  visiter. 

<  M.  de  Voltaire  then  signified  a  wish  to  visit  the  Secre- 
tary of  the  Acad^mie,  whose  apartmentB  are  above.  With 
this  gentleman  he  stayed  some  time ;  and  at  last  set  out  for 
the  Com^e  Fran9aise.  The  court  of  the  Louvre,  vast  as 
it  is,  was  full  of  people  waiting  for  him.  So  soon  as  bis 
notable  vehicle  came  in  sight,  the  cry  arose,  Le  VoUh ! 
The  Savoyards,  the  apple-women,  all  the  rabble  of  the 
quarter  had  assembled  there ;  and  the  acclamations,  Vive 
Foitaire  !  resounded  as  if  they  would  never  end.  The  Mar- 
quis de  Villetje,  who  had  arrived  before,  came  to  hand  him 
out  of  his  carriage,  where  the  Procureur  Clos  was  seated 
beside  him :  both  these  gave  him  their  arms,  and  could 
scarcely  extricate  him  from  the  press.  On  his  entering  the 
playhouse,  a  crowd  of  more  elegance,  and  seized  with  true 
enthusiasm  for  genius,  surrounded  him :  the  ladies,  above 
all,  threw  themselves  in  his  way,  and  stopped  it,  the  better 
to  look  at  him  ;  some  were  seen  squeezing  forward  to  touch 
his  clothes ;  some  plucking  hair  from  his  fur.  M.  le  Due  de 
Chartres,*  not  caring  to  advance  too  near,  showed,  though 
at  a  distance,  no  less  curiosity  than  others. 

*  The  saint,  or  rather  the  god,  of  the  evening,  was  to 
occupy  the  box  belonging  to  the  Gentlemen  of  the  Bed- 
chamber,! opposite  that  of  the  Comte  d^Artois.  Madame 
Denis  and  Madame  de  Villette  were  already  there ;  and  the 
pit  was  in  convulsions  of  joy,  awaiting  the  moment  when  the 
poet  should  appear.     There  was  no  end  till  he  placed  him- 

*  Afterwards  Egalit^. 

t  He  himself,  as  is  periu^  too  well  known,  was  one. 
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self  on  the  front  seat,  beside  the  Udies.  Then  rose  a  cry : 
La  Courotme  /  and  Brisard,  the  actor,  came  and  pat  the 
garland  on  his  head.  **  Ah,  Heaven !  will  you  kill  me  thai? 
{Ahy  Dieu  !  vous  voulez  done  me /aire  mourir/y^  cried  M. 
de  Voltaire,  weeping  with  joy,  and  resisting  this  honour. 
He  took  the  crown  in  his  hand,  and  presented  it  to  Belk' 
et-bonne:*  she  withstood ;  and  the  Prince  de  Beauvan,  sett- 
ing the  laurel,  replaced  it  on  the  head  of  our  Sophocles,  who 
could  refuse  no  longer. 

'The  piece  (^Mne)  ni'as  played,  and  with  more  applause 
than  usual,  though  scarcely  with  enough  to  correspond  to 
this  triumph  of  its  author.  Meanwhile  the  players  were  in 
straits  as  to  what  they  should  do ;  and  during  their  delibe- 
rations the  tragedy  ended ;  the  curtain  fell,  and  the  tumult 
of  the  people  was  extreme,  till  it  rose  again,  disclosing  a 
show  like  that  of  the  Ceniinaire.  M.  de  Voltaire's  bast, 
which  had  been  placed  shortly  before  in  the^/byvr  (green- 
room) of  the  Com6die  Fran9ai8e,  had  been  brought  upon 
the  stage,  and  elevated  on  a  pedestal;  the  whole  body  of 
comedians  stood  round  it  in  a  semicircle,  with  palms  and 
garlands  in  their  hands  :  there  was  a  crown  lUready  on  the 
bust.  The  pealing  of  musical  flourishes,  of  drums,  of  tram- 
pets,  had  announced  the  ceremony;  and  Madame  Vestris 
held  in  her  hand  a  paper,  which  was  soon  understood  to 
contain  verses,  lately  composed  by  the  Marquis  de  Saint- 
Marc.  She  recited  them  with  an  emphasis  proportioned  to 
the  extravagance  of  the  scene.    They  ran  as  follows : 

Aux  yeux  de  Paris  enchanU^ 
JRepois  en  cejour  un  Jiommage^ 
Que  confirmera  d'dge  en  dge 
La  aevire  posUriti  ! 

Non,  tu  n'aspas  hesoin  d*aUeindre  au  noir  rivage 
Powrjouir  des  honneun  de  VimmariaUU  ; 

*  The  Marquise  de  Villette,  a  fotter-child  of  his. 
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VoLTAiBB,  repais  la  counmne 

Que  Von  vient  de  te  presenter  ; 

II  est  beau  de  la  Tn^riter, 

Quand  c'est  la  France  qui  la  donne  /• 

'  This  wa«  encored  :  the  actress  recited  it  again.  Next, 
each  of  them  went  forward  and  laid  his  garland  round  the 
bust.  Mademoiselle  Fanier,  in  a  fanatical  ecstasy,  kinsed  it, 
and  all  the  others  imitated  her. 

*■  This  long  ceremony,  accompanied  with  infinite  vivatSj 
being  over,  the  curtain  again  dropped ;  and  when  it  rose 
for  N€mine,  one  of  M.  de  Voltaire's  comedies,  his  bust  was 
seen  on  the  right-hand  side  of  the  stage,  where  it  remained 
during  the  whole  play. 

'  M.  le  Comte  d'Artois  did  not  choose  to  show  himself 
too  openly ;  but  being  informed,  according  to  his  orders,  as 
soon  as  M.  de.  Voltaire  appeared  in  the  theatre,  he  had 
gone  thither  incognito ;  and  it  is  thought  that  the  old  man, 
once  when  he  went  out  for  a  moment,  had  the  honour  of  a 
short  interview  with  his  Ro)*al  Highness. 

'  Nanine  finished,  comes  a  new  hurlyburly ;  a  new 
trial  for  the  modesty  of  our  philosopher !  He  had  got  into 
his  carriage,  but  the  people  would  not  let  him  go ;  they 
threw  themselves  on  the  horses,  they  kissed  them  :  some 
young  poets  even  cried  to  unyoke  these  animals,  and  draw 
the  modem  Apollo  home  with  their  own  arms ;  unhappily, 
there  were  not  enthusiasts  enough  to  volunteer  this  service, 
and  he  at  last  got  leave  to  depart,  not  without  vivats^  which 
he  may  have  heard  on  the  Pont- Royal,  and  even  in  hb  own 
house.  •  •• 

'  M.  de  Voltaire,  on  reaching  home,  wept  anew ;  and 
modestly  protested  that  if  he  had  known  the  people  were  to 
play  so  many  follies,  be  would  not  have  gone.' 


*  As  Dryden  said  of  Swift,  so  may  we  say :  Our  cousin  Saint- 
Marc  has  no  torn  for  poetry. 
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On  all  thea«  wonderful  proceedings  we  shall  lesfe 
our  readers  to  tLeir  own  reflectioDB;  remarking  only* 
that  this  happened  on  the  SOth  of  March  (1778),  and 
that  on  the  dOth  of  May,  about  the  same  hour,  the  ob- 
ject of  such  extraordinary  adulation  was  in  the  artiele  oi 
death ;  the  hearse  already  prepared  to  receive  his  renuuns, 
for  which  even  a  grave  had  to  be  stolen.  '  He  expired/ 
says  Wagni^re»  *  about  a  quarter  past  eleven  at  night. 
'with  the  most  perfect  tranquillity,  after  having  suf- 
'  fered  the  crueUest  pains,  in  consequence  of  those  fifttal 
'  drugs,  which  his  own  imprudence,  and  especially  tiiat 
'  of  the  persons  who  should  have  looked  to  it,  made  him 
'  swallow.  Ten  minutes  before  his  last  breath,  he  took 
'  the  hand  of  Morand,  his  valet-de-chambre,  who  was 
'  watching  by  him;  pressed  it,  and  said :  "Adieu,  num  cher 
*  Morand,  je  me  meurs.  Adieu,  my  dear  Morand,  I  am 
'  gone.*'  These  are  the  last  words  uttered  by  M.  de 
•Voltaire.'* 

We  have  still  to  consider  this  man  in  his  specially 
intellectual  capacity ;  which,  as  with  every  man  of  letters, 

*  *  On  this  sickness  of  Voltaire,  and  his  death-bed  deportmoit, 
many  foolish  books  have  been  written  ;  concerning  which  it  is  not 
necessary  to  say  anything.  The  conduct  of  the  Parisian  clei^gy,  on 
that  occasion,  seems  totally  unworthy  of  their  cloth  ;  nor  was  their 
reward,  so  far  as  concerns  these  individuals,  inappropriate :  that  of 
finding  themselves  once  more  bilked,  once  more  pers^Ut  by  that 
strange  old  man,  in  his  last  decrepitude,  who,  in  his  strengdi,  had 
wrought  them  and  others  so  many  griefs.  Surely  the  parting  ago- 
nies of  a  fdlow  mortal,  when  the  spirit  of  our  broUier,  rapt  in  the 
whirlwinds  and  thick  ghastly  vapours  of  death,  clutches  blindly  for 
help,  and  no  help  is  there,  are  not  the  scenes  where  a  wise  fiuth 
would  seek  to  exult,  when  it  can  no  longer  hope  to  alleviate  1  For 
the  rest,  to  touch  forther  on  those  their  idle  tales  of  dying  horron, 
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is  to  be  regarded  as  tlie  dearest,  and,  to  all  practical  in- 
tents, the  most  important  aspect  of  him.  Voltaire's 
intellectual  endowment  and  acquirement,  his  talent  or 
genius  as  a  literary  man,  Hes  opened  to  ns  in  a  series  of 
Writings,  iinexampled,  as  we  beUeve,  in  two  respects  : 
^ieir  extent,  and  their  diversity.  Perhaps  there  is  no 
writer,  not  a  mere  compiler,  but  writing  from  his  own 
invention  or  elaboration,  who  has  left  so  many  volumes 

remorae,  and  tlie  Eke ;  to  write  of  soch,  to  believe  them,  or  disbe- 
liere  tliein,  or  in  any  wise  discuss  tiiem,  were  but  a  continuation  of 
the  Huiae  ineptitude.    He  who,  after  the  imperturbable  exit  of  so 
many  Cartouches  and  Thurtells,  in  every  age  of  the  world,  can 
oontunie  to  r^ard  the  manner  of  a  man's  death  as  a  test  of  his 
retigiouB  orthodoxy,  may  boast  himself  impregnable  to  merely  ter- 
restrial l<^c.  Voltaire  had  enough  of  suffering,  and  of  mean  enough 
suffering,  to  encounter,  without  any  addition  from  theological  de- 
■pair.  His  last  interview  with  the  clergy,  who  had  been  sent  for  by 
his  friends,  that  the  rites  of  burial  might  not  be  denied  him,  is  thus 
described  by  Wagni^,  as  it  has  been  by  all  other  credible  reporters 
of  it: 

'  Two  days  before  that  mournful  death,  M.  TAbb^  Mignot,  his 
'  nephew,  wen)  to  seek  the  Cur6  of  Saint-Sulpice  and  the  Abb^ 

*  Gnatier,  and  brought  them  into  his  uncle's  sick-room ;  who,  being 
'  informed  that  the  Abb6  Guatier  was  there,  "  Ah,  well  1 "  said  he, 

*  *'  give  him  my  compliments  and  my  thanks."    The  Abb^  spoke 

*  some  words  to  him,  exhorting  him  to  patience.  The  Cur6  of  Saint* 

*  Sulpice  then  came  forward,  having  announced  himself,  and  asked 

*  of  M.  de  Voltaire,  elevating  his  voice,  if  he  acknowledged  the  di- 

*  vinity  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ  ?  The  sick  man  pushed  one  of  his 

*  hands  against  the  Curb's  calotte  (coif),  shoving  him  back,  and 

*  cried,  turning  abruptiy  to  the  other  side,  **  Let  me  die  in  peace 

*  (LaiBMeZ'tHoi  mourir  en  paup)  \"  The  Cur^  seemingly  considered 

*  his  person  soiled,  and  his  coif  dishonoured,  by  the  touch  of  a  phi- 
'  losopher.  He  made  the  sicknurse  give  him  a  Uttie  brushing,  and 
'  then  went  out  with  the  Abb£  Guatier.'  —Vol.  i.  p.  161. 
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behind  him ;  and  if  to  the  merely  arithmetical,  we  add  a 
critical  estimate,  the  singularity  is  still  greater ;  for  these 
volumes  are  not  written  without  an  i^pearance  of  doe 
care  and  preparation ;  perhi^  there  is  not  one  altogether 
feeble  and  confused  treatise,  nay  one  feeble  and  confused 
sentence,  to  be  found  in  them.  As  to  variety,  again, 
they  range  nearly  over  all  human  subjects ;  6x>m  Theo- 
logy down  to  Domestic  Economy;  from  the  Familiar 
Letter  to  the  Political  History ;  from  the  Pasquinade  to 
the  Epic  Poem.  Some  strange  gift,  or  union  of  gifts, 
must  have  been  at  work  here ;  for  the  result  is,  at  least, 
in  the  highest  degree  uncommon,  and  to  be  wondered  at, 
if  not  to  be  admired. 

If,  through  all  this  many-coloured  versatility,  we  try 
to  decipher  the  essential,  distinctive  features  of  Voltaire's 
intellect,  it  seems  to  us  that  we  find  there  a  counterpart 
to  our  theory  of  his  moral  character ;  as,  indeed,  if  that 
theory  was  accurate,  we  must  do :  for  the  thinking  and 
the  moral  nature,   distinguished  by  the   necessities  of 
speech,  have  no  such  dbtinction  in  themselves;   but, 
rightly  examined,  exhibit  in  every  case  the  strictest  sym- 
pathy and  correspondence,   are,  indeed,  but  different 
phases  of  the  same  indissoluble  unity,  •'-  a  living  mind. 
In  life,  Voltaire  was  found  to  be  without  good  claim  to 
the  title  of  philosopher ;  and  now,  in  literature,  and  for 
similar  reasons,  we  find  in  him  the  same  deficiencies. 
Here  too  it  is  not  greatness,  but  the  very  extreme  of  ex- 
pertness,  that  we  recognise ;  not  strength,  so  much  as 
agility ;  not  depth,  but  superficial  extent.     That  truly 
surprising  ability  seems  rather  the  unparalleled  combina- 
tion of  many  common  talents,  than  the  exercise  of  any 
finer  or  higher  one :  for  here  too  the  want  of  earnestness, 
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of  intense  continuance,  is  htal  to  him.     He  has  the  eye 
of  a  1  jnx  ;  sees  deeper,  at  the  first  glance,  than  any  other 
man  ;  but  no  second  glance  is  given.   Thus  Truth,  which 
to  the  philosopher,  has  from  of  old  been  said  to  live  in  a 
weQ.  renmins  for  the  most  part  hidden  from  him ;  we 
may    say    forever  hidden,  if  we  take  the  highest,  and 
only  philosophical  species  of  Truth ;  for  this  does  not  re- 
veal itself  to  any  mortal,  without  quite  another  sort  of 
meditation  than  Voltaire  ever  seems  to  have  bestowed 
on  it.      In  fact,  his  deductions  are  uniformly  of  a  foren- 
sic, argumentative,  immediately  practical  nature ;  often 
true*  -we  inrill  admit,  so  fiu*  as  they  go ;  but  not  the  whole 
truth  ;  and  false,  when  taken  for  the  whole.     In  regard 
to  feeling,  it  is  the  same  with  him :  he  is,  in  general,  hu- 
inane,  mildly  affectionate,  not  without  touches  of  noble- 
ness ;    but  light,  fitful,  discontinuous ;   '  a  smart  free- 
thinker, all  things  in  an  hour.'     He  is  no  Poet  and  Phi- 
losopher, but  a  popular  sweet  Singer  and  Haranguer : 
in  all  senses,  and  in  all  styles,  a  Concionator,  which,  for 
the  most  part,  will  turn  out  to  be  an  altogether  different 
character.     It  is  true,  in  this  last  province  he  stands 
unrivalled ;  for  such  an  audience,  the  most  fit  and  per- 
fectly persuasive  of  all  preachers  :  but  in  many  far  higher 
provinces,  he  is  neither  perfect  nor  unrivalled ;  has  been 
often  surpassed  ;  was  surpassed  even  in  his  own  age  and 
nation.     For  a  decisive,  thorough-going,  in  any  measure 
^gantic,  force  of  thought,  he  is  far  inferior  to  Diderot : 
with  all  the  liveliness  he  has  not  the  soft  elegance,  with 
more  than  the  wit  he  has  but  a  small  portion  of  the  wis- 
dom, that  belonged  to  Fontenelle :  as  in  real  sensibility, 
so  in  the  delineation  of  it,  in  pathos,   loftiness,  and 
earnest  eloquence,  he  cannot,  making  all  fair  abate- 
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ments,  and  there  wm  waanj,  be  oompured  wkb  lUwt- 


Doubtless,  an  astxmishhig  fertiHtj,  qnidmess^  ad* 
dress ;  an  openness  also,  and  unirersal  susceptibility  el 
mind,  must  bave  belonged  to  bim.    As  little  can  we 
deny  that  be  manifests  an  assiduous  perseverance,  a  ca- 
pability of  long  continued  exertion,  strange  in  so  volatile 
a  man ;  and  consummate  skill  in  husbanding  and  maely 
directing  his  exertion.     The  very  knowledge  he  had 
amassed,  granting,  which  is  but  partly  true,  that  it  was 
superficial  remembered  knowledge,  might  have  distm- 
guished  him  as  a  mere  Dutch  commentator.     From 
Newton's  Principia  to  the  Shaster  and  Vedam,  nothing 
has  escaped  him :  he  has  glanced  into  all  literatures  and 
all  sciences ;  nay  studied  in  them,  for  he  can  ^>eak  a 
rational  word  on  all.     It  is  known,  for  instance,  that  he 
understood  Newton  when  no  other  man  in  France  under- 
stood him :  indeed,  his  countrymen  may  call  Voltaire 
their  discoverer  of  intellectual  England ;  —  a  discovery, 
it  is  true,  rather  of  the  Curtis  than  of  the  Columbus  sort, 
yet  one  which  in  his  day  still  remained  to  be  made. 
Nay,  from  all  sides  he  brings  new  light  into  his  coimtry  : 
now,  for  the  first  time,  to  the  upturned  wondering  eyes 
of  Frenchmen  in  general,   does  it  become  dear  that 
Thought  has  actually  a  kind  of  existence  in  other  king- 
doms; that  some  glimmerings  of  civilization  had  dawned 
here  and  there  on  the  human  species,  prior  to  the  Steele 
de  Louis  Quatorze,     Of  Voltaire's  acquaintance  with 
History,   at  least  with  what  he   called    History,   be 
it  civil,  religious,  or  literary ;  of  his  innumerable,  in- 
describable   collection    of    facts,    gathered    from  all 
sources,  —  from  European  Chronicles  and  State  Ripers, 
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ham  taatxm  Zends  and  Jewish  Tklmmdst  we  need  net  re* 
mind  any  reader.  It  has  been  objected  that  his  infor^ 
mation  was  often  borrowed  at  second-hand ;  tliat  he  had 
his  plodders  and  pioneers,  whom,  as  living  dictionaries, 
be  skiifblly  consulted  in  time  of  need.  This  also  seems 
to  be  partly  troe,  but  deducts  little  from  our  estimate  of 
him  :  for  the  skill  so  to  borrow  is  even  rarer  than  the 
power  to  lend.  Voltaire's  knowledge  is  not  a  mere 
show-room  of  curiosities,  but  truly  a  museum  for  pur- 
poses of  teaching :  every  object  is  in  its  place,  and  there 
for  its  uses ;  nowhere  do  we  find  confusion,  or  vain  dis- 
play; everywhere  intention,  instructiveness,  and  the 
(dearest  order. 

Perhaps  it  is  this  very  power  of  Order,  of  rapid,  per- 
spicuous Arrangement,  that  lies  at  the  root  of  Voltaire's 
best  gifts ;  or  rather,  we  should  say,  it  is  that  keen,  ac- 
curate intellectual  vision,  from  which,  to  a  mind  of  any 
intensity.  Order  naturally  arises.  This  clear  quick  vision, 
and  the  methodic  arrangement  which  springs  from 
it,  are  looked  upon  as  peculiarly  French  qualities  ;  and 
Voltaire,  at  all  times,  manifests  them  in  a  more  than 
French  degree.  Let  him  but  cast  his  eye  over  any  sub- 
ject, in  a  moment  he  sees,  though  indeed  only  to  a  short 
depth,  yet  with  instinctive  decision,  where  the  main 
bearings  of  it  for  that  short  depth  lie ;  what  is,  or  ap- 
pears to  be,  its  logical  coherence ;  how  causes  connect 
themselves  with  effects  ;  how  the  whole  is  t4)  be  seized, 
and  in  lucid  sequence  represented  to  his  own  or  to  other 
minds.  In  this  respect,  moreover,  it  is  happy  for  him 
that,  below  the  short  depth  alluded  to,  his  view  does  not 
properly  grow  dim,  but  altogether  terminates:  thus 
there  is  nothing  farther  to  occasion  him  misgivings ;  has 
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he  not  already  sounded  into  that  basis  of  bottomless 
Darkness  on  which  aU  things  firmly  rest?  What  lies 
below  is  delusion,  imagination,  some  form  of  Super- 
stition or  Folly  ;  which  he,  nothing  doubting,  altogether 
casts  away.  Accordingly,  he  is  the  most  intelligible  of 
writers ;  everywhere  transparent  at  a  glance.  There  is 
no  delineation  or  disquisition  of  his,  that  has  not  its 
whole  purport  written  on  its  forehead ;  all  b  precise,  all 
is  rightly  adjusted;  that  keen  spirit  of  Order  shows 
itself  in  the  whole,  and  in  every  line  of  the  whole. 

If  we  say  that  this  power  of  Arrangement,  as  ap- 
plied both  to  the  acquisition  and  to  the  communicatioa 
of  ideas,  is  Voltaire's  most  serviceable  faculty  in  all  his 
enterprises,  we  say  nothing  singular  :  for  take  the  word 
in  its  largest  acceptation,  and  it  comprehends  the  whole 
office  of  Understanding,  logically  so  called ;  is  the  means 
whereby  man  accomplishes  whatever,  in  the  way  of  out- 
ward force,  has  been  made  possible  for  him ;  conquers 
all  practical  obstacles,  and  rises  to  be  the  '  king  of  this 
lower  world.'  It  b  the  organ  of  all  that  Knowledge 
which  can  properly  be  reckoned  synonymous  with  Powo*; 
for  hereby  man  strikes,  with  wise  aim,  into  the  infinite 
agencies  of  Nature,  and  multiplies  his  own  small  strength 
to  unlimited  degrees.  It  has  been  said  also  that  man 
may  rise  to  be  the  '  god  of  this  lower  world ; '  but  that 
is  a  far  loftier  height,  not  attainable  by  such  power- 
knowledge,  but  by  quite  another  sort,  for  which  Voltaire 
in  particular  shows  hardly  any  aptitude. 

In  truth,  readily  as  we  have  recognised  his  spirit  of 
Method,  with  its  many  uses,  we  are  far  from  ascribing  to 
him  any  perceptible  portion  of  that  greatest  praise  in 
thinking,  or  in  writing,  the  praise  of  philosophic,  still 
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less  of  poetic  Method ;  which,  especially  the  latter,  must 
he  the  fruit  of  deep  feeling  as  weU  as  of  clear  vision,  — 
of  genius  as  well  as  talent ;  and  is  much  more  likely  to 
be  found  in  the  compositions  of  a  Hooker,  or  a  Shaks- 
peare,  than  of  a  Voltaire.  The  Method  discernible  in 
Voltaire,  and  this  on  all  subjects  whatever,  is  a  purely 
business  Method.  The  order  that  4urises  from  it  is  not 
Beauty,  but,  at  best.  Regularity.  His  objects  do  not  lie 
round  him  in  pictorial,  not  always  in  scientific  grouping ; 
but  rather  in  commodious  rows,  where  each  may  be  seen 
and  come  at,  like  goods  in  a  well-kept  warehouse.  We 
might  say,  there  is  not  the  deep  natural  symmetry  of  a 
forest  oak,  but  the  simple  artificial  symmetry  of  a  par- 
lour chandelier.  Compare,  for  example,  the  plan  of  the 
Henriade  to  that  of  our  so  barbarous  Hamlet.  The  plan 
of  the  former  is  a  geometrical  diagram  by  Fermat ;  that 
of  the  latter  a  cartoon  by  Raphael.  The  Henriade,  as 
we  see  it  completed,  b  a  polished  square-built  Tuileries : 
Hamlet  is  a  mysterious  star-paved  Valhalla,  and  dwel- 
ling of  the  gods. 

Nevertheless,  Voltaire's  style  of  Method  is,  as  we 
have  said,  a  business  one ;  and  for  his  puqioses,  more 
available  than  any  other.  It  carries  him  swiftly  through 
his  work,  and  carries  his  reader  swiftly  through  it ;  there 
is  a  prompt  intelligence  between  the  two ;  the  whole 
meaning  is  communicated  clearly,  and  comprehended 
without  effort.  From  this  also  it  may  follow,  that 
Voltaire  will  please  the  young  more  than  he  does  the 
old  ;  that  the  first  perusal  of  him  will  please  better  than 
the  second,  if  indeed  any  second  be  thought  necessary. 
But  what  merit  (and  it  is  considerable)  the  pleasure  and 
profit  of  this  first  perusal  presupposes,  must  be  honestly 


166  MIEtCBLl.A^^Bs. 

allowed  hha<  Herem,  it  seems  to  us,  lies  the  gnnd 
quality  in  all  his  performances.  Iheae  Histories  of  his, 
for  instance,  are  felt,  in  spite  of  their  sparkling  rapidity, 
and  knowing  air  of  philosophic  insight,  to  be  among  tiie 
shallowest  of  all  histories ;  mere  beadrolls  of  exteiior 
occurrences,  of  battles,  edifices,  enactments,  and  other 
quite  superficial  phenomena ;  yet  being  clear  beadrtdls, 
well  adapted  for  memory,  and  recited  in  a  lively  tone, 
we  Usten  with  satisfaction,  and  leam  somewhat ;  learn 
much,  if  we  began  knowing  nothing.  Nay  sometimes 
the  summary,  in  its  skilful  though  crowded  arrange- 
ment, and  brilliant  well-defined  outlines,  has  almost  a 
poetical  as  well  as  a  didactic  merit.  Charles  the  Twelfth 
may  still  pass  for  a  model  in  that  often-attempted 
species  of  Biography :  the  clearest  details  are  given  in 
the  fewest  words;  we  have  sketches  of  strange  men 
and  strange  countries,  of  wars,  adventures,  negotia* 
tions,  in  a  style  which,  for  graphic  brevity,  rivals  that  of 
SaUust.  It  is  a  line-engraving,  on  a  reduced  scale,  of 
that  Swede  and  his  mad  life ;  without  colours,  yet  not 
without  the  fore- shortenings  and  perspective  observ- 
ances, nay  not  altogether  without  the  deeper  bar* 
monies,  which  belong  to  a  true  Picture.  In  respect  of 
composition,  whatever  may  be  said  of  its  accuracy  or 
worth  otherwise,  we  cannot  but  reckon  it  greatly  ^le 
best  of  Voltaire's  Histories. 

In  his  other  prose  works,  in  his  Novels,  and  innu- 
merable Essays  and  fugitive  pieces,  the  same  clearness  of 
order,  the  same  rapid  precision  of  view,  again  forms  a 
distinguishing  merit.  His  Zadigs  and  Babomcs  and 
Candides,  which,  considered  as  products  of  imagination, 
perhaps  rank  higher  with  foreigners  than  any  of  his 
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profeesedly  poetical  peifonaimces,  are  instinct  with  this 
sort  of  intdlectual  life :  the  sharpest  glances,  though 
from  an  oblique  point  of  sight,  into  at  least  the  surface 
of  human  life,  into  the  old  familiar  world  of  business ; 
which  truly,  from  his  oblique  station,  looks  oblique 
enough,  and  yields  store  of  ridiculous  combinations. 
The  Wit,  manifested  chiefly  in  these  and  the  like  per- 
formances, but  ever  flowing,  unless  purposely  restrained, 
in  boundless  abimdance  from  Voltaire's  mind,  has  been 
often  and  duly  celebrated.  It  lay  deep-rooted  in  his 
nature  ;  the  inevitable  produce  of  such  an  understanding 
with  such  a  character,  and  was  from  the  first  likely,  as 
it  actually  proved  in  the  latter  period  of  his  hfe,  to 
become  the  main  dialect  in  which  he  spoke  and  even 
thought.  Doing  all  justice  to  the  inexhaustible  readi- 
ness, the  quick  force,  the  polished  acuteness  of  Voltaire's 
Wit,  we  may  remark,  at  the  same  time,  that  it  was  no- 
wise the  highest  species  of  employment  for  such  a  mind 
as  his;  that,  indeed,  it  ranks  essentially  among  the 
lowest  species  even  of  Ridicule.  It  is  at  all  times  mere 
logical  pleasantry;  a  gaiety  of  the  head,  not  of  the 
heart ;  there  is  scarcely  a  twinkling  of  Humour  in  the 
whole  of  his  numberless  sallies.  Wit  of  this  sort  can- 
not maintain  a  demure  sedateness ;  a  grave  yet  infinitely 
kind  aspect,  warming  the  inmost  soul  with  true  loving 
mirth ;  it  has  not  even  the  force  to  laugh  outright,  but 
can  only  sniff  and  titter.  It  grotmds  itself,  not  on  fond 
sportful  sympathy,  but  on  contempt,  or  at  best,  on  in- 
difference. It  stands  related  to  Humour  as  Prose  does 
to  Poetry;  of  which,  in  this  department  at  least,  Voltaire 
exhibits  no  symptom.  The  most  determinedly  ludicrous 
composition  of  his,  the  Pucelle,  which  cannot  on  other 
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grounds  be  recommended  to  any  reader,  has  no  higher 
merit  than  that  of  an  audacious  caricature.  True,  he  b 
not  a  buffoon ;  seldom  or  never  violates  the  rules,  we 
shall  not  say  of  propriety,  yet  of  good  breeding :  to  this 
negative  praise  he  is  entitled.  But  as  for  any  high 
claim  to  positive  praise,  it  cannot  be  made  good.  We 
look  in  vain,  through  his  whole  writings,  for  one  linea- 
ment of  a  Quixote  or  a  Shandy ;  even  of  a  Hudibras  or 
Battle  of  the  Books.  Indeed  it  has  been  more  than  cmce 
observed  that  Humour  is  not  a  national  gift  with  the 
French,  in  late  times;  that  since  Montaigne's  day  it 
seems  to  have  weUnigh  vanished  from  among  them. 

Considered  in  his  technical  capacity  of  Poet,  Voltaire 
need  not,  at  present,  detain  us  very  long.  Here  too  his 
excellence  is  chiefly  intellectual,  and  shown  in  the  way 
of  business-like  method.  £ver3rthing  is  well-calculated 
for  a  given  end ;  there  is  the  utmost  logical  fitness  of 
sentiment,  of  incident,  of  general  contrivance.  Nor  is 
he  without  an  enthusiasm  that  sometimes  resembles  in- 
spiration; a  clear  fellow-feeling  for  the  personages  of 
his  scene  he  always  has ;  with  a  chameleon  susceptibility 
he  takes  some  hue  of  every  object ;  if  he  cannot  be  that 
object,  he  at  least  plausibly  enacts  it.  Thus  we  have  a 
result  everywhere  consistent  with  itself ;  a  contrivance, 
not  without  nice  adjustments,  and  brilliant  aspects, 
which  pleases  with  that  old  pleasure  of  'difliculties  over- 
come,' and  the  visible  correspondence  of  means  to  end. 
That  the  deeper  portion  of  our  soul  sits  silent,  unmoved 
under  all  this;  recognizing  no  universal,  everlasdng 
Beauty,  but  only  a  modish  Elegance,  less  the  vrark  of 
a  poetical  creation  than  a  process  of  the  toilette,  need 
occasion  no  surprise.     It  signifies  only  that  Voltaire 
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was  a  French  poet,  and  wrote  as  the  French  people  of 
that  day  required  and  approved.  We  have  long  known 
that  French  poetry  aimed  at  a  different  result  from  ours ; 
that  its  splendour  was  what  we  should  call  a  dead, 
artificial  one ;  not  the  manifold  soft  simimer  glories  of 
Nature,  but  a  cold  splendoiu*,  as  of  polished  metal. 

On  the  whole,  in  reading  Voltaire's  poetry,  that 
adventure  of  the  Caf€  de  Procope  should  ever  be  held  in 
mind.  He  was  not  without  an  eye  to  have  looked,  had 
he  seen  others  looking,  into  the  deepest  nature  of  poetry ; 
nor  has  he  fiedled  here  and  there  to  cast  a  glance  in  that 
direction :  but  what  preferment  could  such  enterprises 
earn  for  him  in  the  CafS  de  Procope  ?  What  could  it 
profit  his  aU-precious  '  fame '  to  pursue  them  farther  ? 
In  the  end,  he  seems  to  have  heartily  reconciled  himself 
to  use  and  wont,  and  striven  only  to  do  better  what  he 
saw  all  others  doing.  Yet  his  private  poetical  creed, 
which  could  not  be  a  catholic  one,  was,  nevertheless, 
scarcely  so  bigoted  as  might  have  been  looked  for.  That 
censiu^  of  Shakspeare,  which  elicited  a  re-censure  in 
England,  perhaps  rather  deserved  a  'recommendatory 
epistle,*  all  things  being  considered.  He  calls  Shaks- 
peare '  a  genius  full  of  force  and  fertility,  of  nature  and 
sublimity,'  though  unhappily  'without  the  smallest 
'  spark  of  good  taste,  or  the  smallest  acquaintance  with 
*  the  rules;'  which,  in  Voltaire's  dialect,  is  not  so  false ; 
Shakspeare  having  really  almost  no  Parisian  hon  go&t 
whatever,  and  walking  through  '  the  rules,*  so  often  as 
he  sees  good,  with  the  most  astonishing  tranquillity. 
After  a  fair  enough  account  of  Hamlet,  the  best  of  those 
'farces  monstruetises  qu*on  appelle  tragSdies,'  where, 
however,  there   are  'scenes  so  beautiful,  passages  so 
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grand  and  so  terrible/  Vc^taire  thus  proceeds  to  resolTe 
two  gpneat  problemB : 

*  The  first,  how  80  many  wonders  could  accomulate  in  m 
single  head ;  for  it  must  be  confessed  that  all  the  divine 
Shakspeare^B  plays  are  written  in  this  taste :  the  second^  how 
men's  minds  could  have  been  elevated  so  as  to  look  at  these 
plays  with  transport ;  and  how  they  are  still  followed  after, 
in  a  century  which  has  produced  Addison's  Cato  f 

*  Our  astonishment  at  the  first  wonder  will  cease,  when 
we  understand  that  Shakspeare  took  all  his  tragedies  firom 
histories  or  romances ;  and  that  in  this  case  he  only  turned 
into  verse  the  romance  of  Cknidhuy  Oerimde  and  HamUet, 
MTitten  in  fiill  hy  Saxo  Grammaticus,  to  whom  be  the 
praise. 

*The  second  part  of  the  problem,  that  is  to  say,  the 
pleasure  men  take  in  these  tragedies,  presents  a  little  more 
difficulty ;  but  here  is  fen  voicij  the  solution,  according  to 
the  deep  reflections  of  certain  philosophers. 

'  The  English  chairmen,  the  sailors,  hackney-coachmen, 
shop-porters,  butchers,  clerks  even,  are  passionately  fond 
of  shows:  give  them  cock-fights,  bull-baitings,  fendng- 
matches,  burials,  duels,  gibbets,  witchcraft,  apparitions,  they 
run  thither  in  crowds;  nay  there  is  more  than  one  patrician 
as  curious  as  the  populace.  The  citizens  of  London  found, 
in  Shakspeare's  tragedies,  satisfaction  enough  for  sudi  a 
turn  of  mind.  The  courtiers  were  obliged  to  follow  the 
torrent:  how  can  you  help  admiring  what  the  more  sensible 
part  of  the  town  admires  ?  There  was  nothing  better  for  a 
hundred  and  fifty  years  :  the  admiration  grew  with  age,  and 
became  an  idolatry.  Some  touches  of  genius,  some  happy 
verses  full  of  force  and  nature,  which  you  remember  in  spite 
of  yourself,  atoned  for  the  remainder,  and  soon  the  whole 
piece  succeeded  by  the  help  of  some  beauties  of  detail.'* 

*  (Euvreif  t.  xlvii.  p.  300. 
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Here,  truly,  is  a  comfortable  little  theory,  which 
throws  light  on  more  than  one  thing.  However,  it  is 
couched  in  mild  terms,  comparatively  speaking.  Frede- 
rick the  Great,  for  example,  thus  gives  his  verdict: 

*  To  convince  yourself  of  the  wretched  taste  that  up  to 
this  day  prevails  in  Germany,  you  have  only  to  visit  the  pub- 
lic theatres.  You  will  there  see,  in  action,  the  abominable 
plays  of  Shakspeare,  translated  into  our  language ;  and  the 
whole  audience  fainting  with  rapture  fae  pdmer  cTaiseJ  in 
listening  to  those  ridiculous  forces,  worthy  of  the  savages  of 
Canada.  I  call  them  such,  because  they  sin  against  all  the 
mles  of  the  theatre.  One  may  pardon  those  mad  sallies  in 
Shakspeare,  for  the  birth  of  the  arts  b  never  the  point  of 
their  maturity.  But  here,  even  now,  we  have  a  Ooeiz  de 
Berlichingeny  which  has  just  made  its  appearance  on  the 
scene;  a  detestable  imitation  of  those  miserable  English 
pieces ;  and  the  pit  applauds,  and  demands  with  enthusiasm 
the  repetition  of  these  disgusting  ineptitudes  fde  ces  dkgoik' 
tantes  pkuitudesj.*  * 

We  have  not  cited  these  criticisms  with  a  view  to 
impugn  them  ;  but  simply  to  ascertain  where  the  critics 
themselves  are  standing.  This  passage  of  Frederick's 
has  even  a  touch  of  pathos  in  it ;  may  be  regarded  as 
the  expiring  cry  of  '  Gout, '  in  that  country,  who  sees 
himself  suddenly  beleaguered  by  strange,  appalling  Su- 
pernatural Influences,  which  he  mistakes  for  Lapland 
witchcraft,  or  Cagliostro  jugglery ;  which  nevertheless 
swell  up  round  him,  irrepressible,  higher,  ever  higher ; 
and  so  he  drowns,  grasping  his  opera-hat,  in  an  ocean 


*  De  la  LitUrature  AHemande.  Berlin,  1780.  We  quote 
from  the  compilation :  Goethe  in  den  Zeugnissen  der  Mitleben- 
den,  8.  124 
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of  'dSgo^tantes  platitudes.'  On  the  whole,  it  would 
appear  that  Voltaire's  view  of  poetry  was  radically  differ- 
ent from  ours ;  that,  in  feet,  of  what  we  should  strictly 
call  poetry,  he  had  almost  no  view  whatever.  A  Tra- 
gedy, a  Poem,  with  him  is  not  to  be  '  a  manifestation  of 
man's  Reason  in  forms  suitable  to  his  Sense ; '  but  rather 
a  highly  complex  egg-dance,  to  be  danced  before  the 
King,  to  a  given  time,  and  without  breaking  a  sin^e 
egg.  Nevertheless,  let  justice  be  shown  to  him,  and  to 
French  poetry  at  large.  This  latter  is  a  peculiar  growth 
of  our  modem  ages;  has  been  laboriously  cultivated, 
and  is  not  without  its  own  value.  We  have  to  remark 
also,  as  a  curious  feet,  that  it  has  been,  at  one  time  or 
other,  transplanted  into  all  countries,  England,  G^- 
many,  Spain  ;  but  though  under  the  sunbeams  of  royal 
protection,  it  would  strike  root  nowhere.  Nay,  now  it 
seems  felling  into  the  sere  and  yellow  leaf  in  its  own 
natal  soil :  the  axe  has  already  been  seen  near  its  root ; 
and  perhaps,  in  no  great  lapse  of  years,  this  species  of 
poetry  may  be  to  the  French,  what  it  is  to  all  other  na- 
tions, a  pleasing  reminiscence.  Yet  the  elder  French 
loved  it  with  zeal ;  to  them  it  must  have  had  a  true 
worth :  indeed  we  oan  understand  how,  when  Life  itself 
consisted  so  much  in  Display,  these  representaticms  of 
Life  may  have  been  the  only  suitable  ones.  And  now, 
when  the  nation  feels  itself  called  to  a  more  grave  and 
nobler  destiny  among  nations,  the  want  of  a  new  lite- 
rature also  begins  to  be  felt.  As  yet,  in  looking  at  their 
too  purblind,  scrambling  controversies  of  Romanticists 
and  Classicists,  we  cannot  find  that  our  ingenious  neigh- 
bours have  done  much  more  than  make  a  commencement 
in  this  enterprise ;  however,  a  oonmiencement  seems  to 
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be  made :  they  are  in  what  may  be  called  the  eclectic 
state ;  trying  all  things,  Grerman,  English,  Italian,  Spanish, 
with  a  candour  and  real  love  of  improvement,  which 
give  the  best  omens  of  a  still  higher  success.  From  the 
})eculiar  gifts  of  the  French,  and  their  peculiar  spiritual 
position,  we  may  expect,  had  they  once  more  attained  to 
an  original  style,  many  important  benefits,  and  impor- 
tant accessions  to  the  Literature  of  the  World.  Mean- 
while, in  considering  and  duly  estimating  what  that 
people  has,  in  past  times,  accomplished,  Voltaire  must 
always  be  reckoned  among  their  most  meritorious  Poets. 
Inferior  in  what  we  may  call  general  poetic  temperament 
to  Racine ;  greatly  inferior,  in  some  points  of  it,  to  Cor- 
neille,  he  has  an  intellectual  vivacity,  a  quickness  both  of 
si^t  and  of  invention,  which  belongs  to  neither  of  these 
two.  We  believe  that,  among  foreign  nations,  his  Tra- 
gedies, such  works  as  Zmre  and  Mahomet,  are  consider- 
ably the  most  esteemed  of  this  school. 

However,  it  is  nowise  as  a  Poet,  Historian,  or  Novel- 
ist, that  Voltaire  stands  so  prominent  in  Europe ;  but 
chiefly  as  a  religious  Polemic,  as  a  vehement  opponent 
of  the  Christian  Faith.  Viewed  in  this  last  character, 
he  may  give  rise  to  many  grave  reflections,  only  a  small 
portion  of  which  can  here  be  so  much  as  glanced  at. 
We  may  say,  in  general,  that  his  style  of  controversy  is 
of  apiece  with  himself;  not  a  higher,  and  scarcely  a 
lower  style  than  might  have  been  expected  from  him. 
As,  in  a  moral  point  of  view,  Voltaire  nowise  wanted  a  love 
of  truth,  yet  had  withal  a  still  deeper  love  of  his  own  in- 
terest in  truth;  was,  therefore,  intrinsically  no  Philoso- 
pher, but  a  highly  accomplished  Trivialist ;  so  likewise, 
in  an  intellectual  point  of  view,  he  manifests  himself  in- 
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geniouB  and  adroit,  rather  than  noble  or  comprehensive; 
fights  for  truth  or  victory*  not  by  patient  meditation*  but 
by  light  sarcasm,  whereby  victory  may  indeed,  for  a  time, 
be  gained  ;  but  little  Truth,  what  can  be  named  Truth, 
especially  in  such  matters  as  this,  is  to  be  looked  for. 

No  one,  we  suppose,  ever  arrogated  for  Voltidre  any 
praise  of  originality  in  this  discussion ;  we  suppose  there 
is  not  a  single  idea,  of  any  moment,  relating  to  the 
Christian  Religion,  in  all  his  multifarious  writings,  that 
had  not  been  set  forth  again  and  again  before  his  enter- 
prises commenced.  The  labours  of  a  very  mixed  multi- 
tude, from  Porphyry  down  to  Shaftesbury,  including 
Hobbeses,  Tlndals,  Tolands,  some  of  them  sceptics  of 
a  much  nobler  class,  had  left  little  room  for  merit  in  this 
kind ;  nay,  Bayle,  his  own  countryman,  had  just  finish- 
ed a  life  spent  in  preaching  scepticism  precisely  similar, 
and  by  methods  precisely  similar,  when  Voltaire  ap- 
peared on  the  arena.  Indeed,  scepticiraa,  as  we  have 
before  observed,  was  at  this  period  universal  am<Mig  the 
higher  ranks  in  France,  with  whom  Voltaire  chiefly  as- 
sociated. It  is  only  in  the  merit  and  demerit  of  grind- 
ing dovm  this  grain  into  food  for  the  people,  and  in- 
ducing so  many  to  eat  of  it,  that  Voltaire  can  claim  any 
singularity.  However,  we  quarrel  not  with  him  on  this 
head :  there  may  be  cases  where  the  want  of  originality 
is  even  a  moral  merit.  But  it  is  a  much  more  serious 
ground  of  offence  that  he  intermeddled  in  Religion,  with- 
out being  himself,  in  any  measure.  Religious  ;  tiiat  he 
entered  the  Temple  and  continued  there,  with  a  levity, 
which,  in  any  Temple  where  men  worship,  can  beseon 
no  brother  man ;  that,  in  a  word,  heardentiy,  and  vnth 
long-continued  effort,  warred  against  Christianity,  with- 
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oat  understanding  beyond  the  mere  superfices  of  what 
Christianity  was. 

His  polemical  procedure  in  this  matter,  it  appears  to 
us,  must  now  be  admitted  to  have  been,  on  the  whole, 
a  shallow  one.  Through  all  its  manifold  forms,  and  in- 
volutions, and  repetitions,  it  turns,  we  believe  exclu- 
sively on  one  point :  what  Theologians  have  called  the 
*  plenary  Inspiration  of  the  Scriptures.'  This  is  the 
^ngle  wall,  against  which,  through  long  years,  and  with 
innum^aUe  battering-rams  and  catapults  and  pop-guns, 
he  unweariedly  batters.  Concede  him  this,  and  his  ram 
swings  freely  to  and  fro  through  space :  there  is  nothing 
farther  it  can  even  aim  at.  That  the  Sacred  Books 
could  be  aught  else  than  aBank-of-Faith  Bill,  for  such 
and  such  quantities  of  Enjoyment,  payable  at  sight  in 
the  other  world,  value  received;  which  bill  becomes 
waste  paper,  the  stamp  being  questioned :  —  that  the 
Chnsttan  Religion  could  have  any  deeper  foundation 
than  Books,  could  possibly  be  written  in  the  purest  na- 
ture of  man,  in  mysterious,  ineffiuieable  characters,  to 
which  Books,  and  all  Revelations,  and  authentic  tradi- 
tions, were  but  a  subsidiary  matter,  were  but  as  the  light 
whereby  that  divine  writing  was  to  be  read ;  —  nothing 
of  this  seems  to  have,  even  in  the  fruntest  manner,  oc- 
curred to  him.  Yet  herein,  as  we  believe  that  the  whole 
world  has  now  begun  to  discover,  lies  the  real  essence  of 
the  question;  by  the  negative  or  affirmative  decision  of 
which  the  Christian  Religion,  anything  that  is  worth 
calling  by  that  name,  must  fall,  or  endure  forever.  We 
believe,  also,  that  the  wiser  minds  of  our  age  have  al- 
ready come  to  agreement  on  this  question ;  or  rather 
never  were  divided  regarding  it.  Christianity,  the 'Wor- 


1 76  MISCtLLANIBS. 

Khip  of  Sorrow/  has  been  recognised  as  diyine,  on  fiur 
other  grounds  than  '  Essays  on  Miracles/  and  by  con- 
siderations infinitely  deeper  than  would  avail  in  any  mope 
'  trial  by  jury/  He  who  argues  against  it»  or  for  it,  in 
this  manner,  may  be  regarded  as  mbtaking  its  nature : 
the  Ithuriel,  though  to  our  eyes  he  wears  a  body,  and 
the  fashion  of  armour,  cannot  be  wounded  with  material 
steel.  Our  fathers  were  wiser  than  we,  when  they  said 
in  deepest  earnestness,  what  we  often  hear  in  shallow 
mockery,  that  Religion  is  '  not  of  Sense,  but  of  Faith ; ' 
not  of  Understanding,  but  of  Reason.  He  who  finds 
himself  without  the  latter,  who  by  all  his  studying  has 
failed  to  unfold  it  in  himself,  may  have  studied  to  great 
or  to  small  purpose,  we  say  not  which;  but  of  the 
Christian  ReUgion,  as  of  many  other  things,  he  has  and 
can  have  no  knowledge, 

'Die  Christian  Doctrine  we  often  hear  likened  to  the 
Ghreek  Philosophy,  and  found,  on  all  hands,  some  mea- 
surable way  superior  to  it:  but  this  also  seems  a  mis- 
take. The  Christian  Doctrine,  that  doctrine  of  Humi- 
lity, in  aU  senses,  godlike,  and  the  parent  of  all  godlike 
virtues,  is  not  superior,  or  inferior,  or  equal,  to  any  doc- 
trine of  Socrates  or  Thales ;  being  of  a  totally  difieient 
nature ;  di£fering  from  these,  as  a  perfect  Ideal  Poem 
does  from  a  correct  Computation  in  Arithmetic.  He 
who  compares  it  with  such  standards  may  lament  that» 
beyond  the  mere  letter,  the  purport  of  this  divine  Humi- 
lity has  never  been  disclosed  to  him ;  that  the  loftiest 
feeling  hitherto  vouchsafed  to  mankind  is  as  yet  hidden 
from  his  eyes. 

For  the  rest,  the  'question  how  Christianity  origi- 
nated is  doubtless  a  high  question ;  resolvable  enough. 
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if  we  view  only  its  surface,  which  was  all  that  Voltaire 
saw  of  it;  involved  in  sacred,  silent,  unfathomable 
depths^  if  we  investigate  its  interior  meanings ;  which 
meanings,  indeed,  it  may  be,  every  new  age  will  de- 
velop to  itself  in  a  new  manner,  and  with  new  degrees  of 
light ;  for  the  whole  truth  may  be  called  infinite,  and 
to  man's  eye  discernible  only  in  parts ;  but  the  question 
itself  is  nowise  the  ultimate  one  in  this  matter. 

We  understand  ourselves  to  be  risking  no  new  asser- 
tion, but  simply  reporting  what  is  already  the  conviction 
of  the  greatest  of  our  age,  when  we  say,  —  that  cheer- 
fully recognising,  gratefully  appropriating  whatever  Vol- 
taire has  proved,  or  any  other  man  has  proved,  or  shall 
prove,  the  Christian  Religion,  once  here,  cannot  again 
pass  away ;  that,  in  one  or  the  other  form,  it  will  endure 
through  all  time  ;  that,  as  in  Scripture,  so  also  in  the 
heart  of  man,  is  written,  '  the  Grates  of  Hell  shall  not 
prevail  against  it.*  Were  the  memory  of  this  Faith 
never  so  obscured,  as,  indeed,  in  all  times,  the  coarse 
passions  and  perceptions  of  the  world  do  all  but  obliterate 
it  in  the  hearts  of  most ;  yet  in  every  pure  soul,  in  every 
Poet  and  Wise  Man,  it  finds  a  new  Missionary,  a  new 
Martyr,  till  the  great  volume  of  Universal  History  is 
finally  closed,  and  man's  destinies  are  fulfilled  in  this 
earth.  '  It  is  a  height  to  which  the  human  species  were 
'  fated  and  enabled  to  attain ;  and  firom  which,  having 
'  once  attained  it,  they  can  never  retrograde.' 

These  things,  which  it  were  far  out  of  our  place  to 
attempt  adequately  elucidating  here,  must  not  be  left 
out  of  sight,  in  appreciating  Voltaire's  polemical  worth. 
We  find  no  trace  of  these,  or  of  any  the  like  essential 
considerations  having  been  present  with  him,  in  examin- 

i2 
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ing  the  Christian  Rdigion;  nor  indeed  was  it  consistent 
with  his  general  habits  that  they  should  be  so.  Totally 
destitute  of  rdigious  Reverence,  evoi  of  common  prac- 
tical seriousness ;  by  nature  or  habit,  undeyout  both  in 
heart  and  head ;  not  only  without  any  Belief,  in  otiier 
than  a  material  sense,  but  without  the  possibility  of  ac- 
quiring any,  he  can  be  no  safe  or  permanently  useful 
guide  in  ^lis  investigation.  We  may  consider  him  as 
having  opened  the  way  to  future  inquirers  of  a  truer 
spirit ;  but  for  his  own  part,  as  having  engaged  in  an 
enterprise,  the  real  nature  of  which  was  wellnigh  un- 
known to  him ;  and  engaged  in  it  with  the  issue  to  be 
anticipated  in  such  a  case  ;  producing  chiefly  confusion, 
dislocation,  destruction,  on  all  hands ;  so  that  the  good 
he  achieved  is  still,  in  these  times,  found  mixed  witii 
an  alarming  proportion  of  evil,  from  which,  indeed,  men 
rationally  doubt  whether  much  of  it  will  in  any  time 
be  separable. 

We  should  err  widely,  too,  if  in  estimating  what 
quantity,  altogether  overiooking  what  quality,  of  intellect 
Voltaire  may  have  manifested  on  this  occasion,  we  took 
the  result  produced  as  any  measure  of  the  force  applied. 
His  task  was  not  one  of  Aflirmation,  but  of  Denial ;  not 
a  task  of  erecting  and  rearing  up,  which  is  slow  and  ]b,* 
borious;  but  of  destroying  and  overturning,  which  in 
most  cases  is  rapid  and  far  easier.  The  force  necessary 
for  him  wwi  nowise  a  great  and  noble  one ;  but  a  small, 
in  some  respects  a  mean  one ;  to  be  nimbly  and  seascm- 
ably  put  in  use.  'Die  Ephesian  Temple,  which  it  had 
employed  many  wise  heads  and  strong  arms  for  a  life- 
time to  build,  could  be  tm-built  by  one  madman,  in  a 
single  hour. 


yOLTAIRB.  1 79 

Of  such  erroT8»  deficiencies,  and  positive  misdeeds, 
it  appears  to  us  a  just  criticism  must  accuse  Voltaire  : 
at  the  same  time,  we  can  nowise  join  in  the  condemna- 
tory clamour  which  so  many  worthy  perscHis,  not  without 
the  best  intentions,  to  this  day  keep  up  against  him. 
His  whole  character  seems  to  be  plain  enou^,  common 
enough,  had  not  extraneous  influences  so  perverted  our 
views  regarding  it :  nor,  morally  speaking,  is  it  a  worse 
character,  but  considerably  a  better  one,  than  belongs  to 
the  mass  of  men.  Vcdtaire's  aims  in  opposing  the 
Christian  Religion  were  unhappily  of  a  mixed  nature : 
yet,  after  all,  very  nearly  such  aims  as  we  have  often 
seen  directed  against  it,  and  often  seen  directed  in  its 
f&vour :  a  little  love  of  finding  Truth,  with  a  great  love 
of  making  Proselytes ;  which  last  is  in  itself  a  natural, 
universal  feeling ;  and  if  honest,  is,  even  in  the  worst 
cases,  a  subject  for  pity,  rather  than  for  hatred.  As  a 
light,  careless,  courteoua  Man  of  the  World,  he  offers 
no  hateful  aspect ;  on  the  contrary,  a  kindly,  gay,  ra- 
ther amiable  one  :  hundreds  of  men,  with  half  his  worth 
of  disposition,  die  daily,  and  their  little  world  laments 
them.  It  is  time  that  he  too  should  be  judged  of  by  his 
intrinsic,  not  by  his  accidental  qualities ;  that  justice 
should  be  done  to  him  also ;  for  injustice  can  profit  no 
man  and  no  cause. 

In  huct,  Voltaire's  chief  merits  belong  to  Nature  and 
himself;  his  chief  fetults  are  of  his  time  and  country. 
In  that  femous  era  of  the  Pompadours  and  Encyclopidies, 
he  forms  the  main  figure ;  and  was  such,  we  have  seen, 
more  by  resembling  the  multitude,  than  by  differing 
from  them.  It  was  a  strange  age  that  of  Louis  XV. ; 
in  several  points,  a  novel  one  in  the  history  of  mankind. 
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In  regard  to  its  luxury  aad  depravity^  to  the  high  cul- 
ture of  all  merely  practical  and  material  faculties,  and 
the  entire  torpor  of  all  the  purely  contemplative  and 
spiritual,  this  era  considerably  resembles  that  of  the 
Roman  Emperors.  There  too  was  external  i|)lendour 
and  internal  squalor;  the  highest  completeness  in  all 
sensual  arts,  including  among  these  not  cookery  and  its 
acyuncts  alone,  but  even  '  effect-painting '  and  '  effect* 
writing ;'  only  the  art  of  virtuous  living  was  a  lost  one. 
Instead  of  Love  for  Poetry,  there  was  '  Taste '  fco-  it ; 
refinement  in  manners,  with  utmost  coarseness  in  monds ; 
in  a  word,  the  strange  spectacle  of  a  Social  System,  em- 
bracing large,  cultivated  portions  of  the  human  species, 
and  founded  only  on  Atheism.  With  the  Romans,  things 
went  what  we  should  call  their  natural  course :  Liberty, 
public  spirit  quietly  declined  into  a  cajnU-mortuum ;  Self- 
love,  Materialism,  Baseness  even  to  the  disbelief  in  all 
possibility  of  Virtue,  stalked  more  and  more  imperiously 
abroad ;  till  the  body-politic,  long  since  deprived  of  ita 
vital  circulating  fluids,  had  now  become  a  putzid  carcass, 
and  fell  in  pieces  to  be  the  prey  of  ravenous  wolves. 
Then  was  there,  under  these  Attilas  and  Alarics,  a 
world-spectacle  of  destruction  and  despair,  compared 
with  which  the  often-commemorated  'horrors  of  the 
French  Revolution,'  and  all  Napoleon's  wars,  were  but 
the  gay  jousting  oi  a  tournament  to  the  sack  of  stcnmed 
cities.  Our  European  community  has  escaped  the  like 
dire  consummation;  and  by  causes  which,  as  may  be 
hoped,  will  always  secure  it  from  such.  Nay,  were  there 
no  other  cause,  it  may  be  asserted,  that  in  a  common- 
wealth where  the  Christian  Religion  exists,  where  it 
once  has  existed,  public  and  private  Virtue,  the  basis  of 
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all  Strength,  never  can  become  extinct;  but  in  every 
new  age,  and  even  from  the  deepest  decline,  there  is  a 
chance,  and  in  the  course  of  ages,  a  certainty  of  reno- 
vation. 

That  the  Christian  Religion,  or  any  Religion,  con- 
tinued to  exist ;  that  some  martyr  heroism  still  lived  in 
the  heart  of  Europe  to  rise  against  mailed  Tjrranny  when 
it  rode  triumphant,— was  indeed  no  merit  in  the  age  of 
Louis  XV.,  but  a  happy  accident  which  it  could  not  al- 
together get  rid  of.  For  that  age  too  is  to  be  regarded 
as  an  experiment,  on  the  great  scale,  to  decide  the 
question,  not  yet,  it  would  appear,  settled  to  universal 
satisfaction :  With  what  degree  of  vigour  a  political  sys- 
tem, grounded  on  pure  Self-interest,  never  so  enlightened, 
but  without  a  God,  or  any  recognition  of  the  godlike  in 
man,  can  be  expected  to  flourish;  or  whether,  in  such  cir- 
cumstances, a  political  system  can  be  expected  to  flourish^ 
or  even  to  subsist  at  all  ?  It  is  contended  by  many  that 
our  mere  love  of  personal  Pleasure,  or  Happiness  as  it 
is  called,  acting  on  every  individual,  with  such  clearness 
as  he  may  easily  have,  will  of  itself  lead  him  to  respect 
the  rights  of  others,  and  wisely  employ  his  own;  to 
fulfil,  on  a  mere  principle  of  economy,  all  the  duties  of  a 
good  patriot;  so  that,  in  what  respects  the  State,  or 
the  merely  social  existence  of  mankind,  Belief,  beyond 
the  testimony  of  the  senses,  and  Virtue,  beyond  the 
very  common  Virtue  of  loving  what  is  pleasant,  and 
hating  what  is  painful,  are  to  be  considered  as  superero- 
gatory qualifications,  as  ornamental,  not  essential.  Many 
there  are,  on  the  other  hand,  who  pause  over  this  doc- 
trine ;  cannot  discover,  in  such  a  universe  of  conflicting 
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atoms,  any  principle  by  which  the  whole  shall  cohere ; 
for  if  every  man's  selfishness,  infinitely-expansiye,  is  to 
be  hemmed  in  only  by  the  infinitely-expansiye  selfishness 
of  every  other  man,  it  seems  as  if  we  should  have  a 
world  of  mutually-repulsive  bodies  with  no  centripetal 
force  to  bind  them  together;  in  which  case,  it  is  well 
known,  they  would,  by  and  by,  difiiise  themselves  over 
space,  and  constitute  a  remarkable  Chaos,  but  no  habit- 
able Solar  or  Stellar  System. 

If  the  age  of  Louis  XV.  was  not  made  an  ejeperi' 
mentum  cruets  in  regard  to  this  question,  one  reasoo 
may  be  that  such  experiments  are  too  expensive.  Nature 
cannot  afford,  above  once  or  twice  in  the  thousand 
years,  to  destroy  a  whole  worid,  for  purposes  of  science; 
but  must  content  herself  with  de8tro3nng  one  or  two 
kingdoms.     'Die  age  of  Louis  XV.,  so  £ar  as  it  went, 
seems  a  highly  illustrative  experiment.     We  are  to 
remark,  also,  that  its  operation  was  clogged  by  a  veiy 
considerable    disturbing  force ;    by  a  large   remnant, 
namely,  of  the  old  fedth  in  Religion,  in  the  invisible, 
celestial  nature  of  Virtue,  whidi  our  French  Purifiers, 
by  their  utmost  efforts  of  lavation,  had  not  been  able  to 
wash  away.     The  men  did  their  best,  but  no  man  can 
do  more.     'Dieir  worst  enemy,  we  imagine,  will  not 
accuse  them  of  any  undue  regard  to  things  unseen  and 
spiritual:    far  from    practising   this  invisible  sort  of 
Virtue,  they  cannot  even  believe  in  its  possibility.     The 
high  exploits  and  endurances  of  old  ages  were  no  longer 
virtues,  but  '))as8ions;'  these  antique  persons  had  a 
taste  for  being  heroes,  a  certain  fancy  to  die  for  the 
truth:  the  more  fools  ^ey!     Widi  our  PkUosffphes, 
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the  only  virtue  of  any  civilization  was  what  they  call 
*  Honour/  the  sanctioning  deity  of  whidi  is  that  won- 
derful 'Force  of  Public  Opinion.'  Concerning  which 
virtue  of  Honour,  we  must  be  permitted  to  say  that  she 
reveals  herself  too  clearly,  as  the  daughter  and  heiress 
of  our  old  acquaintance  Vanity,  who  indeed  has  been 
known  enough  ever  since  the  foundation  of  the  world, 
at  least  since  the  date  of  that  'Lucifer,  son  of  the 
Morning ; '  but  known  chiefly  in  her  proper  character  of 
strolling  actress,  or  cast-clothes  Abigail ;  and  never,  till 
that  new  era,  had  seen  her  issue  set  up  as  Queen  and 
all-sufficient  Dictatress  of  man's  whole  soul,  prescribing 
yinth  nicest  precision  what,  in  all  practical  and  all  moral 
emergencies,  he  was  to  do  and  to  forbear.  Again,  with 
regard  to  this  same  Force  of  Public  Opinion,  it  is  a  force 
weU  known  to  all  of  us;  respected,  valued  as  of  indis- 
pensable utility,  but  nowise  recognised  as  a  final  or 
divine  force.  We  might  ask.  What  divine,  what  truly 
great  thing  had  ever  been  effected  by  this  force  ?  Was 
it  the  Force  of  Public  Opinion  that  drove  Columbus  to 
America ;  John  Kepler,  not  to  fieure  sumptuously  among 
Rodolph's  Astrologers  and  Fire-eaters,  but  to  perish  of 
want,  discovering  the  true  System  of  the  Stars  ?  Still 
more  ineffectual  do  we  find  it  as  a  basis  of  public  or 
private  Morals.  Nay,  taken  by  itself,  it  may  be  called 
a  baseless  basis :  for  without  some  ulterior  sanction, 
common  to  all  minds ;  without  some  belief  in  the  neces- 
sary, eternal,  or  which  is  the  same,  in  the  supramun- 
dane,  divine  nature  of  Virtue,  existing  in  each  individual, 
what  could  the  moral  judgment  of  a  thousand  or  a 
tiiousand  thousand  individuals  avail  us  ?  Without  some 
odestial  guidance,  whencesoever  derived,  or  howsoever 
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named.  It  appears  to  us  the  Force  of  Public  Opinion 
would,  by  and  by,  become  an  extremely  unprofitaUe 
one.  "  Enlighten  Self-interest  I"  cries  the  PkUosopke, 
"Do  but  sufficiently  enlighten  it !"  We  ourselves  have 
seen  enlightened  Self-interests,  ere  now ;  and  truly,  f<M- 
most  part,  their  light  was  only  as  that  of  a  horn-lantern, 
sufficient  to  guide  the  bearer  himself  out  of  variout 
puddles;  but  to  us  and  the  world,  of  comparatively 
small  advantage.  And  figure  the  human  species,  like 
an  endless  host,  seeking  its  way  onwards  through  un- 
discovered Time,  in  black  darkness,  save  that  each  had 
his  horn  lantern,  and  the  vanguard  some  few  of  glass ! 

However,  we  will  not  dwell  on  controversial  niceties. 
What  we  had  to  remark  was  that  this  era,  called  of  Phi- 
losophy, was  in  itself  but  a  poor  era ;  that  any  little 
morality  it  had  was  chiefly  borrowed,  and  from  those 
very  ages  which  it  accounted  so  barbarous.  For  this 
*  Honour,'  this  *  Force  of  Public  Opinion,'  is  not  asserted, 
on  any  side,  to  have  much  renovating,  but  only  a  sustain- 
ing or  preventive  power ;  it  cannot  create  new  Virtue, 
but  at  best  may  preserve  what  is  already  there.  Nay,  of 
the  age  of  Louis  XV.,  we  may  say  that  its  very  Power, 
its  material  strength,  its  knowledge,  all  that  it  had,  was 
borrowed.  It  boasted  itself  to  be  an  age  of  illumination  ; 
and  truly  illumination  there  was,  of  its  kind  :  only,  ex- 
cept the  illuminated  windows,  almost  nothing  to  be  9etn 
thereby.  None  of  those  great  Doctrines  or  Institutions 
that  have  *  made  man  in  all  points  a  man ;'  none  even 
of  those  Discoveries  that  have  the  most  subjected  exter- 
nal Nature  to  his  purposes,  were  made  in  that  age. 
What  Plough,  or  Printing-press,  what  Chivalry,  <Mr 
Christianity ;  nay,  what  Steam-engine,   or  Quakerism, 
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or  Trial  by  Jury,  did  these  Eacycl(^)ediBts  invent  for 
mankind  ?  They  invented  simply  nothing :  not  one  of 
man's  virtues,  not  one  of  man's  powers,  is  due  to  them ; 
in  all  these  respects,  the  age  of  Louis  XV.  is  among  the 
most  barren  of  recorded  ages.  Indeed,  the  whole  trade 
of  our  Philosophes  was  directly  the  opposite  of  invention : 
it  was  not  to  produce,  that  they,  stood  there ;  but  to 
mticise,  to  quarrel  with,  to  rend  in  pieces,  what  had 
been  already  produced ;  —  a  quite  inferior  trade :  some- 
times a  useful,  but  on  the  whole  a  mean  trade ;  often 
the  fruit,  and  always  the  parent,  of  meanness,  in  every 
mind  that  permanently  follows  it. 

Considering  the  then  position  of  aflfeirs,  it  is  not 
singular  that  the  age  of  Louis  XV.  should  have  been 
what  it  was :  an  age  without  nobleness,  without  high 
virtues,  or  high  manifestations  of  talent;  an  age  of 
shallow  clearness,  of  polish,  self-conceit,  scepticism,  and 
all  forms  of  Persiflage.  As  little  does  it  seem  surprising, 
or  peculiarly  blamable,  that  Voltaire,  the  leading  man  of 
that  age,  should  have  partaken  largely  of  all  its  qualities. 
True,  his  giddy  activity  took  serious  effect;  the  light  fire- 
brands, which  he  so  carelessly  scattered  abroad,  kindled 
fearful  conflagrations :  but  in  these  there  has  been  good 
as  well  as  evil ;  nor  is  it  j\ist  that,  even  for  the  latter,  he, 
a  limited  mortal,  should  be  charged  with  more  than 
mortal's  responsibility.  After  all,  that  parched,  bhghted 
period,  and  the  period  of  earthquakes  and  tornadoes 
which  followed  it,  have  now  wellnigh  cleared  away: 
they  belong  to  the  Past,  and  for  us  and  those  that  come 
after  us,  are  not  without  their  benefits,  and  calm  his- 
torical meaning. 

'  The  thinking  heads  of  all  nations,'   says  a  deep  ob- 


186  MI8CBLLAKIB8. 

server, '  had  in  secret  come  to  majority;  and  in  a  mistaken 
feeling  of  their  vocation,  rose  the  more  fiercely  against  an- 
tiquated constraint.  The  Man  of  Letters  b,  hy  instinct,  op- 
posed to  a  Priesthood  of  old  standing :  the  literary  class  and 
the  clerical  must  wage  a  war  of  extermination,  when  they 
are  divided ;  for  hoth  strive  after  one  place.  Such  dinsion 
became  more  and  more  perceptible,  the  nearer  we  ap- 
proached the  period  of  European  manhood,  the  epoch  of 
triumphant  Learning ;  and  Knowledge  and  Faith  came  into 
more  decided  contradiction.  In  the  prevailing  Faith,  as  was 
thought,  lay  the  reason  of  the  universal  degradation  ;  and  by 
a  more  and  more  searching  Knowledge  men  hoped  to  re- 
move it.  On  all  hands,  the  Religious  feeling  suffered,  under 
manifold  attacks  against  its  actual  manner  of  existence, 
against  the  forms  in  which  hitherto  it  had  embodied  itself. 
The  result  of  that  modem  way  of  thought  was  named  Phi- 
losophy ;  and  in  this  all  was  included  that  opposed  itself  to 
the  ancient  way  of  thought,  especially,  therefore,  all  that  op- 
posed itself  to  Religion.  The  original  personal  hatred  against 
the  Catholic  Faith  passed,  by  degrees,  into  hatred  against  the 
Bible;  against  the  Christian  Religion,  and  at  last  against  Re- 
ligion altogether.  Nay,  more,  this  hatred  of  Religion  naturally 
extended  itself  over  all  objects  of  enthusiasm  in  general ; 
proscribed  Fancy  and  Feeling,  Morality  and  love  of  Art,  the 
Future  and  the  Antique  ;  placed  man,  with  an  effort,  fore- 
most in  the  series  of  natural  productions ;  and  changed  the 
infinite,  creative  music  of  the  Universe  into  the  monotonous 
clatter  of  a  boundless  Mill,  which,  turned  by  the  stream  of 
Chance,  and  swimming  thereon,  was  a  Mill  of  itself,  without 
Architect  and  Miller,  properly  a  genuine  perpetuum  mokfUe^ 
a  real  self-grinding  Mill. 

'  One  enthusiasm  was  generously  left  to  poor  mankind, 
and  rendered  indispensable  as  a  touchstone  of  the  highest 
culture,  for  all  jobbers  in  the  same :  £nthusia«m  for  this 
magnanimous  Philosophy,  and  above  all,  for  these  its  priests 
and  mystagogues.   France  was  so  happy  as  to  be  the  birthplace 
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and  dwelling  of  this  new  Faith,  which  had  thus,  from  patches 
of  pore  knowledge,  been  pasted  together.  Low  as  Poetry 
ranked  in  this  new  Church,  there  were  some  poets  among 
them,  who  for  effect's  sake  made  use  of  the  old  ornaments 
and  old  lights  ;  but,  in  so  doing,  ran  a  risk  of  kindling  the 
new  world-system  by  ancient  fire.  More  cunning  brethren, 
however,  were  at  hand  to  help;  and  always  in  season  poured 
cold  water  on  the  warming  audience.  The  members  of  this 
Church  were  restlessly  employed  in  clearing  Nature,  the 
Earth,  the  Souls  of  men,  the  Sciences,  from  aU  Poetr\'; 
obliterating  every  vestige  of  the  Holy :  disturbing,  by  sar- 
casms, the  memory  of  all  lofty  occurrences,  and  lofty  men  ; 
disrobing  the  world  of  all  its  variegated  vesture.  *  *  *  Pity 
that  Nature  continued  so  wondrous  and  incomprehensible, 
so  poetical  and  infinite,  all  efforts  to  modernize  her  notwith- 
standing !  However,  if  anywhere  an  old  superstition,  of  a 
higher  world  and  the  like,  came  to  light,  instantly,  on  all 
hands,  was  a  springing  of  rattles ;  that,  if  possible,  the  dan- 
gerous spark  might  be  extingished,  by  appliances  of  philo- 
sophy and  wit :  yet  Tolerance  was  the  watchword  of  the 
culti\-ated ;  and  in  France,  above  all,  synonymous  with 
Philosophy.  Highly  remarkable  is  this  history  of  modem 
Unbelief;  the  key  to  all  the  vast  phenomena  of  recent  times. 
Not  till  last  century,  till  the  latter  half  of  it,  does  the  novelty 
begin  ;  and  in  a  little  while,  it  expands  to  an  immeasurable 
bulk  and  variety :  a  second  Reformation,  a  more  compre- 
hensive, and  more  specific,  was  unavoidable ;  and  naturally 
it  first  visited  that  land  which  was  the  most  modernized,  and 
had  the  longest  lain  in  an  asthenic  state,  firom  want  of 
freedom.  •  •  • 

*  At  the  present  epoch,  however,  we  stand  high  enough 
to  look  back  with  a  friendly  smile  on  those  bygone  days  ; 
and  even  in  those  marvellous  follies  to  discern  curious  crys- 
tallizations of  historical  matter.  Thankfully  will  we  stretch 
out  our  hands  to  those  Men  of  Letters  and  Philosophes :  for 
this  delusion  too  required  to  be  exhausted,  and  the  scientific 
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side  of  thin^  to  have  fiiH  v«lae  giren  iu  More  beaateons 
and  many-ooloured  stands  Poeevy  like  a  leafy  India,  «-ken 
contrasted  with  the  cold,  dead  Spitsbergen  of  that  Closet- 
Logic.  That  in  the  middle  of  the  globe,  an  India,  so  warm 
and  lordly,  might  exist,  must  also  a  cold  motionless  sea, 
dead  cliffs,  mist  instead  of  the  starry  sky,  and  a  long  night, 
make  both  Poles  uninhabitable.  The  deep  meaning  of  the 
laws  of  Mechanism  lay  heavy  on  those  anchorites  in  the 
deserts  of  Understanding :  the  charm  of  the  first  glimpse 
into  it  overpowered  them  :  the  Old  avenged  itself  on  them  ; 
to  the  first  feeling  of  self^consciousness,  they  sacrificed, 
with  wondrous  devotedness,  what  was  holiest  and  fairest  in 
the  world ;  and  were  the  first  that,  in  practice,  again  re- 
cognised and  preached  forth  the  sacredness  of  Nature,  the 
infinitude  of  Art,  the  independence  of  Knowledge,  the  worth 
of  the  Practical,  and  the  all-presence  of  the  Spirit  of  His- 
tory ;  and  so  doing,  put  an  end  to  a  Spectre-dynasty,  more 
potent,  universal,  and  terrific  than  perha|.s  they  themselves 
were  aware  of.'* 

How  hr  our  readers  will  accompany  Novalis  in  such 
high-soaring  speculation  is  not  for  us  to  say.  Mean- 
while, that  the  better  part  of  them  have  already,  in  their 
own  dialect,  united  with  him,  and  with  us,  in  candid 
tolerance,  in  clear  acknowledgment,  towards  French 
Philosophy,  towards  this  Voltaire  and  the  spiritual  period 
which  bears  his  name,  we  do  not  hesitate  to  believe. 
Intolerance,  animosity,  can  forward  no  cause ;  and  least 
of  all  beseems  the  cause  of  moral  and  religious  truth. 
A  wise  man  has  well  reminded  us,  that '  in  any  contzo- 
'versy,  the  instant  we  feel  angry,  we  have  already 
'  ceased  striving  for  Truth,  and  begun  striving  for  Our- 
*  selves.'  Let  no  man  doubt  but  Voltaire  and  lus  dis- 
ciples, like  all  men  and  all  things  that  live  and  act  in 
Crod's  world,  will  one  day  be  found  to  have  '  worked 

*  Norolis  Schriftea,  i.,  s.  198. 
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together  for  good.*  Nay  that,  with  all  his  eril,  he  has 
already  accomplished  good,  must  be  admitted  in  the 
soberest  calculation.  How  much  do  we  include  in  this 
one  little  word :  He  gave  the  death-stab  to  modem  Su- 
perstition !  That  horrid  incubus,  which  dwelt  in  dark- 
ness, shunning  the  light,  is  passing  away  ;  with  all  its 
racks,  and  poison-chalices,  and  foul  sleeping-draughts, 
is  passing  away  without  return.  It  was  a  most  weighty 
service.  Does  not  the  cry  of  "  No  Popery,'*  and  some 
vague  terror  or  sham-terror  of  '  Smithfield  fires/  still 
act  on  certain  minds  in  these  very  days  ?  He  who  sees 
even  a  little  way  into  the  signs  of  the  times,  sees  well 
that  both  the  Smithfield  fires,  and  the  Edinburgh  thumb- 
screws (for  these  too  must  be  held  in  remembrance)  are 
things  which  have  long,  very  long,  lain  behind  us ;  di- 
vided from  us  by  a  wall  of  Centuries,  transparent  indeed, 
but  more  impassable  than  adamant.  For,  as  we  said. 
Superstition  is  in  its  death-lair :  the  last  agonies  may 
endure  for  decades,  or  for  centuries  ;  but  it  carries  the 
iron  in  its  heart,  and  will  not  vex  the  earth  any  more. 

That,  with  Superstition,  Religion  is  also  passing 
away,  seems  to  us  a  still  more  ungrounded  fear.  Re- 
ligion cannot  pass  away.  The  burning  of  a  little  straw 
may  hide  the  stars  of  the  sky  ;  but  the  stars  are  there, 
and  will  re-appear.  On  the  whole,  we  must  repeat  the 
often-repeated  saying,  that  it  is  imworthy  a  religious 
man  to  view  an  irreligious  one  either  with  alarm  or  aver- 
sion ;  or  with  any  other  feeling  than  regret,  and  hope, 
and  brotherly  commiseration.  If  he  seek  Truth,  is  he 
not  our  brother,  and  to  be  pitied  ?  If  he  do  not  seek 
Truth,  is  he  not  still  our  brother,  and  to  be  pitied  still 
more?     Old  Ludovicus  Vives  has  a  story  of  a  down 
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that  killed  his  ass  hecause  it  had  drunk  up  ^e  moon, 
and  he  thought  the  world  could  ill  spare  that  luminary. 
So  he  killed  his  ass,  ut  hmam  redderet.  The  down  was 
well-intentioned,  but  unwise.  Let  us  not  imitate  him  : 
let  us  not  slay  a  fedthful  servant,  who  has  carried  us  £u-. 
He  has  not  drunk  the  moon ;  but  only  the  reflectum  of 
the  moon,  in  his  own  poor  water-pail,  where  too,  it  may 
be,  he  was  drinking  with  purposes  the  most  harmless. 
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A  NUMBKB  of  years  ago,  Jean  Paul's  copy  of  Novalis  led 
him  to  infer  that  the  German  reading  world  was  of  a 
quick  disposition  ;  inasmuch  as,  with  respect  to  books 
that  jrequired  more  than  one  perusal,  it  declined  perus- 
ing them  at  all.  Paul's  Novalis,  we  suppose,  was  of 
the  first  Edition,  uncut,  dusty,  and  lent  him  from  the 
Public  Library  with  willingness,  nay  with  joy.  But 
times,  it  would  appear,  must  be  considerably  changed 
since  then ;  indeed,  were  we  to  judge  of  Grerman  read- 
ing habits  from  these  Volumes  of  ours,  we  should  draw 
quite  a  different  conclusion  to  Paul's ;  for  they  are  of 
the  fourth  Edition,  perhaps  therefore  the  ten-thousandth 
copy,  and  that  of  a  Book  demanding,  whether  deserving 
or  not,  to  be  oftener  read  than  almost  any  other  it  has 
ever  been  our  lot  to  examine. 

Without  at  all  entering  into  the  merits  of  Novalis,  we 
may  observe  that  we  should  reckon  it  a  happy  sign  of 
Literature,  were  so  solid  a  fashion  of  study  here  and 
there  established  in  all 'Countries :  for  directly  in  the 
teeth  of  most '  intellectual  tea-circles,'  it  may  be  asserted 
that  no  good  Book,  or  good  thing  of  any  sort,  shows  its 

*  FoRBioif  Rkview,  No.  7. — Novalis  Sehriflen,  HeraMtgegt- 
ben  von  Ludwig  Tieck  und  Friedrieh  ScMegel  (Noralia'  Writingi. 
Edited  by  LadwigTieck  and  Friedrich  Schl^).  Fourth  Edition. 
2to1s.     Berlin,  1826. 
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best  face  at  first ;  nay  that  the  commonest  quality  in  a 
true  work  of  Art,  if  its  excellence  have  any  depth  and 
compass,  is  that  at  first  sight  it  occasions  a  certain  dis- 
appointment ;  perhaps  even,  mingled  with  its  undeniahle 
beauty,  a  certain  feeling  of  aversion.  Not  as  if  we 
meant,  by  this  remark,  to  cast  a  stone  at  the  old  guild 
of  literary  Improvisators,  or  any  of  that  diligent  bro- 
therhood whose  trade  it  is  to  blow  soap-bubbles  for 
their  fellow-creatures ;  which  bubbles,  of  course,  if  they 
are  not  seen  and  admired  this  moment,  will  be  alto- 
gether lost  to  men's  eyes  the  next.  Considering  the 
use  of  these  blowers,  in  civilized  communities,  we  ra- 
ther wish  them  strong  lungs,  and  all  manner  of  pros- 
perity :  but  simply  we  would  contend  that  such  soap- 
bubble  guild  should  not  become  the  sole  one  in  Litera- 
ture ;  that  being  indisputably  the  strongest,  it  should 
content  itself  with  this  pre-eminence,  and  not  tyranni- 
cally annihilate  its  less  prosperous  neighbours.  For  it 
should  be  recollected  that  Literature  positively  has  other 
aims  than  this  of  amusement  from  hour  to  hour ;  nay 
perhaps  that  this,  glorious  as  it  may  be,  is  not  its  high- 
est or  true  aim.  We  do  say,  therefore,  that  the  Impro- 
visator corporation  should  be  kept  within  limits ;  and 
readers,  at  least  a  certain  small  class  of  readers,  should 
understand  that  some  few  departments  of  human  in- 
quiry have  still  their  depths  and  difficulties ;  that  the 
abstruse  ia  not  precisely  s3monymous  with  the  absurd ; 
nay  that  light  itself  may  be  darkness;  in  a  certain  state 
of  the  eyesight ;  that,  in  short,  cases  may  occur  when 
a  little  patience  and  some  attempt  at  thought  would  not 
be  altogether  superfluous  in  reading.  Let  the  mob  of 
gentlemen  keep  their  own  ground,  and  be  happy  and  ap- 
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plauded  there  :  if  they  overstep  that  ground,  they  indeed 
may  flourish  the  better  for  it,  but  the  reader  will  suffer 
damage.  For  in  this  way,  a  reader,  accustomed  to  see 
through  everything  in  one  second  of  time,  comes  to  for- 
get that  his  wisdom  and  critical  penetration  are  finite  and 
not  infinite ;  and  so  commits  more  than  one  mistake  in 
his  conclusions.  The  Reviewer  too,  who  indeed  is  only 
a  preparatory  reader,  as  it  were,  a  sort  of  sieve  and  drainer 
for  the  use  of  more  luxurious  readers,  soon  follows  his 
example :  these  two  react  still  fiEurther  on  the  mob  of 
gentlemen ;  and  so  among  them  all,  with  this  action 
and  reaction,  matters  grow  worse  and  worse. 

It  rather  seems  to  us  as  if ,  in  this  respect  of  faith- 
fulness in  reading,  the  Germans  were  somewhat  ahead 
of  us  English;  at  least  we  have  no  such  proof  to 
show  of  it  as  that  fourth  Edition  of  Novalis,  Our  Cole- 
ridge's Friend,  for  example,  and  Biographia  Literaria, 
are  but  a  slight  business  compared  with  these  Schriften  ; 
little  more  than  the  Alphabet,  and  that  in  gilt  letters, 
of  such  Philosophy  and  Art  as  is  here  taught  in  the 
form  of  Grammar  and  Rhetorical  Compend :  yet  Cole- 
ridge's works  were  triumphantly  condemned  by  the 
whole  reviewing  world,  as  clearly  unintelligible;  and 
among  readers  they  have  still  but  an  unseen  circulation ; 
like  living  brooks,  hidden  for  the  present  under  moim- 
tains  of  froth  and  theatrical  snow-paper,  and  which 
only  at  a  distant  day,  when  these  mountains  shall  have 
decomposed  themselves  into  gas  and  earthly  residuum, 
may  roU  forth  in  their  true  limpid  shape,  to  gladden 
the  general  eye  with  what  beauty  and  everlasting  fresh- 
ness does  reside  in  them.  It  is  admitted,  too,  on  all 
hands,  that  Mr.  Coleridge  is  a  man  of  '  genius,'  that 
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i»,  a  man  having  more  intellectual  insight  than  other 
men ;  and  strangely  enough,  it  is  taken  for  granted^  at 
the  same  time,  that  he  has  less  intdlectual  insight  than 
any  other.  For  why  else  are  his  doctrines  to  be  thrown 
out  of  doors,  witiiout  examination,  as  fidse  and  wortii. 
less,  simply  because  they  are  obscure  ?  Or  how  is  their 
so  palpable  fidsehood  to  be  accounted  for  to  our  minds, 
except  on  this  extraordinary  ground  :  that  a  man  aUe 
to  originate  deep  thoughts  (such  is  the  meaning  of  ge* 
nius)  is  unable  to  see  them  when  originated ;  that  tiie 
creatire  intellect  of  a  Philosopher  is  destitute  c^  that 
mere  faculty  of  logic  which  belongs  to  '  all  Attorneys, 
and  men  educated  in  Edinburgh  ? '  The  Cambridge 
carrier,  when  asked  whether  his  horse  could  "  draw  in- 
ferences," readily  replied,  "  Yes,  anything  in  reason ;" 
but  here,  it  seems,  is  a  man  of  genius  who  has  no  simi- 
lar g^. 

We  ourselves,  we  confess,  are  too  young  in  the 
study  of  human  nature  to  have  met  with  any  such  ano- 
maly. Never  yet  has  it  been  our  fortune  to  foil  in  witii 
any  man  of  genius,  whose  conclusions  did  not  corre- 
spond better  with  his  premises,  and  not  worse,  than 
those  of  other  men ;  whose  genius,  when  it  once  came  to 
be  understood,  did  not  manifest  itself  in  a  deeper,  fuller, 
truer  view  of  all  things  human  and  divine,  than  the 
clearest  of  your  so  laudable  '  practical  men '  had  daim 
to.  Such,  we  say,  has  been  our  uniform  experience ;  so 
uniform,  that  we  now  hardly  ever  expect  to  see  it  con- 
tradicted. True  it  is,  the  oLd  Pythagorean  argument 
of  '  the  master  said  it,'  has  long  since  ceased  to  be 
available :  in  these  days,  no  man,  except  the  Pope  ci 
Rome,  is  altogether  exempt  from  error  <^  judgment ; 
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doubtless  a  man  of  genius  may  chance  to  adopt  Mse 
opinions ;  nay  rather,  like  all  other  sons  of  Adam,  ex- 
cept that  same  enviable  Pope,  must  occasionally  adopt 
such.  Nevertheless,  we  reckon  it  a  good  maxim.  That 
no  error  is  folly  confuted  till  we  have  seen  not  only  that 
it  is  an  error,  but  how  it  became  one ;  till  finding  that 
it  clashes  with  the  principles  of  truth  established  in  our 
own  mind,  we  find  also  in  what  way  it  had  seemed  to 
harmonize  with  the  principles  of  truth  established  in 
that  other  mind,  perhaps  so  unspeakably  superior  to 
ours.  Treated  by  this  method,  it  stiU  appears  to  us, 
according  to  the  old  saying,  that  the  errors  of  a  wise 
man  are  literally  more  instructive  than  the  truths  of  a 
fool.  For  the  wise  man  travels  in  lofty,  far-seeing  re- 
gions ;  the  fool  in  low-lying,  high-fenced  lanes :  retracing 
the  footsteps  of  the  former,  to  discover  where  he  devi- 
ated, whole  provinces  of  the  Universe  are  laid  open  to 
us  ;  in  the  path  of  the  latter,  granting  even  that  he  have 
not  deviated  at  aU,  little  is  laid  open  to  us  but  two 
wheel-ruts  and  two  hedges. 

On  these  grounds  we  reckon  it  more  profitable,  in 
almost  any  case,  to  have  to  do  with  men  of  depth,  than 
with  men  of  shallowness  ;  and  were  it  possible,  we  would 
read  no  book  that  was  not  written  by  one  of  the  former 
class ;  all  members  of  which  we  would  love  and  vene- 
rate, how  perverse  soever  they  might  seem  to  us  at 
first ;  nay  though,  after  the  ftdlest  investigation,  we  still 
found  many  things  to  pardon  in  them.  Such  of  our 
readers  as  at  all  participate  in  this  predilection  will  not 
blame  us  for  bringing  them  acquainted  with  Novalis,  a 
man  of  the  most  indisputable  talent,  poetical  and  philo- 
sophical ;  whose  <^nnions,  extraordinary,  nay  altogether 
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wild  and  baaeless  as  they  often  appear,  are  not  without 
a  strict  coherence  in  his  own  mind»  and  will  lead  any 
other  mind,  that  examines  them  fedthfiilly,  into  endless 
considerations;  opening  the  strangest  inquiries,  new 
truths,  or  new  possibilities  of  truth,  a  whole  unexpected 
world  of  thought,  where,  whether  for  belief  or  denial, 
the  deepest  questions  await  us. 

In  what  is  called  reviewing  such  a  book  as  this,  we 
are  aware  that  to  the  judicious  craftsman  two  methods 
present  themselves.     The  first  and  most  convenient  is 
for  the  Reviewer  to  perch  himself  resolutely,  as  it  were, 
on  the  shoulder  of  his  Author,  and  therefrom  to  show 
as  if  he  commanded  him,  and  looked  down  on  him  by 
natural  superiority  of  stature.     Whatsoever  the  great 
man  says  or  does,  the  little  man  shall  treat  with  an  air 
of  knowingness  and  light  condescending  mockery  :  pro- 
fessing, with  much  covert  sarcasm,  that  this  and  diat 
other  is  beyond  his  comprehension,  and  cunningly  asking 
his  readers  if  they  comprehend  it !     Herein  it  will  help 
him  mightily,  if,  besides  description,  he  can  quote  a  few 
passages,  which,  in  their  detached  state,  and  taken  most 
probably  in  quite  a  wrong  acceptation  of  the  words, 
shall  sound  strange,  and,  to  certain  hearers,  even  absurd; 
all  which  will  be  easy  enough,  if  he  have  any  handiness 
In  the  business,  and  address  the  right  audience  ;  truths, 
as  this  world  goes,  being  true  only  for  those  that  have 
some  understanding  of  them ;  as,  for  instance,  in  the 
Yorkshire  Wolds,  and  Thames  Coal-ships,  Christian  men 
enough  might  be  found,  at  this  day,  who,  if  3rou  read 
them  the  Thirty-ninth  of  the  Principia,  would  '  grin  in- 
telligence from  ear  to  ear.'     On  the  other  hand,  should 
our  Reviewer  meet  with  any  passage,   the  wisdom  of 
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which,  deep,  plain,  and  palpable  to  the  simplest,  might 
cause  misgivings  in  the  reader,  as  if  here  were  a  man  of 
half-unknown  endowment,  whom  perhaps  it  were  better 
to  wonder  at  than  laugh  at,  our  Reviewer  either  sup- 
presses it,  or  citing  it  with  an  air  of  meritorious  candour, 
calls  upon  his  Author,  in  a  tone  of  command  and  encou- 
ragement, to  lay  aside  his  transcendental  crotchets,  and 
write  always  thus,  and  he  will  admire  him.  Whereby 
the  reader  again  feels  comforted ;  proceeds  swimmingly 
to  the  conclusion  of  the  '  Article,'  and  shuts  it  with  a 
victorious  feeling,  not  only  that  he  and  the  Reviewer  un- 
derstand this  man,  but  also  that,  with  some  rays  of 
fency  and  the  like,  the  man  is  little  better  than  a  living 
mass  of  darkness. 

In  this  way  does  the  small  Reviewer  triumph  over 
great  Authors ;  but  it  is  the  triumph  of  a  fool.  In  this 
way,  too,  does  he  recommend  himself  to  certain  readers, 
but  it  is  the  recommendation  of  a  parasite,  and  of  no 
true  servant.  The  servant  would  have  spoken  truth,  in 
this  case;  truth,  that  it  might  have  profited,  how- 
ever harsh :  the  parasite  glozes  his  master  with  sweet 
speeches,  that  he  may  filch  applause,  and  certain  '  gui- 
neas per  sheet,'  from  him ;  substituting  for  ignorance, 
which  was  harmless,  error  which  is  not  so.  And  yet 
to  the  vulgar  reader,  naturally  enough,  that  flattering 
unction  is  full  of  solacement.  In  fact,  to  a  reader  of 
this  sort,  few  things  can  be  more  alarming  than  to  find 
that  his  own  little  Parish,  where  he  lived  so  snug  and 
absolute,  is,  after  all,  not  the  whole  Universe ;  that  be- 
yond the  hill  which  screened  his  house  from  the  west 
wind,  and  grew  his  kitchen  vegetables  so  sweetly,  there 
are  other  hills  and  other  hamlets,  nay  moimtains  and 
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towered  cities ;  with  all  which,  if  he  would  continne  to 
pass  for  a  geographer,  he  must  forthwith  make  himsdf 
acquainted.  Now  this  Reviewer,  often  his  fellow  Pa* 
rishioner,  is  a  safe  man ;  leads  him  pleasantly  to  the  hill- 
top ;  shows  him  that  indeed  there  are,  or  seem  to  be, 
other  expanses,  these  too  of  boundless  extent:  but 
with  only  doud  mountains.  Bud /atamorgana  dtiee  ;  die 
true  character  of  that  region  being  Vacuity,  or  at  best  a 
stony  desert  tenanted  by  Ghryphons  and  Chimaeras. 

Surely,  if  printing  is  not,  like  courtier  speech,  '  the 
art  of  concealing  thought,'  all  this  must  be  blamabte 
enough.  Is  it  the  Reviewer's  real  trade  to  be  a  pander 
of  laziness,  self-conceit,  and  all  manner  of  contemptuous 
stupidity  on  the  part  of  his  reader ;  carefully  ministering 
to  these  propensities;  carefully  fencing  off  whatever 
might  invade  that  fool's-paradise  with  news  of  disturb- 
ance ?  Is  he  the  priest  of  Literature  and  Philosophy,  to 
interpret  their  mysteries  to  the  common  man ;  as  a  fiButh- 
fiil  preacher,  teaching  him  to  understand  what  is  adapted 
for  his  understanding,  to  reverence  what  is  adapted  for 
higher  understandings  than  his  ?  Or  merely  t^e  ladcey 
of  Dulnesa,  striving  for  certain  wages,  of  pudding  or 
praise,  by  the  month  or  quarter,  to  perpetuate  the  reign 
of  presumption  and  triviality  on  earth  ?  If  the  latter, 
will  he  not  be  counselled  to  pause  for  an  instant,  and 
reflect  seriously,  whether  starvation  were  worse  or  were 
better  than  such  a  dog's-existence  ? 

Our  reader  perceives  that  we  are  for  adopting  the 
second  method  with  regard  to  NovaHs ;  that  we  wish 
less  to  insult  over  this  highly-gifted  man,  than  «to  gain 
some  insight  into  him ;  that  we  look  upon  his  mode  of 
being  and  linking  as  very  singular,  but  not  tiberefbre 
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necessarily  very  contemptible ;  as  a  matter,  in  hot,  wor- 
thy of  examination,  and  difficult  beyond  most  others  to 
examine  wisely  and  with  profit.  Let  no  man  expect  that, 
in  this  case,  a  Samson  is  to  be  led  forth,  blinded  and 
manacled,  to  make  him  sport.  Nay,  might  it  not,  in  a 
spiritaal  sense,  be  death,  as  sorely  it  would  be  damage, 
to  the  small  man  himself?  For  is  not  this  habit  of 
sneering  at  all  greatness,  of  forcibly  bringing  down  all 
greatness  to  his  own  height,  one  chief  cause  which  keeps 
that  height  so  very  inconsiderable  ?  Come  oi  it  what 
may,  we  have  no  refreshing  dew  for  the  small  man's  va- 
nity in  this  place ;  nay  rather,  as  charitable  brethren, 
and  feUow-sufferers  from  that  same  evil,  we  would  gladly 
lay  the  sickle  to  that  reed-grove  of  self-conceit,  which 
has  grown  round  him,  and  Tea;p  it  altogether  away,  that 
so  the  true  figure  of  the  world,  and  his  own  true  figure, 
mi^t  no  longer  be  utterly  hidden  from  him.  Does  this 
our  brother,  then,  refuse  to  accompany  us,  without  such 
allurements  ?  He  must  even  retain  our  best  wishes,  and 
abide  by  his  own  hearth. 

Farther,  to  the  honest  few  who  still  go  along  with  us 
on  this  occasion,  we  are  bound  in  justice  to  say  that,  far 
from  looking  down  on  Novalis,  we  cannot  place  either 
them  or  ourselves  on  a  level  with  him.  To  explain  so 
strange  an  individuality,  to  exhibit  a  mind  of  this  depth 
and  singularity  before  the  minds  of  readers  so  foreign  to 
him  in  every  sense,  would  be  a  vain  pretension  in  us. 
With  the  best  will,  and  after  repeated  trials,  we  have 
gained  but  a  feeble  notion  of  Novalis  for  ourselves :  his 
Volumes  come  before  us  with  every  disadvantage ;  they 
are  the  posthumous  works  of  a  man  cut  off  in  early  life, 
while  his  opinions,  fax  from  being  matured  for  the  pub- 
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lie  tje,  were  still  lying  crude  and  disjointed  before  his 
own;  for  most  part  written  down  in  the  shiE^  d  de- 
tached i^^risms,  *  none  of  them/  as  he  8a3r8  himsdf* 
'  untrue  or  unimportant  to  his  own  mind/  but  naturally 
requiring  to  be  remodelled,  expanded,  compressed,  as 
the  matter  cleared  up  more  and  more  into  logical  unity ; 
at  best,  but  fragments  of  a  great  scheme  which  he  did 
not  live  to  realize.  If  his  Editors,  Friedrich  Schlegel  and 
Ludwig  Heck,  declined  commenting  on  these  Writings, 
we  may  well  be  excused  for  declining  to  do  so.  '  It  can- 
'  not  be  our  purpose  here,'  says  Heck, '  to  recommend  the 
'following  Works,  or  to  judge  them;  probable  as  it 
'  must  be  that  any  judgment  delivered  at  this  stage  of 
'  the  matter  would  be  a  premature  and  unripe  one :  for 
'  a  spirit  of  such  originality  must  first  be  comprehended, 
'  his  will  understood,  and  his  loving  intention  felt  and  re- 
'  plied  to  ;  so  that  not  till  his  ideas  have  taken  root  in 
'  other  minds,  and  brought  forth  new  ideas,  shall  we  see 
'rightly,  from  the  historical  sequence,  what  place  he 
'  himself  occupied,  and  what  relation  to  his  country  he 
•  truly  bore.' 

Meanwhile,  Novalis  is  a  figure  of  such  importance 
in  (German  literature,  that  no  student  of  it  can  pass  him 
by  without  attention.  If  we  must  not  attenqit  inter- 
preting this  Work  for  our  readers,  we  are  bound  at  least 
to  point  out  its  existence,  and  according  to  our  best 
knowledge,  direct  such  of  them  as  take  an  interest  in 
the  matter  how  to  investigate  it  fEurther  for  their  own 
benefit.  For  this  purpose,  it  may  be  well  that  we  leave 
our  Author  to  speak  chiefly  for  himself;  subjoining  only 
such  expositions  as  cannot  be  dispensed  with  for  even 
verbal  intelligibility,  and  as  we  can  ofier  on  our  own 
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surety  with  some  degree  of  confidence.  By  way  of  basis 
to  the  whole  inquiry,  we  prefix  some  particulars  of  his 
short  life  ;  a  part  of  our  task  which  Heck's  clear  and 
graceful  Narrative,  given  as  '  Preface  to  the  Third  Edi- 
tion,' renders  easy  for  us. 

Friedrich  von  Hardenberg,  better  known  in  Liter- 
ature by  the  pseudonym  '  Novalis/  was  bom  on  the  2d 
of  May,  1772,  at  a  country  residence  of  his  family  in 
the  Grafschaft  of  Mansfeld,  in  Saxony.  His  father, 
who  had  been  a  soldier  in  youth,  and  still  retained  a 
liking  for  that  profession,  was  at  this  time  Director  of 
the  Saxon  Salt-works ;  an  office  of  some  considerable 
trust  and  dignity.  Tieck  says,  '  he  was  a  vigorous,  un- 
'  weariedly  active  man,  of  open,  resolute  character,  a 
•  true  Gennan.  His  religious  feelings  made  him  a  mem- 
'  her  of  the  Hermhut  Communion ;  yet  his  disposition 
'  continued  gay,  frank,  rugged,  and  downright.'  The 
mother  also  was  distinguished  for  her  worth;  '  a  pattern 
of  noble  piety  and  Christian  mildness ;'  virtues  which 
her  subsequent  life  gave  opportunity  enough  for  exer- 
cising. 

On  the  young  Friedrich,  whom  we  may  continue  to 
call  Novalis,  the  qualities  of  his  parents  must  have  exer- 
cised more  than  usual  influence ;  for  he  was  brought  up 
in  the  most  retired  manner,  with  scarcely  any  associate 
but  a  sister  one  year  older  than  himself,  and  the  two  bro- 
thers that  were  next  to  him  in  age.  A  decidedly  reli- 
gious temper  seems  to  have  infused  itself,  under  many 
benignant  aspects,  over  the  whole  fiEunily :  in  Novalis 
especially  it  continued  the  ruHng  principle  through  life  ; 
manifested  no  less  in  his  scientific  speculations,  than  in 
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biB  feeUags  and  ocmdaot.  In  cluldhood  he  b  said  to 
have  been  remarkable  chiefly  for  the  entire,  enthnsiaatic 
affection  with  which  he  loved  his  mother ;  and  for  a  cer- 
tain still,  sedoded  disposition,  soch  that  he  took  no 
pleasure  in  boyish  sports,  and  rather  shunned  the  society 
of  other  children.  Heck  mentions  that,  till  his  ninth 
year,  he  was  reckoned  nowise  quick  d  iqpprdienuon : 
but,  at  this  period,  strangely  enough,  some  violent  biliary 
disease*  which  had  almost  cut  him  off*,  seemed  to  awaken 
his  faculties  into  proper  life,  and  he  became  the  readiest, 
eagerest  learner  in  all  branches  of  his  scholarship. 

In  his  eighteenth  year,  after  a  few  months  of  pr^»- 
ration  in  some  Gipmuisium,  the  only  instruction  he  ap- 
pears to  have  received  in  any  public  school,  he  repaired 
to  Jena;  and  continued  there  for  three  years ;  after  which 
he  spent  one  season  in  the  Leipzig  University,  and  ano- 
ther, '  to  complete  his  studies,'  in  that  of  'Wittenberg. 
It  seems  to  have  been  at  Jena  that  he  became  acquainted 
with  Friedrich  Schlegel;  where  also,  we  suppose,  he 
studied  under  Fichte.  For  both  of  these  men  he  con* 
ceived  a  high  admiration  and  affection;  and  both  of 
them  had,  clearly  enough,  '  a  great  and  abiding  effect  on 
his  whole  life.'  Fichte,  in  particular,  whose  lofty  elo- 
quence and  dear  calm  enthusiasm  are  said  to  have  made 
him  irresistible  as  a  teacher,*  had  quite  gained  Novalis 
to  his  doctrines ;  indeed  the  Wiasenschqftslehre,  wludi, 
as  we  are  told  of  the  latter,  '  he  studied  with  unwearied 
zeal,'  appears  to  have  been  the  groundworic  of  all  hw 

*  SdieUing,  we  haTe  been  informed,  givei  aooonnt  of  Fidite 
and  his  WmenKh^fttlehre^  to  the  following  effect :  *  Hie  Fbilo- 
'  sophy  of  Fichte  was  like  lightning ;  it  appeared  only  for  a  moment, 
*  but  it  kindled  a  fire  which  will  bom  forever.' 
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fatme  speculations  in  Philosophy.  Besides  these  meta- 
physical inquiries,  and  the  usual  attainments  in  classical 
literature,  Novalis  seems  '  to  have  devoted  himself  witk 
*  ardour  to  the  Physical  Sciences,  and  to  Mathematics, 
'  the  basis  of  them : '  at  an  early  period  of  his  life,  he 
had  read  much  of  History  '  with  extraordinary  eager- 
ness ;'  Poems  had  from  of  old  been  '  the  delight  of  his 
leisure;'  particularly  that  species  denominated  Mahrchen 
(Traditionary  Tale),  which  continued  a  favourite  with 
him  to  the  last ;  as  almost  from  infrincy  it  had  been  a 
chosen  amusement  of  his  to  read  these  compositions, 
and  even  to  recite  such,  of  his  own  invention.  One  re- 
markable piece  of  that  sort  he  has  himself  left  us,  in- 
serted in  Heinrich  von  Ofterdingen,  his  chief  literary 
performance. 

But  the  time  had  now  arrived,  when  study  must  be- 
come subordinate  to  action,  and  what  is  called  a  pro- 
fession be  fixed  upon.  At  the  Inreaking  out  of  the  French 
War,  Novalis  had  been  seized  with  a  strong  and  alto- 
gether tmexpected  taste  for  a  military  life :  however, 
tiie  arguments  and  pressing  entreaties  of  his  friends 
ultimately  prevailed  over  this  whim ;  it  seems  to  have 
been  settled  that  he  should  foUow  his  father's  line  of  oc- 
cupation ;  and  so,  about  the  end  of  1 794,  he  removed  to 
Amstadt  in  Thuringia,  '  to  train  himself  in  practical  af- 
fedrs  under  the  Kreis-Amtmann  Just.'  In  this  Kreis- 
Amtmatm  (Manager  of  a  Circle)  he  found  a  wise  and 
kind  friend ;  applied  himself  honestly  to  business ;  and 
in  all  his  serious  calculations,  may  have  looked  forward 
to  a  life  as  smooth  and  commonplace,  as  his  past  years 
had  been.  One  incident,  and  that  too  of  no  unusual 
sort,  appears  in  lleck's  opinion  to  have  altered  the  whole 
form  of  his  existence. 
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<  It  was  not  very  long  after  his  arrival  at  Amstadt,  when 
in  a  country  mansion  of  the    neighbourhood,   he  became 

acquainted  with  Sophie  von   K •    The  first  glance  of 

this  fair  and  wonderfully  lovely  form  was  decisive  for  his 
whole  life ;  nay,  we  may  say  that  the  feeling,  which  now 
penetrated  and  inspired  him,  was  the  substance  and  essence 
of  his  whole  life.  Sometimes,  in  the  look  and  figure  of  a 
child,  there  will  stamp  itself  an  expression,  which,  as  it  is 
too  angelic  and  ethereally  beautiful,  we  are  forced  to  call 
unearthly  or  celestial ;  and  commonly,  at  sight  of  such 
purified  and  almost  transparent  faces,  there  comes  on  us  a 
fear  that  they  are  too  tender  and  delicately  fashioned  for 
this  life;  that  it  is  Death,  or  Immortality,  which  looks 
forth  so  expressively  on  us  from  these  glanciug  eyes ;  and 
too  often  a  quick  decay  converts  our  mournful  foreboding 
into  certainty.  Still  more  affecting  are  such  figures,  when 
their  first  period  is  happily  passed  over,  and  they  come 
before  us  blooming  on  the  eve  of  maid  hood.  All  persons 
that  have  known  this  wondrous  loved  one  of  our  Friend, 
agree  in  testifying  that  no  description  can  express  in  what 
grace  and  celestial  harmony  the  fair  being  moved,  what 
beauty  shone  in  her,  what  softness  and  majesty  encircled 
her.  Novalis  became  a  poet  every  time  he  chanced  to 
i*peak  of  it.  She  had  concluded  her  thirteenth  year  when 
he  first  saw  her:  the  spring  and  summer  of  1795  were  the 
blooming  time  of  his  life ;  every  hour  that  he  could  spare 
from  business  he  spent  in  Grttningen ;  and  in  the  fall  of 
that  same  year  he  obtained  the  wished-for  promise  firoro 
Sophie's  parents  ' 

Unhappily,  however,  these  halcyon  days  were  of  too 
short  continuance.  Soon  after  this,  Sophie  fell  danger- 
ously sick  '  of  a  fever,  attended  with  pains  in  the  side  ;* 
and  her  lover  had  the  worst  consequences  to  fear.  By 
and  by,  indeed,  the  fever  left  her;  but  not  the  pain. 
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*  which  by  its  violence  still  spoiled  for  her  many  a  fair 
'  hour/  and  gave  rise  to  various  apprehensions,  though 
the  Physician  asserted  that  it  was  of  no  importance. 
Partly  satisfied  with  this  favourable  prognostication, 
Novalis  had  gone  to  Weissenfels,  to  his  parents ;  and 
was  full  of  business;  being  now  appointed  Auditor  in 
the  department  of  which  his  father  was  Director :  through 
winter  the  news  from  Ghruningen  were  of  a  favourable 
sort ;  in  spring  he  visited  the  family  himself,  and  found 
his  Sophie  to  all  appearance  well.  But  suddenly,  in 
summer,  his  hopes  and  occupations  were  interrupted  by 
tidings  that  '  she  was  in  Jena,  and  had  undergone  a 
surgical  operation.'  Her  disease  was  an  abscess  in  the 
liver :  it  had  been  her  wish  that  he  should  not  hear  of 
her  danger  till  the  worst  were  over.  The  Jena  Surgeon 
gave  hopes  of  a  recovery  though  a  slow  one ;  but  ere 
long  the  operation  had  to  be  repeated,  and  now  it  was 
feared  that  his  patient's  strength  was  too  far  exhausted. 
The  young  maiden  bore  all  this  with  inflexible  courage, 
and  the  cheerfuUest  resignation :  her  Mother  and  Sister, 
Novalis,  with  his  Parents,  and  two  of  his  Brothers,  all 
deeply  interested  in  the  event,  did  their  utmost  to  com- 
fort her.  In  December,  by  her  own  wish,  she  returned 
home;  but  it  was  evident  that  she  grew  weaker  and 
weaker.  Novalis  went  and  came  between  Griiningen 
and  Weissenfels,  where  also  he  found  a  house  of  mourn- 
ing ;  for  Erasmus,  one  of  these  two  Brothers,  had  long 
been  sickly,  and  was  now  beHeved  to  be  d3ring. 

*The  17th  of  March,'  says  Tieck,  'was  the  fifteenth 
birthday  of  his  Sophie;  and  on  the  19th  about  noon  she 
departed.  No  one  durst  tell  Novalis  these  tidings  ;  at  last 
hit  Brother  Carl  undertook  it     The  poor  youth  »hut  him- 
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self  up,  and  after  three  days  and  three  nights  of  weeping, 
set  out  for  Arnstadt,  that  there  with  his  true  friend,  he 
might  he  near  the  spot,  which  now  hid  the  remains  of  what 
was  dearest  to  him.  On  the  14th  of  April,  his  Brother 
Erasmus  also  left  this  world.  Novalis  wrote  to  inform  his 
Brother  Carl  of  the  event,  who  had  heen  ohlig^  to  make 
a  journey  into  Lower  Saxony :  "  Be  of  good  courage,*' 
said  he,  **  Erasmus  has  prevailed ;  the  flowers  of  our  lair 
garland  are  dropping  off  Here,  one  hy  one,  that  they  may 
be  united  Yonder,  lovelier  and  forever."  ' 

Among  the  papers  published  in  these  Volumes  are 
three  letters,  written  about  this  time,  which  mournfully 
indicate  the  author's  mood.  '  It  has  grown  Evening 
'  around  me,'  says  he,  '  while  I  was  looking  into  the  red 
'  of  Morning.  My  grief  is  boundless  as  my  love.  For 
'  three  years  she  has  been  my  hourly  thought.  She 
'  alone  bound  me  to  life,  to  the  country,  to  my  occupa- 
'  tions.  With  her  I  am  parted  from  all ;  for  now  I 
'  scarcely  have  myself  any  more.  But  it  has  grown 
'  Evening ;  and  I  feel  as  if  I  had  to  travel  early ;  and  so 
'  I  would  £Eun  be  at  rest,  and  see  nothing  but  kind  faces 
'  about  me ; — all  in  her  spirit  would  I  live,  be  soft  and 
'  mild-hearted  as  she  was.'  And  again,  some  weeks  later: 
'  I  live  over  the  old,  bygone  life  here,  in  still  meditaticm. 
'  Yesterday  I  was  twenty-five  years  old.  I  was  in 
'  Oruningen,  and  stood  beside  her  grave.  It  is  a  friendly 
'  spot ;  enclosed  with  simple  white  railing ;  lies  apart, 
'and  high.  There  is  stUl  room  in  it.  The  viUage, 
'  with  its  blooming  gardens,  leans  up  round  the  hill ; 
'  and  at  this  point  and  that,  the  eye  loses  itself  in  blue 
'  distances.  I  know  you  would  have  liked  to  stand  by 
'  me,  and  stick  the  flowers,  my  birthday  gifts,  one  by  one 
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*  into  her  hillock.  Hiis  time  two  years,  she  made  me  a 
'  g^y  present,  with  a  flag  and  national  cockade  on  it. 
'  To-day  her  parents  gave  me  the  little  things  which  she, 

*  still  jojrfuUy,  had  received  on  her  last  hirthday.  Friend, 

*  — it  continues  Evening,  and  will  soon  he  Night.  If 
'  yon  go  away,  think  of  me  kindly,  and  visit,  when  you 
'  return,  the  still  house,  where  your  Friend  rests  for- 

*  ever,  with  the  ashes  of  his  beloved.  Fare  you  weD ! ' — 
Nevertheless,  a  singular  composure  came  over  him ; 
from  the  very  depths  of  his  grief,  arose  a  peace  and  pure 
joy,  such  as  till  then  he  had  never  known. 

*  In  this  BeasoDy'  observes  Tieck, '  Novalis  lived  only  to 
his  sorrow:  it  was  natural  for  him  to  regard  the  visible 
and  the  invisible  world  as  one;  and  to  distinguish  Life 
and  Death,  only  by  his  longing  for  the  latter.  At  the 
same  time,  too,  Life  became  for  him  a  glorified  Life ;  and 
his  whole  being  melted  away  as  into  a  bright,  conscious 
vision  of  a  higher  Existence.  From  the  sacredness  of 
Sorrow,  from  heartfelt  love,  and  the  pious  wish  for  death, 
his  temper,  and  all  his  conceptions  are  to  be  explained: 
and  it  seems  possible  that  this  time,  with  its  deep  g^efs, 
planted  in  him  the  germ  of  death,  if  it  was  not,  in  any 
case,  his  appointed  lot  to  be  so  soon  snatched  away  from 


'  He  remained  many  weeks  in  Thuringia ;  and  came 
back  comforted  and  truly  purified,  to  his  engagements; 
which  he  pursued  more  zealously  than  ever,  though  he  now 
regarded  himself  as  a  stranger  on  the  earth.  In  this  period, 
some  earlier,  many  later,  especially  in  the  Autumn  of  this 
year,  occur  most  of  those  compositions,  which,  in  the  way 
of  extract  and  selection,  we  have  here  given  to  the  Public, 
under  the  title  of  Fragments :  so  likewise  the  Hymm  to 
the  Night: 


208  MI8CBLLANIB8. 

Such  is  our  Biographer's  account  of  this  matter,  and 
of  the  weighty  inference  it  has  led  him  to.   We  have  de- 
tailed it  the  more  minutely,  and  almost  in  the  very 
words  of  the  text,  the  better  to  put  our  readers  in  a  con- 
dition for  judging  on  what  grounds  Heck  rests  his 
opinion.  That  herein  lies  the  key  to  the  whole  spiritual 
history  of  Novalis,  that  'the  feeling  which  now  pene- 
'  trated  and  inspired  him,  may  be  said  to  have  been 
'  the  substance  of  his  Life.'     It  would  ill  become  us  to 
contradict  one  so  well  qualified  to  judge  of  all  subjects, 
and  who  enjoyed  such  peculiar  opportunities  for  forming 
a  right  judgment  of  this :  meanwhile  we  may  say  that, 
to  our  own  minds,  after  all  consideration,  the  certainty 
of  this  hypothesis  will  nowise  become  clear.     Or  rather, 
I)erhaps,  it  is  to  the  expression,  to  the  too  determinate 
and  exclusive  language  in  which  the  hypothesis  is  worded, 
that  we  should  object ;  for  so  plain  does  the  truth  of  the 
case  seem  to  us,  we  cannot  but  beheve  that  'Heck  himself 
would  consent  to  modify  his  statement.     That  the  whole 
philosophical  and  moral  existence  of  such  a  man  as  No- 
valis should  have  been  shaped  and  determined  by  the 
death  of  a  young  girl,  almost  a  child,  specially  distin- 
guished, so  for  as  is  shown,  by  nothing  save  her  beauty, 
which  at  any  rate  must  have  been  very  short-lived,  will 
doubtless  seem  to  every  one  a  singular  concatenation. 
We  cannot  but  think  that  some  result  precisely  similar 
in  moral  effect  might  have  been  attained  by  many  diffe- 
rent means;   nay,  that  by  one  means  or  another,  it 
would  not  have  fedled  to  be  attained.     For  spirits  like 
Novalis,  earthly  fortune  is  in  no  instance  so  sweet  and 
smooth,  that  it  does  not  by  and  by  teach  the  great  doc- 
trine of  Entaagen,  of  '  Renunciation,'  by  which  alone,  ib 
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a  wise  man  well  known  to  Herr  Tieok  has  observed, 
'  can  the  real  entrance  on  Life  be  properly  said  to  begin.' 
£xperience,  the  grand  Schoolmaster,  seems  to  have 
taught  Novalis  this  doctrine  very  early,  by  the  wreck  of 
his  first  passionate  wish ;  and  herein  lies  the  real  in- 
fluence of  Sophie  von  K.  on  his  character ;  an  influence 
which,  as  we  imagine,  many  other  things  might  and 
would  have  equally  exerted :  for  it  is  less  the  severity  of 
the  Teacher  than  the  aptness  of  the  Pupil  that  secures 
the  lesson;  nor  do  the  purifying  effects  of  frustrated 
Hope»  and  Affection  which  in  this  world  will  ever  be 
homeless,  depend  on  the  worth  or  loveliness  of  its  ob- 
jects, but  on  that  of  the  heart  which  cherished  it,  and 
can  draw  mild  wisdom  from  so  stem  a  disappointment. 
We  do  not  say  that  Novalis  continued  the  same  as  if  this 
young  maiden  had  not  been;  causes  and  effects  con- 
necting every  man  and  thing  with  every  other  extend 
through  all  Time  and  all  Space ;  but  surely  it  appears 
unjust  to  represent  him  as  so  altogether  pliant  in  the 
hands  of  Accident;  a  mere  pipe  for  Fortune  to  play 
tunes  on;  and  which  sounded  a  mystic,  deep,  almost 
unearthly  melody,  simply  because  a  young  woman  was 
beautiful  and  mortal. 

We  feel  the  more  justified  in  these  hard-hearted  and 
so  imromantic  strictures,  on  reading  the  very  next  para- 
graph of  I'ieck's  Narrative.  Directly  on  the  back  of 
this  occurrence,  Novalis  goes  to  Freyberg ;  and  there  in 
1 798,  it  may  be  therefore  somewhat  more  or  somewhat 
less  than  a  year  after  the  death  of  his  first  love,  forms  an 
acquaintance,  and  engagement  to  marry,  with  a  '  Julie 

von  Ch !'     Indeed,  ever  afterwards,  to  the  end,  his 

life  appears  to  have  been  more  than  usually  cheerful  and 
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happy,    "neck  knows  not  what  well  to  say  of  this  be- 
trothment,  which  in  the  eyes  of  most  Novel-readers  wiD 
have  so  shocking  an  appearance :  he  admits  diat  '  per- 
'  haps  to  any  but  his  intimate  friends  it  may  seem  singu- 
'  lar ;'  asserts  notwithstanding,  that '  Sophie,  as  may  be 
'  seen  also  in  his  writings,  continued  the  centre  of  his 
'  thoughts ;   nay,  as  one  departed,  she  stood  in  higher 
'  reverence  with  him  than  when  visible  and  near ; '  and 
hurrying  on,  almost  as  oyer  an  unsafe  subject,  declares 
that  Novalis  felt  nevertheless  '  as  if  loveliness  of  mind 
and  person  might,  in  some  measure,  replace  his  loss ; ' 
and  so  leaves  us  to  our  own  reflections  on  the  matter. 
We  consider  it  as  throwing  light  on  the  above  criticism ; 
and  greatly  restricting  our  acceptance  of  Tiedc's  theory. 
Yet  perhi^,  after  all,  it  is  only  in  a  Minerva-Preas 
Novel,  or  to  the  more  tender  Imagination,  that  such  a 
proceeding  would  seem  very  blamable.     Constancy,  in 
its  true  sense,  may  be  called  the  root  of  all  exoellence ; 
especially  excellent  is  constancy  in  active  wdl-doing,  in 
friendly  helpfulness  to  those  that  love  ns,  and  to  those 
that  hate  us :  but  constancy  in  passive  suffering,  again, 
in  spite  of  the  high  value  put  upon  it  in  Circulating  Li- 
braries, is  a  distinctly  inferior  virtue,  rather  an  accident 
than  a  virtue,  and  at  all  events,  is  of  extreme  rarity  in 
this  world.     To  Novalis,  lus  Sophie  might  stiU  be  as  a 
saintly  presence,  mournful  and  unspeakably  mild,  to 
be  worshij^ped  in  the  inmost  shrine  of  his  memory: 
but  w(»ship  of  this  sort  Lb  not  man's  sole  businsss; 
neither  should  we  censure  Novalis  that  he  dries  his  tears, 
and  once  more  looks  abroad  with  hope  on  the  eardi, 
which  is  still,  as  it  was  before,  the  strangest  complex  of 
mystery  and  light,  of  joy  as  well  as  sorrow.     '  Life  be- 
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'  longs  to  the  Imiig ;  and  he  that  lives  must  he  prqMured 
'  for  vicissitudes.'  The  questionable  circumstance  with 
Novalis  is  his  perhaps  too  great  rapidity  in  that  second 
courtahip ;  a  fault  or  misfortune  the  more  to  be  regret- 
ted, as  this  marriage  also  was  to  remain  a  project,  and 
only  the  anticipation  of  it  to  be  enjoyed  by  him. 

It  was  for  the  purpose  of  studying  mineralogy,  under 
ihe  fiunous  Werner,  that  Novalis  had  gone  to  Freyberg. 
For  this  science  he  had  great  fondness,  as  indeed  for  all 
the  physical  sciences ;  which,  if  we  may  judge  from  his 
writings,  he  seems  to  have  prosecuted  on  a  great  and 
original  principle,  very  difierent  both  from  that  of  our 
idle  theorizers  and  generalizers,  and  that  of  the  still  more 
melancholy  class  who  merely  '  collect  facts,'  and  for  the 
torpor  or  total  extinction  of  the  thinking  faculty,  strive 
to  make  up  by  the  more  assiduous  use  of  the  blowpipe 
and  goniometer.  The  commencement  of  a  work,  entitled 
the  Disciples  at  Sais,  intended,  as  Tieck  informs  us,  to 
be  a  '  Physical  Romance,'  was  written  in  Freyberg,  at 
this  time :  but  it  lay  unfinished,  unprosecuted ;  and  now 
comes  before  us  as  a  very  mysterious  fragment,  disclosing 
scientific  depths,  which  we  have  not  light  to  see  into, 
much  less  means  to  fathom  and  accurately  measure. 
The  various  hypothetic  views  of  '  Nature,'  that  is,  of  the 
visible  Creation,  which  are  here  given  out  in  the  words 
of  the  several  '  Pupils,'  differ,  almost  all  of  them,  more 
or  less,  from  any  that  we  have  ever  elsewhere  met  with. 
To  this  work  we  shall  have  occasion  to  refer  more  par- 
ticularly in  the  sequel. 

The  acquaintance  which  Novalis  formed,  soon  after 
this,  with  the  elder  Schlegel  (August  Wilhelm),  and  still 
more  that  of  Heck,  whom  also  he  first  met  in  Jena, 
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seems  to  have  operated  a  considerable  diversion  in  his 
line  of  study.  Tieck  and  the  Schlegels,  with  some  less 
active  associates,  among  whom  are  now  mentioned 
Wackenroder  and  Novalis,  were  at  this  time  engaged  in 
their  fBur-feuned  campaign  against  Duncedom»  or  what 
called  itself  the  '  Old  School '  of  Ldteratare ;  which  old 
and  rather  despicable  '  School '  they  had  already,  both 
by  regular  and  guerrilla  warfare,  reduced  to  great 
straits;  as  ultimately,  they  are  reckoned  to  have  soc- 
ceeded  in  utterly  extirpating  it,  or  at  least  driving  it 
back  to  the  very  confines  of  its  native  Cimmeria.*  It 
seems  to  have  been  in  connexion  with  these  men,  that 
Novalis  first  came  before  the  world  as  a  writer :  certain 
of  his  Fragments,  under  the  title  of  BliUhenstaub  (PoUm 
of  Flowers) ;  his  Hymns  to  the  Night,  and  various  poeti- 
cal compositions,  were  sent  forth  in  F.  Schlegel's  Mtuem^ 
Abnanach,  and  other  periodicals  under  the  same  or 
kindred  management.  Novalis  himself  seems  to  pro- 
fess that  it  was  Heck's  influence  which  chiefly  're- 
awakened Poetry  in  him.'  As  to  what  reception  these 
pieces  met  with,  we  have  no  information :  however,  No- 
valis seems  to  have  been  ardent  and  diligent  in  his  new 
piursuit,  as  in  his  old  ones ;  and  no  less  happy  than  dili- 
gent. 

*  In  the  summer  of  1800/  says  Tieck,  '  I  saw  him  for  the 
first  time,  while  visiting  my  friend  Wilhelm  Schlegel ;  and 
our  acquaintance  soon  became  the  most  confidential  friend- 
ship.  They  were  bright  days  those,  which  we  passed  with 
Schlegel,  Schelling,  and  some  other  friends.  On  my  return 
homewards,  I  visited  him  in  his  house,  and  made  acquaint- 

*  See  Appendix  1.  toI.  iii.  $  Titek, 
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ance  with  his  family.  Here  he  read  me  the  Disciples  at  Sais^ 
and  many  of  his  Fra^mtnis,  He  escorted  me  a«  far  as  Halle ; 
and  we  enjoyed  in  Giebichenstein,  in  the  Riechardts'  house, 
some  other  delightful  hours.  About  this  time,  the  first 
thought  of  his  Ofterdingen  had  occurred.  At  an  earlier 
period,  certain  of  his  Spiritual  Songs  had  been  composed : 
they  were  to  form  part  of  a  Christian  Hymn-book,  which  he 
meant  to  accompany  with  a  collection  of  Sermons.  For  the 
rest,  he  was  very  diligent  in  his  professional. labours ;  what- 
ever he  did  was  done  with  the  heart ;  the  smallest  concern 
was  not  insignificant  to  him.' 

The  professional  labours  here  alluded  to,  seem  to 
have  left  much  leisure  on  his  hands :  room  for  frequent 
change  of  place,  and  even  of  residence.  Not  long  after- 
wards, we  find  him  'Hvingfor  a  long  while  in  a  soHtary 

*  spot  of  the  GKildne  Aue  in  Thuringia,  at  the  foot  of  the 

*  KyfFhauser  Moimtain ;  *  his  chief  society  two  military 
men,  subsequently  Generals ;  '  in  which  solitude  great 
part  of  his  Ofterdingen  was  written.*  The  first  volume 
of  this  Heinrich  von  Ofterdingen,  a  sort  of  Art- Romance, 
intended,  as  he  himself  said,  to  be  an  '  Apotheosis  of 
Poetry/  was  erelong  published ;  under  what  circum- 
stances, or  with  what  result,  we  have,  as  before,  no  no- 
tice. Tieck  had  for  some  time  been  resident  in  Jena, 
and  at  intervals  saw  much  of  NovaHs.  On  preparing  to 
quit  that  abode,  he  went  to  pay  him  a  farewell  visit  at 
Weissenfels ;  found  him  '  somewhat  paler,'  but  fiill  of 
gladness  and  hope ;  '  quite  inspired  with  plans  of  his 
'  future  happiness ;  his  house  was  already  fitted  up ;  in 
'  a  few  months  he  was  to  be  wedded :  no  less  zealously 
'  did  he  speak  of  the  speedy  conclusion  of  Ofterdingen, 
'  and  other  books ;  his  life  seemed  expanding  in   the 

*  richest  activity  and  love.'  This  was  in  1800 :  four  years 
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ago  Novalis  had  longed  and  looked  for  death,  and  it  was 
not  appointed  him  ;  now  life  is  again  rich,  and  fer^- 
tending  in  his  eyes,  and  its  dose  is  at  hand.  Heck 
parted  with  him,  and  it  proved  to  be  forever. 

In  the  month  of  August,  Novalis,  preparing  for  lus 
journey  to  Freyberg,  on  so  joyful  an  occasion,  was 
alarmed  with  an  appearance  of  blood  proceeding  from 
the  lungs.  The  Physician  treated  it  as  a  slight  matter ; 
nevertheless,  the  marriage  was  postponed.  He  went  to 
Dresden  with  his  Parents,  for  medical  advice ;  abode 
there  for  some  time  in  no  improving  state ;  on  learning 
the  accidental  death  of  a  young  brother  at  home,  he 
ruptured  a  blood-vessel ;  and  the  Doctor  then  declared 
his  malady  incurable.  This,  as  usual  in  such  maladies, 
was  nowise  the  patient's  own  opinion ;  he  wished  to  try 
a  warmer  climate,  but  was  thought  too  weak  for  the 
journey.  In  January  (1801)  he  returned  home,  visibly, 
to  all  but  himself,  in  rapid  decline.  His  bride  had  al- 
ready been  to  see  him,  in  Dresden.  We  may  give  the 
rest  in  Tieck's  words : 

*  The  nearer  he  approached  his  end,  the  more  confidently 
did  he  expect  a  speedy  recovery ;  for  the  cough  diminished, 
and  excepting  languor,  he  had  no  feeling  of  sickness.  With 
thehope  and  the  longing  for  life,  new  talent  and  fresh  strength 
seemed  also  to  awaken  in  him ;  he  thought,  with  renewed 
love,  of  all  his  projected  labours ;  he  determined  on  writing 
0/terdinffen  over  again  from  the  very  beginning ;  and  shortly 
before  his  death,  he  said  on  one  occasion,  <*  Never  till  now 
did  I  know  what  Poetry  was;  innumerable  Songs  and 
Poems,  and  of  quite  different  stamp  from  any  of  my  former 
ones,  have  arisen  in  me."  From  the  nineteenth  of  March,  the 
death-dayof  his  Sophie,  he  became  visibly  weaker;  many 
of  his  friends  risited  him  ;  and  he  felt  great  joy  when,  on 
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the  twenty- first,  his  true  and  oldest  friend,  Friedricb  Schlegel, 
came  to  him  from  Jena.  With  him  he  conversed  at  great 
length ;  especially  upon  their  several  literary  operations. 
During  these  days  he  was  very  lively ;  his  nights  too  were 
quiet ;  and  he  enjoyed  pretty  sound  sleep.  On  the  twenty- 
fifth,  about  six  in  the  morning,  he  made  his  brother  hand 
him  certain  books,  that  he  might  look  for  something; 
then  he  ordered  breakfast,  and  talked  cheerfully  till  eight ; 
towards  nine  he  bade  his  brother  play  a  little  to  him  on  the 
harpsichord,  and  in  the  course  of  the  music  fell  asleep. 
Friedrich  Schlegel  soon  afterwards  came  into  the  room,  and 
found  him  quietly  sleeping :  this  sleep  lasted  till  near  twelve, 
when  without  the  smallest  motion  he  passed  away,  and  un- 
changed in  death,  retained  his  common  friendly  look  as  if 
he  yet  lived. 

'  So  died,'  continues  the  affectionate  Biographer.  *  before 
he  had  completed  his  twenty-ninth  year,  this  our  Friend ; 
in  whom  his  extensive  acquirements,  his  philosophical  talent, 
and  his  poetic  genius,  must  alike  obtain  our  love  and  admi- 
ration. As  he  had  so  far  outrun  his  time,  our  country  might 
have  expected  extraordinary  things  from  such  gifts,  had  this 
early  death  not  overtaken  him :  as  it  is,  the  unfinished  Writ- 
ings he  left  behind  him  have  already  had  a  wide  influence; 
and  many  of  his  great  thoughts  will  yet,  in  time  coming, 
lend  their  inspiration,  and  noble  minds  and  deep  thinkers 
will  be  enlightened  and  enkindled  by  the  sparks  of  his 
genius. 

*  Novalis  was  tall,  slender,  and  of  noble  proportions.  He 
wore  his  light-brown  hair  in  long  clustering  lock**,  which  at 
that  time  was  less  unusual  than  it  would  be  now  ;  his  hazel 
eye  was  clear  and  glancing ;  and  the  colour  of  his  face, 
especially  of  the  fine  brow,  almost  transparent.  Hand  and 
foot  were  somewhat  too  large,  and  without  fine  character.  His 
look  was  at  all  times  cheerfiil  and  kind.  For  those  who 
distinguish  a  man  only  in  so  far  as  he  puts  himself  forward, 
or  by  studious  breeding,  by  fashionable  bearing,  endeavours 
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to  shine  or  to  be  siDgnlar,  Noyalis  was  lost  in  the  crowd : 
to  the  more  practised  eye,  again,  he  presented  a  figure  whic:h 
might  he  called  beautiful.  In  outline  and  expression,  bis 
face  strikingly  resembled  that  of  the  Evangelist  John,  as  we 
see  him  in  the  large  noble  Painting  by  Albrecht  Dtlrer,  pre- 
served at  NUmberg  and  Mtlnchen. 

*  In  speaking,  he  was  lively  and  loud,  his  gestures  strong. 
I  never  saw  him  tired :  though  we  had  talked  till  far  in  the 
night,  it  ^i-as  still  only  on  purpose  that  he  stopped,  for  the 
sake  of  rest,  and  even  then  he  used  to  read  before  sleeping. 
Tedium  he  never  felt,  even  in  oppressive  company,  among 
mediocre  men  ;  for  he  was  sure  to  find  out  one  or  other,  who 
could  give  him  yet  some  new  piece  of  knowledge,  such  as 
he  could  turn  to  use,  insignificant  as  it  might  seem.  His 
kindliness,  his  frank  bearing,  made  him  a  universal  fa- 
vourite: his  skill  in  the  art  of  social  intercourse  was  so 
great,  that  smaller  minds  did  not  perceive  how  high  he 
stood  above  them.  Though  in  conversation  he  delighted 
most  to  unfold  the  deeps  of  the  soul,  and  spoke  as  inspired 
of  the  regions  of  invisible  worlds,  yet  was  he  mirthful  as  a 
child;  would  jest  in  free  artless  gayety,  and  heartily  give  in 
to  the  jestings  of  his  company.  Without  vanity,  without 
learned  haughtiness,  far  from  every  affectation  and  hypo- 
crisy, he  was  a  genuine,  true  man,  the  purest  and  loveliest 
embodiment  of  a  high  immortal  spirit.' 

So  much  for  the  outward  figure  and  history  of  No- 
valis.  Respecting  his  inward  structure  and  significance, 
which  our  readers  are  here  principally  interested  to  un- 
derstand, we  have  already  acknowledged  that  we  had  no 
complete  insight  to  boast  of.  The  slightest  perusal  of 
his  Writings  indicates  to  us  a  mind  of  wonderful  depth 
and  originality ;  but  at  the  same  time,  of  a  nature  or 
habit  so  abstruse,  and  altogether  different  from  anything 
we  ourselves  have  notice  or  experience  of,  that  to  pene- 
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trate  fairly  into  its  essential  character,  much  more  to 
picture  it  forth  in  visual  distinctness,  would  be  an  ex- 
tremely difficult  task.  Nay  perhaps,  if  attempted  by  the 
means  fieuniliar  to  us,  an  impossible  task :  for  Novalis  be- 
longs to  that  class  of  persons,  who  do  not  recognise  the 
'  syllogistic  method'  as  the  chief  organ  for  investigating 
truth,  or  feel  themselves  bound  at  all  times  to  stop  short 
where  its  light  fails  them.  Many  of  his  opinions  he 
would  despair  of  proving  in  the  most  patient  Court  of 
Law ;  and  would  remain  well  content  that  they  should 
be  disbeHeved  there.  He  much  loved,  and  had  assi- 
duously studied,  Jacob  Bohme  and  other  mystical  writers ; 
and  was,  openly  enough,  in  good  part  a  Mystic  himself. 
Not  indeed  what  we  English,  in  common  speech,  call  a 
Mystic ;  which  means  only  a  man  whom  we  do  not  un- 
derstand, and,  in  self-defence,  reckon  or  would  fain 
reckon  a  Dunce.  Novalis  was  a  Mystic,  or  had  an  affi- 
nity with  Mysticism,  in  the  primary  and  true  meaning 
of  that  word,  exemplified  in  some  shape  among  our  own 
Puritan  Divines,  and  which  at  this  day  carries  no  oppro- 
brium with  it  in  Germany,  or,  except  among  certain 
more  unimportant  classes,  in  any  other  country.  Nay, 
in  this  sense,  great  honours  are  recorded  of  Mysticism  : 
Tasso,  as  may  be  seen  in  several  of  his  prose  writings, 
was  professedly  a  Mystic ;  Dante  is  regarded  as  a  chief 
man  of  thtt  class. 

Nevertheless,  with  all  due  tolerance  or  reverence  for 
Novalis's  Mysticism,  the  question  still  returns  on  us : 
How  shall  we  understand  it,  and  in  any  measure  shadow 
it  forth  ?  How  may  that  spiritual  condition,  which  by 
its  own  account  is  like  pure  Light,  colourless,  formless, 
infinite,  be  represented  by  mere  Logic- Painters,  mere 
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Engravers  we  might  say,  who,  except  copper  and  burin, 
producing  the  most  finite  black-on-white,  have  no  means 
of  representing  anything  ?  Novalis  himself  has  a  line 
or  two,  and  no  more,  expressly  on  Mysticism :  *  What  is 
'  Mysticism  ? '  asks  he.  •  What  is  it  that  should  come  to  be 
'  treated  mystically  ?  Religion,  Love,  Nature,  Polity.  — 
'  All  select  things  (alles  Auserwahlte)  have  a  reference 
'  to  Mysticism.  If  all  men  were  but  one  pair  of  lovers, 
'  the  difference  between  Mysticism  and  Non- Mysticism 
'  were  at  an  end.'  In  which  little  sentence,  unhappily, 
our  reader  obtuns  no  clearness;  feels  rather  as  if  he 
were  looking  into  darkness  visible.  We  must  entreat 
him,  nevertheless,  to  keep  up  his  spirits  in  this  business; 
and  above  all,  to  assist  us  with  his  friendliest,  cheerful- 
lest  endeavour :  perhaps  some  faint  far-off  view  of  that 
same  mysterious  Mysticism  may  at  length  rise  upon 
us. 

To  ourselves  it  somewhat  illustrates  the  nature  of 
Novalis'  opinions,  when  we  consider  the  then  and  pre- 
sent state  of  German  metaphysical  science  generally ; 
and  the  fact,  stated  above,  that  he  gained  his  first  no- 
tions on  this  subject  from  Fichte's  WisseMckaftslehre. 
It  is  true,  as  Tieck  remarks,  '  he  sought  to  open  for 
'  himself  a  new  path  in  Philosophy ;  to  unite  Philoeo- 
'  phy  with  Religion ; '  and  so  diverged  in  some  degree 
from  his  first  instructor ;  or,  as  it  more  probably  seemed 
to  himself,  prosecuted  Fichte's  scientific  inquiry  into  its 
highest  practical  results.  At  all  events,  his  met^hysi- 
cal  creed,  so  far  as  we  can  gather  it  from  these  Writings, 
appears  everywhere  in  its  essential  lineaments,  synony- 
mous with  what  little  we  understand  of  Fichte's,  and 
might  indeed,  safely  enough  for  our  present  purpose,  be 
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classed  under  the  head  of  Kantism,  or  German  meta- 
physics generally. 

Now,  without  entering  into  the  intricacies  of  Ger- 
man Philosophy,  we  need  here  only  advert  to  the  charac- 
ter of  Idealism,  on  which  it  is  everywhere  founded,  and 
which  universally  pervades  it.  In  all  German  systems, 
since  the  time  of  Kant,  it  is  the  fundamental  principle 
to  deny  the  existence  of  Matter ;  or  rather  we  should 
say  to  believe  it  in  a  radically  different  sense  from  that 
in  which  the  Scotch  Philosopher  strives  to  demonstrate 
it,  and  the  English  Unphilosopher  believes  it  without 
demonstration.  To  any  of  our  readers,  who  has  dipped 
never  so  slightly  into  metaphysical  reading,  this  Idealism 
will  be  no  inconceivable  thing.  Indeed  it  is  singular 
how  widely  diffused,  and  under  what  different  aspects, 
we  meet  with  it  among  the  most  Hiaaimil^r  classes  of 
mankind.  Our  Bishop  Berkeley  seems  to  have  adopted 
it  from  religious  inducements:  Father  Boscovich  was 
led  to  a  very  cognate  residt,  in  his  Theoria  Philosophic 
Naturalis,  from  merely  mathematical  considerations. 
Of  the  ancient  Pyrrho  or  the  modem  Hume  we  do  not 
speak :  but  in  the  opposite  end  of  the  Earth,  as  Sir  W. 
Jones  informs  us,  a  similar  theory,  of  immemorial  age, 
prevails  among  the  theologians  of  Hindostan.  Nay, 
Professor  Stewart  has  declared  his  opinion,  that  whoever 
at  some  time  of  his  life  has  not  entertained  this  theory, 
may  reckon  that  he  has  yet  shown  no  talent  for  meta- 
physical research.  Neither  is  it  any  argument  against 
the  Idealist  to  say  that,  since  he  denies  the  absolute 
existence  of  Matter,  he  ought  in  conscience  likewise  to 
deny  its  relative  existence ;  and  plunge  over  precipices, 
and  run  himself  through  with  swords,  by  way  of  recre- 
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ation,  gince  these,  like  all  other  material  things,  are  only 
phantasms  and  spectra,  and  therefore  of  no  consequence. 
If  a  man,  corporeally  taken,  is  but  a  phantasm  and  spec- 
trum himself,  all  this  will  ultimately  amount  to  much 
the  same  as  it  did  before.  Yet  herein  lies  Dr.  Rdd's 
grand  triumph  over  the  Sceptics ;  which  is  as  good  as 
no  triumph  whatever.  For  as  to  the  argument  which 
he  and  his  followers  insist  on,  under  all  possible  variety 
of  figures,  it  amounts  only  to  this  very  plain  considera- 
tion, that '  men  naturally,  and  without  reasoning,  believe 
in  the  existence  of  Matter;'  and  seems,  philosophically 
speaking,  not  to  have  any  value ;  nay,  the  introduction 
of  it  into  Philosophy  may  be  considered  as  an  act  of 
suicide  on  the  part  of  that  science,  the  life  and  business 
of  which,  that  of  '  interpreting  Appearances,'  is  hereby  at 
an  end.  Curious  it  is,  moreover,  to  observe  how  these 
Common-sense  Philosophers,  men  who  brag  chiefly  of 
their  irrefragable  logic,  and  keep  watch  and  ward,  as  if 
this  were  their  special  trade,  against  '  Mysticbm '  and 
'  Visionary  Theories,'  are  themselves  obliged  to  base 
their  whole  system  on  Mysticism,  and  a  Theory;  on 
Faith,  in  short,  and  that  of  a  very  comprehensive 
kind ;  the  Faith,  namely,  either  that  man's  Senses  are 
themselves  Divine,  or  that  they  afifbrd  not  only  an 
honest,  but  a  literal  representation  of  the  workings  of 
some  Divinity.  So  true  is  it  that  for  these  men  also,  all 
knowledge  of  the  visible  rests  on  belief  of  the  in- 
visible, and  derives  its  first  meaning  and  certainty 
therefrom ! 

The  Idealist  again  boasts  that  his  Philosophy  is  Tran- 
scendental, that  is,  '  ascending  beyond  the  senses ; ' 
which,  he  asserts,  a//  Philosophy,  properly  so  called,  by 
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its  nature,  is  and  must  be :  and  in  this  way  he  is  led  to 
various  unexpected  conclusions.  To  a  Transcendental- 
ist.  Matter  has  an  existence,  but  only  as  a  Phenomenon : 
were  we  not  there,  neither  would  it  be  there ;  it  is  a 
mere  Relation,  or  rather  the  result  of  a  Relation  between 
our  Uving  Souls  and  the  great  First  Cause ;  and  depends 
for  its  apparent  qualities  on  our  bodily  and  mental  or- 
gans ;  having  itself  no  intrinsic  qualities,  being,  in  the 
common  sense  of  that  word.  Nothing.  The  tree  is  green 
and  hard,  not  of  its  own  natural  virtue,  but  simply  be- 
cause my  eye  and  my  hand  are  fasluoned  so  as  to  discern 
such  and  such  appearances  under  such  and  such  con- 
ditions. Nay,  as  an  Idealist  might  say,  even  on  the 
most  popular  grounds,  must  it  not  be  so  ?  Bring  a  sen- 
tient Being,  with  eyes  a  little  different,  with  fingers  ten 
times  harder  than  mine ;  and  to  him  that  Thing  which  I 
call  Tree  shall  be  yellow  and  soft,  as  truly  as  to  me  it  is 
green  and  hard.  Form  his  Nervous-structure  in  all 
points  the  reverse  of  mine,  and  this  same  Tree  shall  not  be 
combustible,  or  heat-producing,  but  dissoluble  and  cold- 
producing,  not  high  and  convex,  but  deep  and  concave ; 
shall  simply  have  all  properties  exactly  the  reverse  of 
those  I  attribute  to  it.  There  is,  in  fact,  says  Flchte, 
no  Tree  there ;  but  only  a  Manifestation  of  Power  from 
something  which  is  twt  /.  The  same  is  true  of  material 
Nature  at  large,  of  the  whole  visible  Universe,  with  all  its 
movements,  figures,  accidents,  and  qualities ;  all  are  Im- 
pressions produced  on  me  by  something  different  from  me. 
This,  we  suppose,  may  be  the  foundation  of  what  Flchte 
means  by  his  far-fomed  Ich  and  Nicht-Ich  (I  and  Not- 1) ; 
words,  which  taking  lodging  (to  use  the  Hudibrastic 
phrase)  in  certain '  heads  that  were  to  be  let  unfurnished, ' 
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occasioned  a  hollow  echo,  as  of  Laughter,  from  the  empty 
Apartments ;  though  the  words  are  in  themselves  quite 
harmless,  and  may  represent  the  basis  of  a  metaphysical 
Philosophy  as  fitly  as  any  other  words.     But  feurtfaer, 
and  what  is  still  stranger  than  such  Idealism,  according 
to  these  Kantean  systems,  the  organs  of  the  Mind  too, 
what  is  called  the  Understanding,  are  of  no  less  ar^- 
trary,  and,  as  it  were,  accidental  character  than  those  of 
the  Body.     Time  and  Space  themselves  are  not  external 
but  internal  entities :   they  have  no  outward  existence, 
there  is  no  Hme  and  no  Space  out  of  the  mind ;  they 
are  .mere  forms  of  man's  spiritual  being,  laws  under 
which  his  thinking  nature  is  constituted  to  act.     This 
seems  the  hardest  conclusion  of  all ;  but  it  is  an  im- 
portant  one  with  Kant;   and  is  not  given  forth  as  a 
dogma ;  but  carefully  deduced  in  his  Critik  der  ReineH 
Vemunft  with  great  precision,  and  the  strictest  form  of 
argument. 

The  reader  would  err  widely  who  supposed  that  thb 
Transcendental  system  of  Metaphysics  was  a  mere  intd- 
lectual  card-castle,  or  logical  hocus-pocus,  contrived 
from  sheer  idleness,  and  for  sheer  idleness,  being  with- 
out any  bearing  on  the  practical  interests  of  men.  On 
the  contrary,  however  false,  or  however  true,  it  is  the 
most  serious  in  its  purport  of  all  Philosophies  pro* 
pounded  in  these  latter  centuries;  has  been  taught 
chiefly  by  men  of  the  lofdest  and  most  earnest  charact^; 
and  does  bear,  with  a  direct  and  highly  comprehensive 
influence,  on  the  most  vital  interests  of  men.  To  saj 
nothing  of  the  views  it  opens  in  regard  to  the  ooone 
and  management  of  what  is  called  Natural  Science,  we 
cannot  but  perceive  that  its  eflfects,  for  such  as  adofi  it, 
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on  Morals  and  Religion,  must  in  these  days  be  of  almost 
boundless  importance.  To  take  only  that  last  and 
seemingly  strangest  doctrine,  for  example,  concerning 
Time  and  Space,  we  shall  find  that  to  the  Kantist  it  yields, 
almost  immediately,  a  remarkable"  result  of  this  sort. 
If  Hme  and  Space  have  no  absolute  existence,  no  exist- 
ence out  of  our  minds,  it  removes  a  stumbling-block 
fipom  the  very  threshold  of  our  Theology.  For  on  this 
ground,  when  we  say  that  the  Deity  is  omnipresent 
and  eternal,  that  with  Him  it  is  a  universal  Here  and 
Now,  we  say  nothing  wonderful ;  nothing  but  that  He 
also  created  Hme  and  Space,  that  Time  and  Space  are 
not  laws  of  His  being,  but  only  of  ours.  Nay  to  the 
Transcendentalist,  clearly  enough,  the  whole  question 
of  the  origin  and  existence  of  Nature  must  be  greatly 
simplified :  the  old  hostility  of  Matter  is  at  an  end,  for 
Matter  is  itself  annihilated;  and  the  black  Spectre, 
Atheism,  '  with  all  its  sickly  dews,'  melts  into  nothing- 
ness for  ever.  But  fEurther,  if  it  be,  as  Kant  maintains, 
that  the  logical  mechanism  of  the  mind  is  arbitrary,  so 
to  speak,  and  might  have  been  made  different,  it  will 
follow,  that  all  inductive  conclusions,  all  conclusions  of 
the  Understanding,  have  only  a  relative  truth,  are  true 
only  for  us,  and  if  some  other  thing  be  true.  Thus  far 
Hume  and  Kant  go  together,  in  this  branch  of  the 
inquiry:  but  here  occurs  the  most  total,  diametrical 
divergence  between  them.  We  allude  to  the  recog- 
nition by  these  Transcendentalists,  of  a  higher  fisuiulty 
in  man  than  Understanding;  of  Reason  (Vemunft),  the 
pure,  ultimate  light  of  our  nature;  wherein,  as  they 
assert,  Hes  the  foundation  of  all  Poetry,  Virtue,  Religion ; 
things  which  are  properly  beyond  the  province  of  the 
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Understanding,  of  which  the  Understanding  con  take  so 
cognizance,  except  a  fedae  one.     The  elder  Jaoobi,  who 
Indeed  is  no  Kantist,  says  once,  we  remember :  '  It  is 
the  instinct  of  Understanding  to  amtrwUct  ReasQi&/ 
Admitting  this  last  'distinction  and  subordination,  sup- 
posing it  scientifically  demonstrated,  what  numbeiiess 
and  weightiest  consequences  would  follow  from  it  alone! 
These  we  must  leave  the  considerate  reader  to  deduce 
for  himself;  observing  only  fiurthor,  that  the  Teok^im 
MisHca,  so  much  venerated  by  Tasso  in  his  j^osophical 
writings ;  the  '  Mysticism '  alluded  to  by  Novalis ;  and 
generally  all  true  Christian  Faith  and  Devotion,  i^ypear, 
so  far  as  we  can  see,  more  or  less  included  in  this  doc- 
trine of  the  Transoendentalists ;   under  their  severd 
shapes,   the  essence  of  them  all  being  what  is  here 
designated  by  the  name  Reason,  and  set  forth  as  the 
true  sovereign  of  man's  mind. 

How  deeply  these  and  the  like  principles  had  im- 
pressed themselves  on  Novalis.  vre  see  more  and  mcne, 
the  farther  we  study  his  Writings.     Naturally  a  deq), 
religious,  contemplative  spirit ;  purified  also,  as  we  have 
seen,  by  harsh  Afiiiction,  and  familiar  in  the  '  Sanctuary 
of  Sorrow,'  he  comes  before  us  as  the  most  ideal  of  all 
Idealists.     For  him  the  material  Creation  is  but  an 
Appearance,  a  t3rpioal  shadow  in  which  the  Deity  mani- 
fests himself  to  man.     Not  only  has  the  unseen  world  a 
reality,  but  tiie  only  reality :  the  rest  being  not  meta^ 
phorically,  but  literally  and  in  scientific  strictness,  'a 
show ; '  in  the  words  of  the  Poet,  '  SchaU  Mnd  Rmieh 
'  umnebelndHimmeh  G/aiM,  Sound  and  Smoke  overcloud- 
'  ing  the  splendour  of  Heaven.'    The  Invisible  World  is 
near  us :  or  rather  it  is  here,  in  us  and  about  us ;  were 
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the  fleshly  cdl  removed  from  our  Soul,  the  glories  of 
the  Unseen  were  even  now  around  us ;  as  the  Ancients 
fabled  of  the  Spheral  Music.  Thus,  not  in  word  only, 
but  in  truth  and  sober  belief,  he  feeb  himself  encom- 
passed by  the  Oodhead;  feels  in  every  thought,  that 
'  in  Him  he  lives,  moves,  and  has  his  being.' 

On  his  Philosophic  and  Poetic  procedure,  all  this  has 
its  natural  influence.  The  aim  of  Novalis's  whole  Philo- 
sophy, we  might  say,  is  to  preach  and  establish  the 
Majesty  of  Reason,  in  that  stricter  sense ;  to  conquer 
for  it  all  provinces  of  human  thought,  and  everywhere 
reduce  its  vassal.  Understanding,  into  fealty,  the  right 
and  only  useful  relation  for  it.  Mighty  tasks  in  this 
sort  lay  before  himself;  of  which,  in  these  Writings  of 
his,  we  trace  only  scattered  indications.  In  £act,  all 
that  he  has  left  is  in  the  shape  oi  Fragment ;  detached 
expositions  and  combinations,  deep,  brief  glimpses :  but 
such  seems  to  be  their  general  tendency.  One  character 
to  be  noted  in  many  of  these»  often  too  obscure,  specu- 
lations, is  his  peculiar  manner  of  viewing  Nature :  his 
habit,  as  it  were,  of  considering  Nature  rather  in  the 
concrete,  not  analytically  and  as  a  divisible  Aggregate, 
but  as  a  self-subsistent  universally  connected  Whole. 
This  also  is  perhaps  partly  the  fruit  of  his  Idealism. 
'  He  had  formed  the  Plan,'  we  are  informed,  '  of  a  pecu- 
'  liar  Encyclopedical  Work,  in  which  experiences  and 
'  ideas  from  all  the  diflerent  sciences  were  mutually  to 
'  elucidate,  confirm,  and  enforce  each  other.'  In  this 
work  he  had  even  made  some  progress.  Many  of  the 
'  Thoughts,'  and  short  Aphoristic  observations,  here 
published,  were  intended  for  it ;  of  such,  apparently,  it 
was,  for  the  most  part,  to  have  consisted. 

l2 
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As  a  Poet,  Novalis  is  no  less  Idealistic  than  as  a 
Plulosopher.  His  poems  are  breathings  of  a  high  devout 
soul,  feeling  alwa3rs  that  here  he  has  no  home,  but 
looking,  as  in  clear  vision,  to  a  '  city  that  hath  founcba- 
dons.'  He  loves  external  Nature  with  a  singular  depth  : 
nay,  we  might  say,  he  reverences  her,  and  holds  un- 
speakable communings  with  her:  for  Nature  is  no  longer 
dead,  hostile  Matter,  but  the  veil  and  mysterious  Gar- 
ment of  the  Unseen ;  as  it  were,  the  Voice  with  which 
the  Deity  proclaims  himself  to  man.  These  two  qua- 
lities, —his  pure  religious  temper,  and  heartfelt  love 
of  Nature, — bring  him  into  true  poetic  relation  both 
with  the  spiritual  and  the  material  World,  and  perhi^[>8 
constitute  his  chief  worth  as  a  Poet ;  for  which  art  he 
seems  to  have  originaUy  a  genuine,  but  no  exclusive  or 
even  very  decided  endowment. 

His  moral  persuasions,  as  evinced  in  his  Writings 
and  Life,  derive  themselves  naturally  enough  firom  the 
same  source.  It  is  the  morality  of  a  man,  to  whom  the 
Earth  and  all  its  glories  are  in  truth  a  vapour  and  a 
Dream,  and  the  Beauty  of  Gt>odne8s  the  on/jr  real  pos- 
session. Poetry,  Virtue,  Religion,  which  for  other  men 
have  but,  as  it  were,  a  traditionary  and  imagined  exist- 
ence, are  for  him  the  everlasting  basis  of  the  Universe ; 
and  all  earthly  acquirements,  all  with  which  Ambition, 
Hope,  Fear,  can  tempt  us,  to  toil  and  sin,  are  in  very 
deed  but  a  picture  of  the  brain,  some  reflex  shadowed 
on  the  mirror  of  the  Infinite,  but  in  themselves  air  and 
nothingness.  Thus,  to  live  in  that  Light  of  Reason,  to 
have,  even  while  here,  and  encircled  with  this  Vision  of 
Existence,  our  abode  in  that  Eternal  City,  is  the  highest 
and  sole  duty  of  man.     These  things  Novalis  figures  to 
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liimaelf  under  various  images :  sometimes  he  seems  to 
represent  the  Primeval  essence  of  Being  as  Love;  at 
other  times,  he  speaks  in  emblems,  of  which  it  would  be 
still  more  difficult  to  give  a  just  account ;  which,  there- 
fore, at  present,  we  shall  not  farther  notice. 

For  now,  with  these  far-off  sketches  of  an  exposition, 
the  reader  must  hold  himself  ready  to  look  into  Novahs, 
for  a  little,  with  his  own  eyes.  Whoever  has  honestly, 
and  with  attentive  outlook,  accompanied  us  along  these 
wondrous  outskirts  of  Idealism,  may  find  himself  as  able 
to  interpret  Novalis  as  the  majority  of  German  readers 
would  be  ;  which,  we  think,  is  fair  measure  on  our  part. 
We  shall  not  attempt  any  farther  commentary ;  fearing 
that  it  might  be  too  difficult,  and  too  unthankful  a  busi- 
ness. Our  first  extract  is  from  the  Lehrlinge  zu  Sais 
(Pupils  at  Sais),  adverted  to  above.  That  '  Physical  Ro- 
mance,' which  for  the  rest  contains  no  story  or  indica- 
tion of  a  story,  but  only  poetized  philosophical  speeches, 
and  the  strangest  shadowy  allegorical  allusions,  and  in- 
deed is  only  carried  the  length  of  two  Chapters,  com- 
mences, without  note  of  preparation,  in  this  singular  wise : 

*  I.  Thb  Pupil.  —  Men  travel  in  manifold  paths :  whoso 
traces  and  compares  these,  will  find  strange  Figures  come 
to  light ;  Figures  which  seem  as  if  they  belonged  to  that 
great  Cipher-writing  which  one  meets  with  everywhere,  on 
wings  of  birds,  shells  of  eggs,  ■  in  clouds,  in  the  snow,  in 
cr}*8tals,  in  forms  of  rocks,  in  freezing  waters,  in  the  inte- 
rior and  exterior  of  mountains,  of  plants,  animals,  men,  in 
the  lights  of  the  sky,  in  plates  of  glass  and  pitch  when 
touched  and  struck  on,  in  the  filings  round  the  magnet,  and 
the  singular  conjunctures  of  Chance.  In  such  Figures  one 
anticipates  the  key  to  that  wondrous  Writing,  the  grammar 
of  it ;  but  this  Anticipation  will  not  fix  itself  into  shape,  and 
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appears  a«  if,  after  all,  it  would  not  become  such  a  key  for 
us.  An  j^kahest  Btems  poured  out  over  the  senses  of  inen. 
Only  for  a  moment  will  their  wishes,  their  thoughts  thicken 
into  form.  Thus  do  their  Anticipations  arise;  but  alter 
short  whiles,  all  is  again  swimming  vaguely  before  them, 
even  as  it  did. 

'  From  afar  I  heard  say,  that  Unintelligibility  was  but  the 
result  of  Un intelligence ;  that  this  sought  what  itself  had, 
and  so  could  find  nowhere  else ;  also  that  we  did  not  under- 
stand Speech,  because  Speech  did  not,  would  not,  under- 
stand itself;  that  the  genuine  Sanscrit  spoke  for  the  sake  of 
speaking,  because  speaking  was  its  pleasure  and  its  nature. 

*  Not  long  thereafter,  said  one :  No  explanation  is  re- 
quired for  Holy  Writing.  Whoso  speaks  truly  is  full  of 
eternal  life,  and  wonderfully  related  to  genuine  mysteries 
does  his  Writing  appear  to  us,  for  it  is  a  Concord  from  the 
Symphony  of  the  Universe. 

<  Surely  this  voice  meant  our  Teacher ;  for  it  is  he  that 
can  collect  the  indications  which  lie  scattered  on  all  sides. 
A  singular  light  kindles  in  his  looks,  when  at  length  the 
high  Rune  lies  before  us,  and  he  watches  in  our  eyes  whe- 
ther the  star  has  yet  risen  upon  us,  which  is  to  make  the 
Figure  visible  and  intelligible.  Does  he  see  us  sad,  that  the 
darkness  will  not  withdraw?  He  consoles  us,  and  promises 
the  faithful  assiduous  seer  better  fortune  in  time.  Often  has 
he  told  us  how,  when  he  was  a  child,  the  impulse  to  employ 
his  senses,  to  busy,  to  fill  them,  left  him  no  rest.  He  looked 
at  the  stars,  and  imitated  their  courses  and  positions  in  the 
sand.  Into  the  ocean  of  air  he  gazed  incessantly;  and  never 
wearied  contemplating  its  clearness,  its  movements,  its 
clouds,  its  lights.  He  gathered  stones,  flowers,  insects,  of 
all  sorts,  and  spread  them  out  in  manifold  wise,  in  rows  be- 
fore him.  To  men  and  animals  he  paid  heed ;  on  the  shore 
of  the  sea  he  sat,  collected  mussels.  Over  his  own  heart 
and  his  own  thoughts  he  watched  attentively.  He  knew 
not  whither  his  longing  was  carrying  him.    As  he  grew  np 
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he  wandered  fur  and  wide ;  viewed  other  lands,  other  seas, 
new  atmospheres,  new  rocks,  unknown  plants,  animals, 
men ;  descended  into  caverns,  saw  how  in  courses  and  vary- 
ing strata  the  edifice  of  the  Earth  was  completed,  and 
fashioned  clay  into  strange  figures  of  rock^.  By  and  by,  he 
came  to  find  everywhere  objects  already  known,  but  won- 
derfully mingled,  united ;  and  thus  often  extraordinary  things 
came  to  shape  in  him.  He  soon  became  aware  of  combina- 
tions in  all,  of  conjectures,  concurrences.  Erelong,  he  no 
more  saw  anything  alone.  —  In  great  variegated  images,  the 
perceptions  of  his  senses  crowded  round  him;  he  heard, 
saw,  touched,  and  thought  at  once.  He  rejoiced  to  bring 
etrangers  together.  Now  the  stars  were  men,  now  men 
were  stars,  the  stones  animals,  the  clouds  plants ;  he  sported 
with  powers  and  appearances ;  he  knew  where  and  how  this 
and  that  was  to  be  found,  to  be  brought  into  action  ;  and  so 
himself  struck  over  the  strings,  for  tones  and  touches  of  his 
own. 

<  What  has  passed  with  him  since  then  he  does  not  dis- 
close to  us.  He  tells  us  that  we  ourselves,  led  on  by  him 
and  our  own  desire,  will  discover  what  has  passed  with  him. 
Many  of  us  have  withdrawn  from  him.  They  returned  to 
their  parents,  and  learned  trades.  Some  have  been  sent  out 
by  him,  we  know  not  whither ;  he  selected  them.  Of  these, 
some  have  been  but  a  short  time  there,  others  longer.  One 
was  still  a  child  ;  scarcely  was  he  come,  when  our  Teacher 
was  for  passing  him  any  more  instruction.  This  Child  had 
large  dark  eyes  with  azure  ground,  his  skin  shone  like  lilies, 
and  his  locks  like  light  little  clouds  when  it  is  growing  even- 
ing. His  voice  pierced  through  all  our  hearts ;  willingly 
would  we  have  given  him  our  flowers,  stones,  pens,  all 
we  had.  He  smiled  with  an  infinite  earnestness ;  and  we 
had  a  strange  delight  beside  him.  One  day  he  will  come 
again,  said  our  Teacher,  and  then  our  lessons  end.  —  Along 
with  him  he  sent  one,  for  whom  we  had  often  been  sorry. 
Always  sad  he  looked ;  he  had  been  long  years  here ;  no- 
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thing  would  sacceed  with  him ;  when  we  sought  crystals  or 
flowers,  he  seldom   found.     He  saw  dimly  at  a  distance ; 
to  lay  down  variegated  rows  skilfully  he  had  no  power.    He 
was  so  apt  to  hreak  everything.     Yet  none  had  such  eager- 
ness, such  pleasuie  in  hearing  and  listening.     At  last,  —  it 
was  before  that  Child  came  into  our  circle,  —  he  all  at  once 
grew  cheerful  and  expert.     One  day  he  had  gone  out  sad ; 
he  did  not  return,  and  the  night  came  on.    We  were  very 
anxious  for  him ;  suddenly  as  the  morning  dawned,  we  heard 
his  voice  in  a  neighbouring  grove.     He  was  singing  a  high, 
joyful  song;  we  were  all  surprised;  the  Teacher  looked  to 
the  East,  such  a  look  as  1  shall  never  see  in  him  again. 
The  singer  soon  came  forth  to  us,  and  brought,  with  un- 
speakable blessedness  on  his  face,  a  simple-looking  little 
stone,  of  singular  shape.    The  Teacher  took  it  in  his  hand, 
and  kissed  him  long ;  then  looked  at  us  with  wet  eyes,  and 
Jaid  this  little  stone  on  an  empty  space,  which  lay  in  the 
midst  of  other  stones,  just  where,  like  radii,  many  rows  of 
them  met  together. 

'  I  shall  in  no  time  forget  that  moment.  We  felt  as  if  we 
had  had  in  our  souls  a  clear  passing  glimpse  into  this  won^ 
drous  World.* 

*  In  these  strange  Oriental  delineations,  the  judicious 
reader  will  suspect  that  more  may  be  meant  than  meets 
the  ear.  But  who  this  teacher  at  Sais  is,  whether  the 
personified  Intellect  of  Mankind ;  and  who  this  bright- 
feced  golden-locked  Child  (Reason,  Religious  Faith?) 
that  was  '  to  come  again/  to  conclude  these  lessons ;  and 
that  awkward  unwearied  Man  (Understanding?)  tiiat 
'  was  so  apt  to  break  eveiything,'  we  have  no  data  for 
determining,  and  would  not  imdertake  to  conjecture 
with  any  certainty.  We  subjoin  a  passage  from  the  se- 
cond chapter,  or  section,  entitled  •  Nature,*  which,  if 
possible,  is  of  a  still  more  surprising  character  than  the 
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first.  After  speaking  at  some  length  on  the  primeval 
views  Man  seems  to  have  formed  with  regard  to  the 
external  Universe,  or  '  the  manifold  Objects  of  his 
Senses  C,  and  how  in  those  times  his  mmd  had  a  pecu- 
liar unity,  and  only  by  Practice  divided  itself  into  sepa- 
rate faculties,  as  by  Practice  it  may  yet  farther  do,  *  our 
Pupil '  proceeds  to  describe  the  conditions  requisite  in  an 
inquirer  into  Nature,  observing,  in  conclusion,  with  re- 
gard to  this,  — 

'  No  one,  of  a  surety,  wanders  farther  from  the  mark, 
than  he  who  fiiDcies  to  himself  that  he  already  understands 
thb  marvellous  Kingdom,  and  can,  in  few  words,  fiithom  its 
constitution,  and  everywhere  find  the  right  path.  To  no 
one,  who  has  broken  off,  and  made  himself  an  Island,  will 
insight  rise  of  itself,  nor  even  without  toilsome  effort.  Only 
to  children,  or  childlike  men,  who  know  not  what  they  do, 
can  this  happen.  Long,  unwearied  intercourse,  free  and 
wise  Contemplation,  attention  to  faint  tokens  and  indications ; 
an  inward  poet-life,  practised  senses,  a  simple  and  devout 
spirit :  these  are  the  essential  requisites  of  a  true  Friend  of 
Nature;  without  these  no  one  can  attain  his  wish.  Not  wise 
does  it  seem  to  attempt  comprehending  and  understanding 
a  Human  World  without  full  perfected  Humanity.  No 
talent  must  sleep ;  and  if  all  are  not  alike  active,  all  must  be 
alert,  and  not  oppressed  and  enervated.  As  we  see  a  future 
Painter  in  the  boy  who  fills  every  wall  with  sketches  and 
variedly  adds  colour  to  figure ;  so  we  see  a  future  Philoso- 
pher in  him  who  restlessly  traces  and  questions  all  natural 
things,  pays  heed  to  all,  brings  together  whatever  is  remark- 
able, and  rejoices  when  he  has  become  master  and  possessor 
of  a  new  phenomenon,  of  a  new  power  and  piece  of  know- 
ledge. 

*■  Now  to  Some  it  appears  not  at  all  worth  while  to  follow 
out  the  endless  divisions  of  Nature;  and  moreover  a  danger- 
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OU8  undertaking,  without  fruit  and  issue.    As  we  can  never 
reach,  say  they,  the  absolutely  smallest  grain  of  material 
bodies,  never  find  their  simplest  compartments,  since  all  mag- 
nitude loses  itself,  forwards  and  backwards,  in  infinitude,  so 
likewise  is  it  with  the  species  of  bodies  and  powers;  here  too 
one  comes  on  new  species,  new  combinations,  new  appear- 
ances, even  to  infinitude.    These  seem  only  to  stop,  continiie 
they,  when  our  diligence  tires ;  and  so  it  is  spending  preciooa 
time  with  idle  contemplations  and  tedious  enumerations; 
and  this  becomes  at  last  a  true  delirium,  a  real  vertigo  over 
the  horrid  Deep.    For  Nature  too  remains,  so  far  as  we  have 
yet  come,  ever  a  frightful  Machine  of  Death :  everywhere 
monstrous  revolution,  inexplicable  vortices  of  movement;  a 
kingdom  of  Devouring,  of  the  maddest  tynnny ;  a  baleful 
Immense :  the  few  light-points  disclose  but  a  so  much  the 
more  appalling  Night,  and  terrors,  of  all  sorts,  must  palsy 
e\'ery  observer.    Like  a  saviour  does  Death  stand  by  the 
hapless  race  of  mankind;  for  without  Death,  the  maddest 
were  the  happiest.   And  precisely  this  striving  to  fiithom  that 
gigantic  Mechanism  is  already  a  draught  towards  the  Deep, 
a  commencing  giddiness;  for  every  excitement  is  an  in- 
creasing whirl,  which  soon  gains  full  mastery  over  its  victim, 
and  hurls  him  forward  with  it  into  the  fearful  Night.    Here, 
say  those  lamenters,  lies  the  crafty  snare  for  Man's  und^- 
standing,  which  Nature  everywhere  seeks  to  annihilate  as 
her  greatest  foe.    Hail  to  that  childlike  ignorance  and  inno- 
cence of  men,  which  kept  them  blind  to  the  horrible  perils 
that  everywhere,  like  grim  thunder-clouds,  lay  round  their 
peaceful  dwelling,  and  each  moment  were  ready  to  rush  down 
on  them.  Only  inward  disunion  among  the  powers  of  Nature 
has  preserved  men  hitherto ;  nevertheless,  that  great  epoch 
cannot  fetil  to  arrive,  when  the  whole  family  of  mankind,  by 
a  grand  universal  Resolve,  will  snatch  themselves  from  this 
sorrowful  condition,  from  this  frightful  imprisonment;  and 
by  a  voluntary  Abdication  of  their  terrestrial  abode,  redeem 
their  race  from  this  anguish,  and  seek  r^uge  in  a  happier 
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world,  with  their  ancient  Father.  Thus  might  they  end 
worthily;  and  prevent  a  necessary,  violent  destruction ;  or  a 
still  more  horrihle  degenerating  into  Beasts,  by  gradual  dis- 
solution of  their  thinking  organs,  through  Insanity.  Inter- 
course with  the  powers  of  Nature,  with  animals,  plants,  rocks, 
storms,  and  waves,  must  necessarily  assimilate  men  to  these 
objects ;  and  this  Assimilation,  this  Metamorphosis,  and  dis- 
sohition  of  the  Divine  and  the  Human,  into  ungovernable 
Forces,  is  even  the  Spirit  of  Nature,  that  frightfully  voracious 
Power :  and  is  not  all  that  we  see  even  now  a  prey  from 
Heaven,  a  great  Ruin  of  former  Qlories,  the  Remains  of  a 
terrific  Repast  P 

*■  Be  it  so,  cry  a  more  courageous  Class ;  let  our  species 
maintain  a  stubborn,  well-planned  war  of  destruction  with 
this  same  Nature,  then.   By  slow  poisons  must  we  endeavour 
to  subdue  her.    The  Inquirer  into  Nature  is  a  noble  hero, 
who  rushes  into  the  open  abyss  for  the  deliverance  of  his 
fellow-citizens.     Artists  have  already  played  her  many  a 
trick :  do  but  continue  in  this  course ;  get  hold  of  the  secret 
threads,  and  bring  them  to  act  against  each  other.    Profit 
by  these  discords,  that  so  in  the  end  you  may  lead  her,  like 
that  fire-breathing  Bull,  according  to  your  pleasure.  To  yon 
she  must  become  obedient.     Patience  and  Faith  beseem  the 
children  of  men.    Distant  Brothers  are  united  with  us  for 
one  object ;  the  wheel  of  the  Stars  must  become  the  cistern* 
wheel  of  our  life,  and  then,  by  our  slaves,  we  can  build  us  a 
new  Fairyland.    With  heartfelt  triumph  let  us  look  at  her 
devastations,  her  tumults ;  she  is  selling  herself  to  us,  and 
every  violence  she  will  pay  by  a  heavy  penalty.     In  the  in- 
spiring feeling  of  our  Freedom,  let  us  live  and  die;  here 
gushes  forth  the  stream,  which  will  one  day  overflow  and 
subdue  her ;  in  it  let  us  bathe,  and  refr*esh  ourselves  for  new 
exploits.     Hither  the  rage  of  the  Monster  does  not  reach; 
one  drop  of  Freedom  is  sufficient  to  cripple  her  forever,  and 
forever  set  limits  to  her  havoc. 

*  They  are  right,  say  Several ;  here,  or  nowhere,  lies  the 


234  MISCELLANIES. 

talisman.  By  the  well  of  Freedom  we  sit  and  look ;  it  is 
the  grand  magic  Mirror,  where  the  whole  Creation  images 
itself,  pure  and  clear ;  in  it  do  the  tender  Spirits  and  Forms 
of  all  Natures  bathe ;  all  chambers  we  here  behold  unlocked. 
What  need  have  we  toilsomely  to  wander  over  the  troublous 
World  of  visible  things  ?  The  purer  World  lies  even  in  as, 
in  this  Well.  Here  discloses  itself  the  true  meaning  of  the 
great,  many-coloured,  complected  Scene ;  and  if  full  of  these 
sights  we  return  into  Nature,  all  is  well  known  to  us,  with 
certainty  we  distinguish  every  shape.  We  need  not  to  inquire 
long;  a  light  Comparison,  a  few  strokes  in  the  sand,  are 
enough  to  inform  us.  Thus,  for  us,  is  the  whole  a  great 
Writing,  to  which  we  have  the  key ;  and  nothing  comes  to 
us  unexpected,  for  the  course  of  the  g^reat  Horologe  is  known 
to  us  beforehand.  It  is  only  we  that  enjoy  Nature  with  full 
senses,  because  she  does  not  frighten  us  from  our  senses ; 
because  no  fever-dreams  oppress  us,  and  serene  consciousness 
makes  us  calm  and  confiding. 

*  They  are  not  right,  says  an  earnest  Man  to  these  latter. 
Can  they  not  recognise  in  Nature  the  true  impress  of  th^ 
own  Selves?  It  is  even  they  that  consume  themselves  in 
wild  hostility  to  Thought.  They  know  not  that  this  so- 
called  Nature  of  theirs  is  a  Sport  of  the  Mind,  a  waste 
Fantasy  of  their  Dream.  Of  a  surety,  it  is  for  them  a  hor- 
rible Monster,  a  strange  grotesque  Shadow  of  their  own 
Passions.  The  waking  man  looks  without  fear  at  this  off- 
spring of  his  lawless  Imagination ;  for  he  knows  that  they 
are  but  vain  Spectres  of  his  weakness.  He  feels  himself  lord 
of  the  world:  his  Me  hovers  victorious  over  the  Abyss;  and 
will  through  Eternities  hover  aloft  above  that  endless  Vicis- 
situde. Harmony  is  what  his  spirit  strives  to  promulgate,  to 
extend.  He  will  even  to  infinitude,  grow  more  and  more 
harmonious  with  himself  and  with  his  Creation ;  and  at  every 
step,  behold  the  all-efiiciency  of  a  high  moral  Order  in  the 
Universe,  and  what  is  purest  of  his  Me^  come  forth  into 
brighter  and  brighter  clearness.     The  significance  of  the 
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World  is  Reason ;  for  her  sake  is  the  World  here;  and  when 
it  is  grown  to  be  the  arena  of  a  childlike,  expanding  Reason, 
it  will  one  day  become  the  divine  Image  of  her  Activity,  the 
scene  of  a  genuine  Church.  Till  then  let  man  honour  Nature 
as  the  Emblem  of  his  own  Spirit;  the  Emblem  ennobling 
itself,  along  with  him,  to  unlimited  degrees'.  Let  him,  there- 
fore, who  would  arrive  at  knowledge  of  Nature,  train  his 
moral  sense,  let  him  act  and  conceive  in  accordance  with  the 
Dohle  Essence  of  his  Soul ;  and  as  if  of  herself.  Nature  will 
become  open  to  him.  Moral  Action  is  that  great  and  only 
Experiment,  in  which  all  riddles  of  the  most  manifold  ap- 
pearances explain  themselves.  Whoso  understands  it,  and 
in  rigid  sequence  of  Thought  can  lay  it  open,  is  forever 
Master  of  Nature.'* 

'  The  Pupil/  it  is  added,  *  listens  with  alarm  to  these 
'  conflicting  voices.'  If  such  was  the  case  in  half-super- 
natural Sais,  it  may  well  be  much  more  so  in  mere 
sublunary  London.  Here  again,  however,  in  regard  to 
these  vaporous  lucubrations,  we  can  only  imitate  Jean 
Paul's  Quintus  Fixlein,  who,  it  is  said,  in  his  elaborate 
Catalogue  of  German  Errors  of  the  Press,  *  states  that 
'  important  inferences  are  to  be  drawn  from  it,  and 
'  advises  the  reader  to  draw  them.'  Perhaps  these  won- 
derful paragraphs,  which  look,  at  this  distance,  so  like 
chasms  filled  with  mere  sluggish  mist,  might  prove  val- 
leys, with  a  clear  stream,  and  soft  pastinres,  were  we 
near  at  hand.  For  one  thing,  either  Novalis,  with  Tieck 
and  Schlegel  at  his  back,  are  men  in  a  state  of  derange- 
ment ;  or  there  is  more  in  Heaven  and  Earth  than  has 
been  dreamt  of  in  our  Philosophy.  We  may  add  that, 
in  our  view,  this  last  Speaker,  the  '  earnest  Man,'  seems 
evidently  to  be  Fichte ;  the  first  two  Classes  look  like 
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some  sceptical  or  atheistic  brood,  unacquainted  with 
Bacon's  Novum  Organum,  or  having,  the  First  class  at 
least,  almost  no  fiEuth  in  it.  That  theory  of  the  human 
species  ending  by  a  universal  simultaneous  act  of  Suicide, 
will,  to  the  more  simple  sort  of  readers,  be  new. 

As  farther  and  more  directly  illustrating  Novalis'  sci- 
entific views,  we  may  here  subjoin  two  short  sketches, 
taken  from  another  department  of  this  Volume.  To  all 
who  prosecute  Philosophy,  and  take  interest  in  its  his- 
tory and  present  aspects,  they  will  not  be  without  in- 
terest. The  obscure  parts  of  them  are  not  perhaps  im- 
intelligible,  but  only  obscure ;  which  unluckily  cannot, 
at  all  times,  be  helped  in  such  cases : 

'  Common  Logic  is  the  Grammar  of  the  higher  Speech, 
that  is,  of  Thought ;  it  examines  merely  the  reloHons  of 
ideas  to  one  another,  the  Mechanics  of  Thought,  the  pore 
Physiology  of  ideas.  Now  logical  ideas  stand  related  to  one 
another,  like  words  without  thoughts.  Log^c  occupies  itself 
Mrith  the  mere  dead  Body  of  the  Science  of  Thinking.  — 
Metaphysics,  again,  is  the  Dynamics  of  Thought ;  treats  of 
the  primary  Powers  of  Thought ;  occupies  itself  with  the 
mere  Soul  of  the  Science  of  Thinking.  Metaphysical  ideas 
stand  related  to  one  another,  like  thoughts  without  words. 
Men  often  wondered  at  the  stubborn  Incompletibility  of 
these  two  Sciences;  each  followed  its  own  business  by  itself; 
there  was  a  want  everywhere,  nothing  would  suit  rightly 
with  either.  From  the  very  first,  attempts  were  made  to 
unite  them,  as  everything  about  them  indicated  relationship; 
but  every  attempt  fiiiled ;  the  one  or  the  other  Science  still 
suffered  in  these  attempts,  and  lost  its  essential  character. 
We  had  to  abide  by  metaphysical  Log^c,  and  logical  M eta- 
physic,  but  neither  of  them  was  as  it  should  be.  With 
Physiology  and  Psychology,  with  Mechanics  and  Chemistry, 
it  hred  no  better.    In  the  latter  half  of  this  Century  there 
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arose,  with  as  GermaDs,  a  more  violent  commotion  than 
ever ;  the  hostile  masses  towered  themselves  up  against  each 
other  more  fiercely  than  heretofore ;  the  fermentation  was 
extreme;  there  followed  powerful  explosions.  And  now 
some  assert  that  a  real  Compenetration  has  somewhere  or 
other  taken  place;  that  the  germ  of  a  union  has  arisen, 
which  will  grow  by  degrees,  and  assimilate  all  to  one  indi- 
visible form  :  that  this  principle  of  Peace  is  pressing  out  irre- 
sistibly,  on  all  sides,  and  that  ere  long  there  will  be  but  one 
Science  and  one  Spirit,  as  one  Prophet  and  one  God.*— 

'The  rude,  discursive  Thinker  is  the  Scholastic'  (School- 
man Logician).     '  The  true  Scholastic  is  a  mystical  Subtlist ; 
out  of  logical  Atoms  he  builds  his  Universe ;  he  annihilates 
all  living  Nature,  to  put  an  Artifice  of  Thoughts  '  {Oedan- 
kenktmststUcky  literally,  Conjuror's-trick  of  Thoughts)  *  in 
its  room.     His  aim  is  an  infinite  Automaton.     Opposite  to 
him  is  the  rude,  intuitive  Poet :  this  is  a  mystical  Macrolo- 
gist :  he  hates  rules,  and  fixed  form ;  a  wild,  violent  life 
reigns  instead  of  it  in  Nature ;  all  is  animate,  no  law ;  wil- 
fulness and  wonder  everywhere.     He  is  merely  dynamical. 
Thus  does  the  Philosophic  Spirit  arise  at  first,  in  altogether 
separate  masses.    In  the  second  stage  of  culture  these  masses 
begin  to  come  in  contact,  multi&riously  enough ;  and,  as  in 
the  union  of  infinite  Extremes,    the  Finite,  the  Limited 
arises,  so  here  also  arise  "  Eclectic  Philosophers"  without 
number;  the  time  of  misunderstanding  begins.    The  most 
limited  is,  in  this  stage,  the  most  important,  the  purest  Phi- 
losopher of  the  second    stage.     This  class  occupies  itself 
wholly  with  the  actual,  present  world,  in  the  strictest  sense. 
The  Philosophers  of  the  first  class  look  down  with  contempt 
on  those  of  the  second ;  say,  they  are  a  little  of  everything, 
and  so  nothing ;  hold  their  views  as  the  results  of  weakness, 
as  Inconsequentism.     On  the  contrary,  the  second  class,  in 
their  turn,  pit\'  the  first ;  lay  the  blame  on  their  visionary 
enthusiasm,  which  they  say  is  absurd,  even  to  insanity.     If, 
on  the  one  hand,  the  Scholastics  and  Alchemists  seem  to  he 
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Utterly  at  variance,  and  the  Eclectics  on  the  other  hand  quite 
at  oue»  yet,  strictly  examined,  it  is  altogether  ^e  reverse. 
The  former,  in  essentials,  are  indirectly  of  one  opinion ; 
namely,  as  regards  the  non- dependence,  and  infinite  charac- 
ter of  Meditation,  they  both  set  out  from  the  Absolute: 
whilst  the  Eclectic  and  limited  sort  are  essentially  at  xm- 
ance ;  and  agree  only  in  what  is  deduced.  The  former  are 
infinite  but  uniform,  the  latter  bounded  but  multiform  ;  the 
former  have  genius,  the  latter  talent:  those  have  Ideas,  these 
have  knacks  (Hsn^rt^tf);  those  are  heads  without  hands, 
these  are  hands  without  heads.  The  third  stage  is  for  the 
Artist,  who  can  be  at  once  implement  and  genius.  He  finds 
that  that  primitive  Separation  in  the  absolute  Philosophical 
Activities  '  (between  the  Scholastic,  and  the  "  rude,  intuitive 
Poet^')  '  is  a  deeper-lying  Separation  in  his  own  Nature; 
which  Separation  indicates,  by  its  existence  as  such,  the  pos> 
sibility  of  being  adjusted,  of  being  joined :  he  finds  that, 
heterogeneous  as  these  Activites  are,  there  is  yet  a  fiiculty  in 
him  of  passing  from  the  one  to  the  other,  of  changing  his 
polarity  at  will.  He  discovers  in  them,  therefore,  necessary 
members  of  his  spirit ;  he  observes  that  both  must  be  united 
in  some  common  Principle.  He  infers  that  Eclecticism  is 
nothing  but  the  imperfect  defective  employment  of  this  Prin- 
ciple.     It  becomes  —a-  * 

-*  But  we  need  not  struggle  farther,  wringing  a  signifi- 
cancd  out  of  these  mysterious  words :  in  delineating  the 
genuine  Transcendentalist,  or  '  Philosopher  of  the  third 
stage/  property  speaking,  the  Philosopher,  Novalis  as- 
cends into  regions,  whither  few  readers  would  follow  him. 
It  may  be  observed  here,  that  British  Philosophy,  tracing 
it  from  Duns  Scotus  to  Dugald  Stewart,  has  now  gone 
through  the  first  and  second  of  these  '  stages/  the  Scholas- 
tic and  the  Eclectic,  and  in  considerable  honoxir.  With  our 
amiable  Professor  Stewart,   than  whom  no  man,  not 
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Cicero  himself,  was  ever  more  entirely  Eclectic,  that  se- 
cond or  Eclectic  class  may  be  considered  as  having  ter- 
minated ;  and  now  Philosophy  is  at  a  stand  among  us, 
or  rather  there  is  now  no  Philosophy  visible  in  these  Is- 
lands. It  remains  to  be  seen,  whether  we  also  are  to 
have  our  '  third  stage ; '  and  how  that  new  and  highest 
'  class '  will  demean  itself  here.  The  French  Philoso- 
phers seem  busy  studying  Kant,  and  writing  of  him : 
but  we  rather  imagine  Novalis  would  pronounce  them 
stiU  only  in  the  Eclectic  stage.  He  says  afterwards, 
that '  all  Eclectics  are  essentially  and  at  bottom  sceptics; 
the  more  comprehensive,  the  more  sceptical.* 

These  two  passages  have  been  extracted  from  a  large 
series  of  Fragments,  which,  under  the  three  divisions  of 
Philosophical,  Critical,  Moral,  occupy  the  greatest  part 
of  Volume  second.  They  are  fractions,  as  we  hinted 
above,  of  that  grand  'encyclopedical  work'  which  No- 
valis had  planned.  Friedrich  Schlegel  is  said  to  be  the 
selector  of  those  published  here.  They  come  before  us 
without  note  or  comment ;  worded  for  the  most  part  in 
very  unusual  phraseology ;  and  without  repeated  and 
most  patient  investigation,  seldom  yield  any  significance, 
or  rather  we  should  say,  often  yield  a  false  one.  A  few 
of  the  clearest  we  have  selected  for  insertion :  whether 
the  reader  will  think  them  '  Pollen  of  Flowers,*  or  a 
baser  kind  of  dust,  we  shall  not  predict.  We  give  them 
in  a  miscellaneous  shape;  overlooking  those  classifica- 
tions which,  even  in  the  text,  are  not  and  could  not  be 
very  rigidly  adhered  to. 

*  Philosophy  can  bake  no  bread ;  but  she  can  procure  for 
us  God,  Freedom,  Immortality.  Which  then  is  more  prac- 
tical, Philosophy  or  Economy?  — 
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*  Philosophy  is  properly  Home-sickness ;  the  wish  to  be 
everywhere  at  home.  — 

*  We  are  near  awakening  when  we  dream  that  we 
dream.  — 

*  The  tme  philosophical  Act  is  annihilation  of  self  (Sf^S»f- 
tbdtung) ;  this  is  the  real  beginning  of  all  Philosophy ;  aU 
requisites  for  being  a  Disciple  of  Philosophy  point  hither. 
This  Act  alone  corresponds  to  all  the  conditions  and  charac- 
teristics of  transcendental  conduct.  — 

<  To  become  properly  acquainted  with  a  truth,  we  most 
first  have  disbelieved  it,  and  disputed  against  it.  — 

'  Man  is  the  higher  Sense  of  our  Planet ;  the  star  which 
connects  it  with  the  upper  world ;  the  eye  which  it  turns 
towards  Heaven. — 

'Life  is  a  disease  of  the  spirit;  a  working  incited  by 
Passion.     Rest  is  peculiar  to  the  spirit.  — 

<  Our  life  is  no  Dream,  but  it  may  and  will  perhaps  be- 
come one.  — 

<  What  is  Nature  P  An  encyclopedical,  systematic  Index, 
or  Plan  of  our  Spirit.  Why  will  we  content  us  with  the 
mere  Catalogue  of  our  Treasures?  Let  us  contemplate 
them  ourselves,  and  in  all  ways  elaborate  and  use  them.  — 

<  If  our  Bodily  Life  is  a  burning,  our  spiritual  Life  is  a 
being  burnt,  a  Combustion  (or,  is  precisely  the  inverse  the 
case?);  Death,  therefore,  perhaps  a  Change  of  Capa- 
city. — 

'  Sleep  is  for  the  inhabitants  of  Planets  only.  In  ano- 
ther time,  Man  will  sleep  and  wake  continually  at  once. 
The  greater  part  of  our  Body,  of  our  Humanity  itself,  yet 
sleeps  a  deep  sleep. — 

<  There  is  but  one  Temple  in  the  World ;  and  that  is  the 
Body  of  Man.  Nothing  is  holier  than  this  high  form. 
Bending  before  men  is  a  reverence  done  to  this  Revelation 
in  the  Flesh.  We  touch  Heaven,  when  we  lay  our  hand 
on  a  human  body.  — 

*  Man  is  a  Sun  ;  his  Senses  are  the  Planets,  — 
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<  Man  has  ever  expressed  some  symbolical  Philosophy  of 
his  Being  in  his  Works  and  Conduct ;  he  announces  him- 
self and  his  Gospel  of  Nature ;  he  is  the  Messiah  of  Na- 
ture. — 

'  Plants  are  Children  of  the  Earth  ;  we  are  Children  of 
the  iEther.  Our  Lungs  are  properly  our  Root ;  we  live, 
when  we  breathe ;  we  begin  our  life  with  breathing.  — 

*  Nature  is  an  Eolian  Harp,  a  musical  instrument;  whose 
tones  again  are  keys  to  higher  strings  in  ns.  — 

*  Every  beloved  object  is  the  centre  of  a  Paradise.  — 

*  The  first  Man  is  the  first  Spirit-seer ;  all  appears  to 
him  as  Spirit.  What  are  children,  but  first  men  ?  The 
fresh  gaze  of  the  Child  is  richer  in  significance  than  the 
forecasting  of  the  most  indubitable  Seer.  — 

'  It  depends  only  on  the  weakness  of  our  organs  and  of  our 
self- excitement  {Selhsiberiihrunff),  that  we  do  not  see  our- 
selves in  a  Fairy-world.  All  Fabulous  Tales  {Mdhrchen), 
are  merely  dreams  of  that  home- world,  which  is  everywhere 
and  nowhere.  The  higher  powers  in  us,  which  one  day  as 
Genies,  shall  fulfil  our  will,*  are,  for  the  present,  Muses, 
which  refresh  us  on  our  toilsome  course  with  sweet  remem- 
brances. — 

*  Man  consists  in  Truth.  If  he  exposes  Truth,  he  ex- 
poses himself.  If  he  betrap  Truth,  he  betrays  himself. 
We  speak  not  here  of  Lies,  but  of  acting  against  Connc- 
tion. — 


*  Novalis's  ideas,  on  what  has  been  called  the  *  perfectibility 
of  man/  ground  themselves  on  his  peculiar  views  of  the  constitu- 
tion of  material  and  spiritual  Nature,  and  are  of  the  most  original 
and  extraordinary  character.  With  our  utmost  effort,  we  should 
despair  of  communicating  other  than  a  quite  false  notion  of  them. 
He  asks,  for  instance,  with  scientific  gravity  :  Whether  any  one, 
that  recollects  the  first  kind  glance  of  her  he  loved,  can  doubt  the 
possibility  of  Magic  ? 

VOL.  II.  M 
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*  A  ehurlieter  is  a  completely  frshioned  will  (poQkomm^m 
ffehOdeter  fFiUe).  — 

'  There  is^  properly  speaking,  do  Misfortune  in  the 
world.  Happiness  and  Misfortune  stand  in  continual  ba- 
lance. Every  Misfortune  is,  as  it  were,  the  obstruction  of 
a  stream,  which,  after  overcoming  this  obstruction^  but 
bursts  through  with  the  greater  force.  — 

*  The  ideal  of  Morality  has  no  more  dangerous  rival 
than  the  ideal  of  highest  Strengihf  of  most  powerful  life ; 
which  also  has  been  named  (very  folsely  as  it  was  there 
meant)  the  ideal  of  poetic  greatness.  It  is  the  maximum  of  the 
^vage ;  and  has,  in  these  times,  gained,  precisely  among 
the  greatest  weaklings,  very  many  proselytes.  By  this  ideal, 
man  becomes  a  Beast-Spirit,  a  Mixture ;  whose  lantal  wit 
has,  for  weaklings,  a  brutal  power  of  attraction. — 

*  The  spirit  of  Poesy  is  the  morning  light,  which  makes 
the  Statue  of  Memnon  sound.  — 

*  The  division  of  Philosopher  and  Poet  is  only  apparent, 
and  to  the  disadvantage  of  both.  It  is  a  sign  of  disease,  and 
of  a  sickly  constitution.  — 

'  The  true  Poet  is  all-knowing ;  he  is  an  actual  world  in 
miniature.  — 

*  Klopstock's  works  appear,  for  the  most  part,  free  Trans- 
lations of  an  unknown  Poet,  by  a  very  talented  but  nnpoeti- 
cal  Philologist. — 

'  Goethe  is  an  altogether  practical  poet.  He  is  in  hi» 
works  what  the  English  are  in  their  wares  :  highly  simple, 
neat,  convenient,  and  durable.  He  has  done  in  German 
Literature  what  Wedgewood  did  in  English  Manufocture. 
He  has,  like  the  English,  a  natural  turn  for  Economy,  and 
a  noble  Taste  acquired  by  Understanding.  Both  these  are 
very  compatible,  and  have  a  near  affinity  in  the  chemicsl 
i>ense.  ♦  •  —  fFUhdm  Afeister^s  Apprenticethip  may  be 
called  throughout  prosaic  and  modem.  The  Romantic  sinks 
to  ruin,  the  Poesy  of  Nature,  the  Wonderful.  The  Book 
treats   merely  of   common    worldly    things :    Nature  and 
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Mysticism  are  altogether  forgotten.  It  is  a  poetised  civic 
and  household  Hbtory ;  the  Marvellous  is  expressly  treat- 
ed therein  as  imagination  and  enthusiasm.  Artistic  Athe- 
ism is  the  spirit  of  the  Book.  *  *  *  It  is  properly  a 
Candide,  directed  against  Poetry:  the  Book  is  highly  un- 
poetical  in  respect  of  spirit,  poetical  as  the  dress  and  body 
of  it  is.  *  *  *  The  introduction  of  Shakspeare  has  almost  a 
tragic  effect.  The  hero  retards  the  triumph  of  the  Gospel 
of  Economy ;  and  economical  Nature  is  finally  the  true  and 
only  remaining  one.  — 

'  When  we  speak  of  the  aim  and  Art  observable  in 
Shakspeare*s  works,  we  must  not  forget  that  Art  belongs  to 
Nature ;  that  it  is,  so  to  speak,  self- viewing,  self-imitating, 
self- fashioning  Nature.  The  Art  of  a  well-developed  genius 
is  far  different  from  the  Artfulness  of  the  Understanding, 
of  the  merely  reasoning  mind.  Shakspeare  was  no  calcu- 
lator, no  learned  thinker ;  he  was  a  mighty,  many- gifted 
soul,  whose  feelings  and  works,  like  products  of  Nature, 
bear  the  stamp  of  the  same  spirit ;  and  in  which  the  last  and 
deepest  of  observers  will  still  find  new  harmonies  with  the 
infinite  structure  of  the  Universe;  concurrences  with  later 
ideas,  affinities  with  the  higher  powers  and  senses  of  man. 
They  are  emblematic,  have  many  meanings,  are  simple, 
and  inexhaustible,  like  products  of  Nature ;  and  nothing 
more  unsuitable  could  be  said  of  them  than  that  they  are 
works  of  Art,  in  that  narrow  mechanical  acceptation  of  the 
word.* 

The  reader  understands  that  we  offer  these  speci* 
mens  not  as  the  best  to  be  found  in  Novalis's  Fragments, 
but  simply  as  the  most  intelligible.  Far  stranger  and 
deeper  things  there  are,  could  we  hope  to  make  them 
in  the  smallest  degree  understood.  But  in  examining 
and  re-examining  many  of  his  Fragments,  we  find  our- 
selves carried  into  more  complex,  more  subtle  regions  of 
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thou^t  than  any  we  are  dBCwhere  acquainted  with : 
here  we  cannot  always  find  our  own  latitude  and  longi- 
tude, sometimes  not  even  approximate  to  finding  them ; 
much  less  teach  others  such  a  secret. 

What  has  been  already  quoted  may  afford  some 
knowledge  of  Novalis,  in  the  characters  of  Philosopher 
and  Critic ;  there  is  one  other  aspect  under  which  it 
would  be  still  more  curious  to  view  and  exhibit  him,  but 
still  more  difiicult,  —  we  mean  that  of  his  Religion. 
Novalis  nowhere  specially  records  his  creed,  in  these 
Writings  :  he  many  times  expresses,  or  implies,  a  zea- 
lous, heartfelt  belief  in  the  Christian  system ;  yet  with 
such  adjuncts,  and  co-existing  persuasions,  as  to  us 
might  seem  rather  surprising.  One  or  two  more  of 
these  his  Aphorisms,  relative  to  this  subject,  we  shall 
cite,  as  likely  to  be  better  than  any  description  of  ours. 
The  whole  Essay  at  the  end  of  Volume  First,  entided 
Die  Christenheit  oder  Europe  (Christianity  or  Europe) 
b  also  well  worthy  erf  study,  in  this  as  in  many  other 
points  of  view. 

*  Religion  contains  infinite  sadness.  If  we  are  to  love 
God,  he  must  be  in  distress  {hUl/s-becUir/H^,  help-needing). 
In  how  far  is  this  condition  answered  in  Christianity?  — 

'  Spinoza  is  a  God- intoxicated  man  (Oott-trunkener 
Mentch,)  — 

*  Is  the  Devil,  as  Father  of  Lies,  himself  but  a  neceasar)' 
illusion  ?  — 

*  The  Catholic  Religion  is  to  a  certain  extent  applied 
Christianity.  Fichte's  Philosophy  too  is  perhaps  applied 
Christianity.  — 

*  Can  Miracles  work  Conviction  ?  Or  is  not  real  Con- 
viction, this  highest  function  of  our  soul  and  personalit}, 
the  only  true  God-anno\mcing  Miracle  P 
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*  The  Christian  Religion  is  especially  remarkahle,  more- 
over, as  it  so  decidedly  lays  claim  to  mere  good  will  in  Man,  to 
his  essential  Temper,  and  values  this  independently  of  all 
Culture  and  Manifestation.  It  stands  in  opposition  to  Sci- 
ence and  to  Art,  and  properly  to  Enjoyment,^ 

*  Its  origin  is  with  the  common  people.  It  inspires  the 
great  majority  of  the  limited  in  this  Earth. 

*  It  is  the  Light  that  begins  to  shine  in  the  Darkness. 

*  It  is  the  root  of  all  Democracy,  the  highest  Fact  in  the 
Rights  of  Man  {die  kbchste  Hwtsache  der  Popuhritilt). 

*  Its  unpoetical  exterior,  its  resemblance  to  a  modem 
family-picture,  seems  only  to  be  lent  it,*  — 

*  Martyrs  are  spiritual  heroes.  Christ  was  the  greatest 
martyr  of  our  species;  through  him  has  martyrdom  become 
infinitely  significant  and  holy.  — 

'  The  Bible  begins  nobly,  with  Paiadise,  the  symbol  of 
youth  ;  and  concludes  with  the  Eternal  Kingdom,  the  Holy 
City.  Its  two  main  divisions,  also,  are  genuine  grand -his- 
torical divisions  (^HcJU  grosshistorischy  For  in  everj'  gi-and- 
historical  compartment  {Glied),  the  grand  history  must  lie, 
as  it  were,  symbolically  re-created  {verjUngt,  made  young 
again).  The  beginning  of  the  New  Testament  is  the 
second  higher  Fall  (the  Atonement  of  the  Fall),  and  the 
commencement  of  the  new  Period.  The  history  of  every 
indiWdual  man  should  be  a  Bible.  Christ  is  the  new  Adam. 
A  Bible  is  the  highest  problem  of  Authorship. — 

*  As  yet  there  is  no  Religion.  You  must  first  make  a 
Seminary  (^BUdungs-schule)  of  genuine  Religion.  Think  ye 
that  there  is  Religion?  Religion  has  to  be  made  and  pro- 
duced (jgemacht  und  hervoryebracht)  by  the  union  of  a  num- 
ber of  persons.' 

Hitherto  our  readers  have  seen  nothing  of  Novalis  in 
his  character  of  Poet,  properly  so  called ;  the  Pupils  at 

*  ItaHcs  also  in  the  text. 


246  M18CBLLAN1K8. 

Sais  being  fiillf  more  of  a  scientific  than  poetic  nature. 
As  hinted  above,  we  do  not  account  his  gifts  in  this  lat- 
ter province  as  of  the  first,  or  even  of  a  high  order ;  un- 
less, indeed,  it  be  true,  as  he  himself  maintains,  that '  the 
*  distinction  of  Poet  and  Philosopher  is  apparent  only, 
'  and  to  the  injury  of  both.'     In  his  professedly  poetical 
compositions,  there  is  an  indubitable  prolixity,  a  degree 
of  languor,  not  weakness  but  sluggishness ;  the  meaning 
is  too  much  diluted ;  and  diluted,  we  might  say,  not  in 
a  rich,  lively,  varying  music,  as  we  find  in  Tiedc,  for 
example ;  but  rather  in  a  low- voiced,  not  unmelodious 
monotony,  the  deep  hum  of  which  is  lHt>ken  only  at 
rare  intervals,  though  sometimes  by  tones  of  purest,  and 
almost  spiritual  softness.     We  here  allude  chiefly  to  his 
unmetrical  pieces,  his  prose  fictions :  indeed  the  metrical 
are  few  in  number ;  for  the  most  part,  on  religious  sub- 
jects;  and  in  spite  of  a  decided  truthfulness  both  in 
feeling  and  word,  seem  to  bespeak  no  great  skill  or 
practice  in  that  form  of  composition.     In  his  prose  style 
he  may  be  accounted  happier;  he  aims  in  general  at 
simplicity,  and  a  certain  fiuniliar  expressiveness;  here 
and  there,  in  his  more  elaborate  passages,  especially  in 
his  Hymns  to  the  Night,  he  has  reminded  us  of  Herder. 
These  Hymns  to  the  Night,  it  will  be  remembered, 
were  written  shortly  after  the  death  of  his  mistress :  in 
that  period  of  deep  sorrow,  or  rather  of  holy  deliverance 
from  sorrow.     NovaHs  himself  regarded  them  as  his 
most  finished  productions.     They  are  of  a  strange  veiled, 
almost  enigmatical  character :  nevertheless,  more  deeply 
examined,  they  appear  nowise  without  true  poetic  worth ; 
there  is  a  vastness,  an  immensity  of  idea ;  a  still  solem* 
nity  reigns  in  them,  a  solitude  almost  as  of  extinct 
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worlds.  Here  and  there,  too,  some  lightbeam  visits  us 
in  the  void  deep;  and  we  cast  a  glance,  clear  and 
wondrooB,  into  the  secrets  of  that  mysterious  soul.  A 
fiiU  commentary  on  the  Hymns  to  the  Night  would  he  an 
exposition  of  Novalis's  whole  theological  and  moral  creed ; 
for  it  lies  recorded  there,  though  symbolically,  and  in 
lyric,  not  in  didactic  language.  We  have  translated  the 
Third,  as  the  shortest  and  simplest ;  imitating  its  light, 
half-measured  style;  above  all,  dec3rphering  its  vague 
deep-laid  sense,  as  accurately  as  we  could.  By  the 
word  '  Night,'  it  will  be  seen,  Novalis  means  much  more 
than  the  common  opposite  of  Day.  '  Light '  seems,  in 
these  poems,  to  shadow  forth  our  terrestrial  life ;  Night 
the  primeval  and  celestial  life : 

'  Once  when  I  was  shedding  bitter  tears,  when  dissolved 
in  pain  my  Hope  had  melted  away,  and  I  stood  solitary  by 
the  grave  that  in  its  dark  narrow  spaee  concealed  the  Form 
of  my  life ;  solitary  as  no  other  had  been  ;  chased  by  unutter- 
able anguish ;  powerless ;  one  thought  and  that  of  misery ;  — 
here  now  as  I  looked  round  for  help ;  forward  could  not  go, 
nor  backward,  but  clung  to  a  transient  extinguished  Life 
with  unutterable  longing; — lo,  from  the  azure  distance, 
down  from  the  heights  of  my  old  Blessedness,  came  a  chill 
breath  of  Dusk,  and  suddenly  the  band  of  Birth,  the  fetter  of 
Light  was  snapped  asunder.  Vanishes  the  Olory  of  Earth, 
and  with  it  my  Lamenting;  rushes  together  the  infinite 
Sadness  into  a  new  unfathomable  World:  thou  Night's- 
inspiration.  Slumber  of  Heaven,  earnest  over  me ;  the  scene 
rose  gently  aloft;  over  the  scene  hovered  my  enfranchised 
new-born  spirit ;  to  a  cloud  of  dust  that  grave  changed  itself; 
through  the  cloud  1  beheld  the  transfigured  features  of  my 
Beloved.  In  her  eyes  lay  Eternity ;  1  clasped  her  hand,  and 
my  tears  became  a  glittering  indissoluble  chain.  Centuries 
of  Ages  moved  away  into  the  distance,  like  thunder- clouds. 
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On  her  neck  I  wept,  for  this  new  life,  enrapturing  tears. — 
It  was  my  first,  only  Dream ;  and  ever  since  then  do  I  feel 
this  changeless  everlasting  faith  in  the  Heaven  of  Night,  and 
iti*  Sun  my  Beloved.' 

What  degree  of  critical  satisfiBction,  what  iasight 
into  the  grand  crisis  of  Novalis's  spiritual  history,  wfaidi 
seems  to  be  here  shadowed  forth,  our  readers  may  de> 
rive  from  this  Third  Hymm  to  the  Nigkt,  we  shall  not 
pretend  to  conjecture.  Meanwhile,  it  were  giring  them 
a  fedse  impression  of  the  Poet,  did  we  leave  him  here ; 
exhibited  only  under  his  more  mystic  aspects :  as  if  his 
Poetry  were  exclusively  a  thing  of  Allegory,  dwelling 
amid  Darkness  and  Vacuity,  far  from  all  paths  of  ordi- 
nary mortals  and  their  thoughts.  Novalis  can  write  in 
the  most  common  style,  as  well  as  in  this  most  uncom- 
mon one;  and  there  too  not  without  originality.  Bf 
far  the  greater  part  of  his  First  volume  is  occupied  with 
a  Romance,  Heinrich  wm  Ofterdmgen,  written,  so  hx 
as  it  goes,  much  in  the  every-day  manner;  we  have 
adverted  the  less  to  it,  because  we  nowise  reckoned  it 
among  his  most  remarkable  compositions.  Like  many  of 
the  others,  it  has  been  left  as  a  Fragment ;  nay,  frt>m  the 
account  Tieck  gives  of  its  ulterior  plan,  and  how  from 
the  solid  prose  world  of  the  First  part,  this  '  Apotheosis 
of  Poetry '  was  to  pass,  in  the  Second,  into  a  mythical, 
fairy,  and  quite  fantastic  world,  critics  have  doubted, 
whether,  strictly  speaking,  it  could  have  been  completed. 
From  this  work,  we  select  two  passages,  as  specimens  of 
Novalis's  manner  in  the  more  common  style  of  compo- 
sition ;  premising,  which  in  this  one  instance  we  are  en- 
titled to  do,  that  whatever  excellence  they  may  have  will 
be  universally  appreciable.     The  first  is  the  introduc- 
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tion  to  the  whole  Narrative,  as  it  were»  the  text  of  the 
whole ;  the  *  Blue  Flower  *  there  spoken  of  being  Poetry, 
the  real  object,  passion  and  vocation  of  young  Heinrich, 
which,  through  manifold  adventures,  exertions,  and 
sufferings,  he  is  to  seek  and  find.  His  history  com- 
mences thus : 

*  The  old  people  were  already  asleep ;  the  clock  was 
beating  its  monotonous  tick  on  the  wall;  the  wind  blus- 
tered over  the  rattling  windows ;  by  turns,  the  chamber  was 
lighted  by  the  sheen  of  the  moon.  The  yom)g  man  lay 
restless  in  bis  bed;  and  thought  of  the  stranger  and  his 
stories.  "  Not  the  treasures  is  it,"  said  he  to  himself, 
**  that  have  awakened  in  me  so  unspeakable  a  desire ;  far 
from  roe  is  all  covetousness ;  but  the  Blue  Flower  is  what 
I  long  to  behold.  It  lies  incessantly  in  my  heart,  and  I  can 
think  and  fancy  of  nothing  else.  Never  did  I  feel  so  be- 
fore :  it  is  as  if,  till  now,  I  bad  been  dreaming,  or  as  if  sleep 
bad  carried  me  into  another  world ;  for  in  the  world  f  used 
to  live  in,  who  troubled  himself  about  flowers?  Such  wild 
passion  for  a  Flower  was  never  heard  of  there.  But 
whence  could  that  stranger  have  come  ?  None  of  us  ever 
saw  such  a  man  ;  yet  I  know  not  how  I  alone  was  so 
caught  with  his  discourse ;  the  rest  heard  the  very  same, 
yet  none  seems  to  mind  it.  And  then  that  I  cannot  even 
speak  of  my  strange  condition  !  I  feel  such  rapturous  con- 
tentment; and  only  then  when  I  have  not  the  Fluwer 
rightly  before  my  eyes,  does  so  deep  heartfelt  an  eagerness 
come  over  me :  these  things  no  one  will  or  can  believe.  I 
could  fancy  I  were  mad,  if  I  did  not  see,  did  not  think  with 
such  perfect  clearness;  since  that  day,  all  is  far  better 
known  to  me.  I  have  heard  tell  of  ancient  times  ;  bow  ani- 
mals and  trees  and  rocks  used  to  speak  with  men.  This  is 
even  my  feeling ;  as  if  they  were  on  the  point  of  breaking 
out,  and  I  could  see  in  them,  what  they  wished  to  say  to  me. 

M  2 
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There  mufti  be  many  a  word  which  I  know  not :  did  I  know 
more,  I  could  better  comprehend  these  matters.  Once  1 
liked  dancings;  now  I  had  rather  think  to  the  music/'  — 
The  young  man  lost  himself,  by  degrees,  in  sweet  fancies, 
and  fell  asleep.  He  dreamed  first  of  immeasurable  dis- 
tances, and  wild  unknown  regions.  He  wandered  over  seas 
with  incredible  speed ;  strange  animals  he  saw ;  he  lired 
with  many  varieties  of  men,  now  in  war,  in  wild  tumult,  now 
in  peaceful  huts.  He  was  taken  captive,  and  fell  into  the 
lowest  wretchedness.  All  emotions  rose  to  a  height  as  yet 
unknown  to  him.  He  lived  through  an  infinitely  variegated 
life ;  died  and  came  back  ;  loved  to  the  highest  passion,  and 
then  again  was  forever  parted  from  his  loved  one.  At 
length  towards  morning,  as  the  dawn  broke  up  without,  hit 
spirit  also  grew  stiller,  the  images  grew  clearer  and  more 
permanent.  It  seemed  to  him  he  was  walking  alone  in  a 
dark  wood.  Only  here  and  there  did  day  glimmer  through 
the  green  net.  Ere  long  he  came  to  a  rocky  chasm,  which 
mounted  upwards.  He  had  to  climb  over  many  crags,  which 
some  former  stream  bad  rolled  down.  The  higher  he  came, 
the  lighter  grew  the  wood.  At  last  he  arrived  at  a  little 
meadow,  which  lay  on  the  declivity  of  the  mountain.  Be- 
yond the  meadow  rose  a  high  cliff,  at  the  foot  of  which  he 
observed  an  opening,  that  seemed  to  be  the  entrance  of  a 
passsge  hewn  in  the  rock.  The  passage  led  him  easily  on, 
for  some  time,  to  a  great  subterranean  expanse,  out  of  which 
from  afar  a  bright  gleam  was  visible.  On  entering,  he  per- 
ceived a  strong  beam  of  light,  which  sprang  as  if  from  a 
fountain  to  the  roof  of  the  cave,  and  sprayed  itself  into  innu* 
merable  sparks,  which  collected  below  in  a  great  basin :  the 
beam  glanced  like  kindled  gold :  not  the  faintest  noise  was 
to  be  heard,  a  sacred  silence  encircled  the  glorious  sight. 
He  approached  the  basin,  which  waved  and  quivered  with 
infinite  hues.  The  walls  of  the  cave  were  coated  with  this 
Juid,  which  was  not  hot  but  cool,  and  on  the  walls,  threw 
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out  a  faint  bluish  light.  He  dipt  his  hand  in  the  basin,  and 
wetted  his  lips.  It  was  as  if  the  breath  of  a  spirit  went 
through  him;  and  he  felt  himself  in  his  inmost  heart 
strengthened  and  refreshed.  An  irresistible  desire  seized 
him  to  bathe ;  he  undressed  himself  and  stept  into  the 
basin.  He  felt  as  if  a  sunset  cloud  were  floating  round  him  ; 
a  heavenly  emotion  streamed  over  his  soul ;  in  deep  plea- 
sure innumerable  thoughts  strove  to  blend  within  him  ;  new, 
unseen  images  arose,  which  also  melted  together,  and  be- 
came visible  beings  around  him  ;  and  every  wave  of  that 
lovely  element  pressed  itself  on  him  like  a  soft  bosom.  The 
flood  seemed  a  Spirit  of  Beauty,  which  from  moment  to  mo- 
ment was  taking  form  round  the  youth. 

'  Intoxicated  with  rapture,  and  yet  conscious  of  every 
impression,  he  floated  softly  down  that  glittering  stream, 
which  flowed  out  from  the  basin  into  the  rocks.  A  sort  qf 
sweet  slumber  fell  upon  him,  in  which  he  dreamed  inde- 
scribable adventures,  and  out  of  which  a  new  light  awoke 
him.  He  found  himself  on  a  soft  sward  at  the  margin  of  a 
spring,  which  welled  out  into  the  air,  and  seemed  to  dissi- 
pate itself  there.  Dark-blue  rocks,  with  many-coloured 
veins,  rose  at  some  distance ;  the  daylight  which  encircled 
him  was  clearer  and  milder  than  the  common ;  the  sky  was 
black-blue,  and  altogether  pure.  But  what  attracted  him 
infinitely  most  was  a  high,  light-blue  Flower,  which  stood 
close  by  the  spring,  touching  it  with  its  broad  glittering 
leaves.  Round  it  stood  innumerable  flowers  of  all  colours, 
and  the  sweetest  perfume  filled  the  air.  He  saw  nothing 
but  the  Blue  Flower ;  and  gazed  on  it  long  with  nameless 
tenderness.  At  last  he  was  for  approaching,  when  all  at 
once  it  began  to  move  and  change ;  the  leaves  grew  more 
resplendent,  and  clasped  themselves  round  the  waxing 
stem  ;  the  Flower  bent  itself  towards  him ;  and  the  petals 
showed  like  a  blue  spreading  ruff,  in  which  hovered  a  lovely 
face.  His  sweet  astonishment  at  this  transformation  wa« 
increasing,  — when  suddenly  his  mother's  voice  awoke  him, 
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and  he  found  himself  in  the  hoase  of  his  parents,  which  tb« 
morning  sun  was  already  gilding.' 

Our  next  and  last  extract  is  likewise  of  a  dream. 
Young  Heinrich  with  his  mother  travels  a  long  journey 
to  see  his  grandfather  at  Augsburg ;  converses,  on  the 
way,  with  merchants,  miners,  and  red-cross  warriors 
(for  it  is  in  the  time  of  the  Crusades) ;  and  soon  i^ter 
his  arrival,  fialls  immeasurably  in  love  with  Matilda, 
the  Poet  Klingsohr's  daughter,  whose  fstce  was  that  fairest 
one  he  had  seen  in  his  old  vision  of  the  Blue  Flower. 
Matilda,  it  would  appear,  is  to  be  taken  from  him  by 
death  (as  Sophie  w^as  from  Novalis)  :  meanwhile,  dread- 
ing no  such  event,  Heinrich  abandons  himself  with  full 
heart  to  his  new  emotions : 

*  He  went  to  the  window.  The  choir  of  the  Stars  stood 
in  the  deep  heaven ;  and  in  the  east,  a  white  gleam  an- 
nounced the  coming  day. 

*  Full  of  rapture,  Heinrich  exclaimed  :  "  You,  ye  ever- 
lasting Stars,  ye  silent  wanderers,  I  call  you  to  witness  my 
sacred  oath.  For  Matilda  will  I  live,  and  eternal  faith 
shall  unite  my  heart  and  hers.  For  me  too,  the  mom  of  an 
everlasting  day  is  dawning.  The  night  is  by :  to  the  rising 
Sun,  I  kindle  myself,  as  a  sacrifice  that  will  never  be  ex- 
tinguished." 

*  Heinrich  was  heated ;  and  not  till  late,  towards  morn- 
ing, did  he  fall  asleep.  In  strange  dreams  the  thoughts  of 
his  soul  embodied  themselves.  A  deep  blue  river  gleamed 
from  the  plain.  On  its  smooth  surface  floated  a  bark; 
Matilda  was  sitting  there,  and  steering.  She  was  adorned 
with  garlands:  was  singing  a  simple  Song,  and  looking 
over  to  him  with  fond  sadness.  His  bosom  was  full  of 
anxiety.  He  knew  not  why.  The  sky  was  clear,  the  stream 
calm.     Her  heavenly  countenance   was   mirrored   in  the 
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waves.    All  at  once  the  bark  began  to  whirl.     He  called 
earnestly  to  her.     She  smiled,  and  laid  down  her  oar  in 
the  boat,  which  continued  whirling.   An  unspeakable  terror 
took  hold  of  him.  He  dashed  into  the  stream ;  but  he  could 
not  get  forward  ;    the  water  carried  him.     She  beckoned, 
•he  seemed  as  if  she  wished  to  say  something  to  him  ;  the 
bark  was  filling  with  water ;  yet  she  smiled  with  unspeak- 
able affection,  and  looked  cheerfully  into  the  vortex*    All 
at  once  it  drew  her  in.    A  faint  breath  rippled  over  the 
stream,  which  flowed  on  as  calm  and  glittering  as  before. 
His  horrid  agony  robbed  him  of  consciousness.     His  heart 
ceased  beating.     On  returning  to  himself,  he  was  again  on 
dry  land.     It  seemed  as  if  he  had  floated  far.    It  was  a 
strange  region.     He  knew  not  what  had  passed  with  him. 
His  heart  was  gone.     Unthinking  he  walked  deeper  into 
the  country.     He  felt  inexpressibly  weary.     A  little  well 
gushed  from  a  hill ;  it  sounded  like  perfect  bells.  With  his 
hand  he  lifted  some  drops,  and  wetted  his  parched  lips. 
Like   a  sick   dream,  lay  the  frightful  event  behind  him. 
Farther  and  farther  he  walked  ;  flowers  and  trees  spoke  to 
him.     He  felt  so  well,  so  at  home  in  the  scene.     Then  he 
heard  that  simple  Song  again.     He  ran  after  the  sounds 
Suddenly   some   one   held   him   by  the  clothes.      **  Dear 
Henry,"   cried  a  well-known  voice.     He   looked  round, 
and  Matilda  clasped  him  in  her  arms.     **  Why  didst  thou 
run  from  me,  dear  heart  ?*'   said  she,  breathing  deep :  "  I 
could  scarcely  overtake  thee."  Heinrich  wept  He  pressed 
her  to  him.    "  Where  is  the  river  P  "  cried  he  in  tears.  — 
*'  Seest  thou  not  its  blue  waves  above  us  ?  "     He  looked  up, 
and  the  blue  river  was   flowing  softly  over  their  beads. 
"  Where  are  we,  dear  Matilda  P"  —  "  With  our  Fathers."  — 
"Shall  we  stay  together?"  —  "Forever,"   answered  she, 
pressing  her  lips  to  his,  and  so  clasping  him  that  she  could 
not  again  quit  hold.     She  put  a  wondrous,  secret  Word  in 
his  mouth,  and  it  pierced  through  all  his  being.     He  was 
about  to  repeat  it,  when  his  Grandfather  called,  and  he 
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mwoke.     He  would  have  given  his  lifo  to  remember  that 
Word.' 

This  image  of  Death,  and  of  the  River  being  the 
Sky  in  that  other  and  eternal  country,  seems  to  as  m 
fine  and  touching  one :  there  ia  in  it  a  trace  of  that 
aimple  sublimity,  that  soft  still  pathos,  which  are  cha- 
racteristics of  Noralis,  and  doubtless  the  highest  of  his 
specially  poetic  gifts. 

But  on  these,  and  what  other  gifts  and  defidencies 
pertain  to  him,  we  can  no  farther  insist :  for  now,  after 
such  multifarious  quotations,  and  more  or  less  stinted 
commentaries,  we  must  consider  our  little  enterprise  in 
respect  of  Novalis  to  have  reached  its  limits ;  to  be,  if 
not  completed,  concluded.  Our  reader  has  heard  him 
largely ;  on  a  gpreat  variety  of  topics,  selected  and  ex- 
hibited here  in  such  manner  as  seemed  the  fittest  for 
our  object,  and  with  a  true  wish  on  our  part,  that  what 
little  judgment  was  in  the  meanwhile  to  be  formed  of 
such  a  man,  might  be  a  fedr  and  honest  one.  Some  of 
the  passages  we  have  translated  will  appear  obscure; 
others,  we  hope,  are  not  without  symptoms  of  a  wise 
and  deep  meaning ;  the  rest  may  excite  wonder,  which 
wonder  again  it  will  depend  on  each  reader  for  himself, 
whether  he  turn  to  right  account  or  to  wrong  account, 
whether  he  entertain  as  the  parent  of  Knowledge,  or 
as  the  daughter  of  Ignorance.  For  the  great  body  of 
readers,  we  are  aware,  there  can  be  little  profit  in  No- 
valis, who  rather  employs  our  time  than  helps  us  to 
kill  it ;  for  such  any  feuther  study  of  him  would  be  un- 
advisable.  To  others  again,  who  prize  Truth  as  the 
end  of  all  reading,  especially  to  that  class  who  cultivate 
moral  science  as  the  development  of  purest  and  hi^ett 
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Truth,  we  can  recommend  the  perusal  and  re-perusal 
of  Novalis  with  ahnost  perfect  confidence.  If  they  feel, 
with  us,  that  the  most  profitable  employment  any  book 
can  give  them,  is  to  study  honestly  some  earnest,  deep- 
minded,  truth-loving  Man,  to  work  their  way  into  his 
manner  of  thought,  till  they  see  the  world  with  his  eyes, 
feel  as  he  felt,  and  judge  as  he  judged,  neither  believ- 
ing nor  den3ring,  till  they  can  in  some  measure  so  feel 
and  judge,  —  then  we  may  assert,  that  few  books  known 
to  us  are  more  worthy  of  their  attention  than  this.  They 
will  find  it,  if  we  mistake  not,  an  unfathomed  mine  of 
philosophical  ideas,  where  the  keenest  intellect  may 
have  occupation  enough ;  and  in  such  occupation,  with- 
out looking  farther,  reward  enough.  All  this,  if  the 
reader  proceed  on  candid  principles ;  if  not,  it  will  be  all 
othervirise.  To  no  man,  so  much  as  to  Novalis  is  that 
famous  motto  applicable : 

hesety  wie  gefalC  ich  Dir  f 
Leser,  wie  gefUUst  Du  mir  f 

Reader,  how  likest  thou  me  P 
Reader,  how  like  I  thee  ? 

For  the  rest,  it  were  but  a  false  proceeding  did  we 
attempt  any  formal  character  of  Novalis  in  this  place ; 
did  we  pretend  with  such  means  as  ours  to  reduce  that 
extraordinary  nature  under  common  formularies  ;  and  in 
few  words  sum  up  the  net  total  of  his  worth  and  worth- 
lessness.  We  have  repeatedly  expressed  our  own  im- 
perfect knowledge  of  the  matter,  and  our  entire  despair 
of  bringing  even  an  approximate  picture  of  it  before 
readers  so  foreign  to  him.  The  kind  words,  '  amiable 
enthusiast,'    '  poetic  dreamer ; '   iht  the  unkind  ones. 


•■  r-^ 
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*  (German  mystic/  *  crackbrained  rhapsodist/  are  eafiilj 
spoken  and  written ;  but  would  avail  little  in  this  in- 
stance. If  we  are  not  altogether  mistaken,  Novalis 
cannot  be  ranged  under  any  one  of  these  noted  catego- 
ries ;  but,  belongs  to  a  higher  and  much  less  known 
one,  the  significance  of  which  is  perhaps  also  worth 
studying,  at  all  events,  will  not  till  after  long  study  be- 
come clear  to  us. 

Meanwhile  let  the  reader  accq)t  some  vague  impres- 
sions of  ours  on  this  subject,  since  we  have  no  fixed 
judgment  to  ofier  him.  We  might  say  that  the  chief 
excellence  we  have  remarked  in  Novalis,  is  Ms  to  us 
truly  wonderful  subtlety  of  Intellect ;  his  power  of  in- 
tense abstraction,  of  pursuing  the  deq)e8t  and  most 
evanescent  ideas,  through  their  thousand  complexities, 
as  it  were,  with  Ijrnx  vision,  and  to  the  very  limits  of 
human  Thought.  He  was  well  skilled  in  mathematics, 
and,  as  we  can  easily  believe,  fond  of  that  science  ;  but 
his  is  a  far  finer  species  of  endowment  than  any  re- 
quired in  mathematics,  where  the  mind,  from  the  very 
beginning  of  Euclid  to  the  end  of  Laplace,  is  assisted 
with  visible  sjrmbols,  with  safe  implements  for  thinking ; 
nay,  at  least  in  what  is  called  the  higher  mathematics, 
has  often  little  more  than  a  mechanical  superintendence 
to  exercise  over  these.  Thb  power  of  abstract  medita- 
tion, when  it  is  so  sure  and  clear  as  we  sometimes  find 
it  with  Novalis,  is  a  much  higher  and  rarer  one ;  its 
element  is  not  mathematics,  but  that  Mathesis,  oi  which 
it  has  been  said  many  a  Qre&t  Calculist  has  not  even  a 
notion.  In  this  power,  truly,  so  far  as  logical  and  not 
moral  power  is  concerned,  lies  the  summary  of  all  Philo- 
sophic talent:  which  talent,  accordingly,  we  imagine 
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Novalia  to  have  possessed  in  a  very  high  degree ;  in  a 
higher  degree  than  ahnost  any  other  modem  writer  we 
have  met  with. 

His  chief  fault  again  figures  itself  to  us  as  a  certain 
undue  softness,  a  want  of  rapid  energy;  something  which 
we  might  term  paasiveness  extending  hoth  over  his  mind 
and  his  character.  There  is  a  tenderness  in  Novalis,  a  pu- 
rity, a  clearness,  ahnost  as  of  a  woman ;  hut  he  has  not, 
at  least  not  at  all  in  that  degree,  the  emphasis  and  re- 
solute force  of  a  man.  Thus,  in  his  poetical  delinea- 
tions, as  we  complained  above,  he  is  too  diluted  and  dif- 
fuse ;  not  verbose  properly ;  not  so  much  abounding  in 
superfluous  words,  as  in  superfluous  circumstances, 
which  indeed  is  but  a  degree  better.  In  his  philosophi- 
cal speculations,  we  feel  as  if,  under  a  different  form,  the 
same  fault  were  now  and  then  manifested.  Here  again,  he 
seems  to  us,  in  one  sense,  too  languid,  too  passive.  He 
sits,  we  might  say,  among  the  rich,  fine,  thousandfold 
combinations,  which  his  mind  almost  of  itself  presents 
him ;  but,  perhaps,  he  shows  too  little  activity  in  the  pro- 
cess, is  too  lax  in  separating  the  true  from  the  doubtful,  is 
not  even  at  the  trouble  to  express  his  truth  with  any 
laborious  accuracy.  With  his  stillness,  with  his  deep 
love  of  Nature,  his  mild,  lofty,  spiritual  tone  of  contem- 
plation, he  comes  before  us  in  a  sort  of  Asiatic  cha- 
racter, almost  like  our  ideal  of  some  antique  Gymnoso- 
phist,  and  with  the  weakness  as  well  as  the  strength  of 
an  Oriental.  However  it  should  be  remembered  that 
his  works  both  poetical  and  philosophical,  as  we  now 
see  them,  appear  under  many  disadvantages ;  altogether 
immature,  and  not  as  doctrines  and  delineations,  but  as 
the  rude  draught  of  subh ;  in  which,  had  they  been  com- 
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pleted,  much  was  to  have  changed  its  shape,  and  this 
fault  with  many  others  might  have  disappeared.  It  may 
be,  therefore,  that  this  is  only  a  superficial  feuilt,  or  even 
only  the  appearance  of  a  fiuilt,  and  has  its  origin  in 
these  circumstances,  and  in  our  imperfect  understand- 
ing of  him.  In  personal  and  bodily  habits,  at  least, 
Novalis  appears  to  have  been  the  opposite  of  inert ;  we 
hear  expressly  of  his  quickness  and  vehemence  of  move- 
ment. 

In  regard  to  the  character  of  his  genius,  or  rather 
perhaps  of  his  literary  significance,  and  the  form  under 
which  he  displayed  his  genius,  Tieck  thinks  he  may  be 
likened  to  Dante.  '  For  him,'  says  he,  '  it  had  become 
'  the  most  natural  disposition  to  regard  the  commonest 
'  and  nearest  as  a  wonder,  and  the  strange,  the  super- 
'  natural  as  something  common ;  men's  every-day  life 
'  itself  lay  round  him  like  a  wondrous  fable,  and  those 
'  regions  which  the  most  dream  of  or  doubt  of  as  of  a 
'  thing  distant,  incomprehensible,  were  for  him  a  be- 
'  loved  home.  Thus  did  he,  uncorrupted  by  examples, 
'  find  out  for  himself  a  new  method  oi  delineation ;  and 
'  in  his  multiplicity  of  meaning ;  in  his  view  of  Love, 
'  and  his  belief  in  Love,  as  at  once  his  Instructor,  his 
'  Wisdom,  his  Religimi ;  in  this  too  that  a  single  grand 
'  incident  of  life,  and  one  deep  sorrow  and  bereavement 
'  grew  to  be  the  essence  of  his  Poetry  and  Contempla- 
'  tion,  -^  he,  alone  among  the  modems,  resembles  the 
'  lofty  Dante ;  and  sings  us,  like  him,  an  unfathomable, 
*  mystic  song,  far  difierent  fifom  that  of  many  imitators, 
'  who  think  to  put  on  mysticism  and  put  it  off,  like  a 
'  piece  of  dress.'  Considering  the  tendency  of  his  poetic 
endeavours,  as  well  as  the  general  spirit  ^  his  pUloso* 
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phy,  this  flattering  comparison  may  turn  out  to  be  bet- 
ter founded  than  at  first  sight  it  seems  to  be.  Never- 
theless, were  we  required  to  illustrate  Novalis  in  this 
way,  which  at  aU  times  must  be  a  very  loose  one,  we 
should  incline  rather  to  call  him  the  German  Pascal 
than  the  G^erman  Dante.  Between  Pascal  and  Novalis, 
a  lover  of  such  analogies  might  trace  not  a  few  points 
of  resemblance.  Both  are  of  the  purest,  most  affec- 
tionate moral  nature ;  both  of  a  high,  fine,  discursive 
intellect ;  both  are  mathematicians  and  naturalists,  yet 
occupy  themselves  chiefly  with  Religion  :  nay,  the  best 
writings  of  both  are  left  in  the  shape  of  '  Thoughts/ 
materials  of  a  grand  scheme,  which  each  of  them,  with 
the  views  peculiar  to  his  age,  had  planned,  we  may  say, 
for  the  furtherance  of  Religion,  and  which  neither  of 
them  lived  to  execute.  Nor  in  all  this  would  it  fail  to 
be  carefully  remarked,  that  Novalis  was  not  the  French 
but  the  German  Pascal;  and  from  the  intellectual 
habits  of  the  one  and  the  other,  many  national  contrasts 
and  conclusions  might  be  drawn;  which  we  leave  to 
those  that  have  a  taste  for  such  parallels. 

We  have  thus  endeavoured  to  communicate  some 
views  not  of  what  is  vulgarly  called,  but  of  what  is  a 
German  Mystic ;  to  afford  English  readers  a  few  glimpses 
into  his  actual  household  establishment,  and  show  them 
by  their  own  inspection  how  he  lives  and  works.  We 
have  done  it,  moreover,  not  in  the  style  of  derision,  which 
would  have  been  so  easy,  but  in  that  of  serious  inquiry, 
which  seemed  so  much  more  profitable.  For  this  we 
anticipate  not  censure,  but  thanks,  from  our  readers. 
Mysticism,  whatever  it  may  be,  should,  like  other  actu- 
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ally  existing  things,  be  understood  in  well-informed 
minds.  We  have  observed,  indeed,  that  the  old-esta- 
blished laugh  on  this  subject  has  been  getting  rather 
hollow  of  late ;  and  seems  as  if,  erelong,  it  would  in 
a  great  measure  die  away.  It  appears  to  us-  that,  in 
England,  there  is  a  distinct  spirit  of  tolerant  and  sober 
investigation  abroad,  in  regard  to  this  and  other  kindred 
matters ;  a  persuasion,  fast  spreading  wider  and  wider, 
that  the  plummet  of  French  or  Scotch  Logic,  excellent, 
nay  indispensable  as  it  is  for  surveying  all  coasts  and 
harbours,  will  absolutely  not  sound  the  deep-seas  of 
human  Inquiry ;  and  that  many  a  Voltaire  and  Hume, 
well-gifted  and  highly  meritorious  men,  were  fttr  wrong 
in  reckcming  that  when  their  six-hundred  fathoms  were 
out,  they  had  reached  the  bottom,  which,  as  in  the  At- 
lantic, may  lie  unknown  miles  lower.  Six  hundred  &- 
thoms  is  the  longest,  and  a  most  valuable  nautical  line ; 
but  many  men  sound  with  six  and  fewer  fathoms,  and 
arrive  at  precisely  the  same  conclusion. 

'The  day  will  come,'  said  Lichtenberg,  in  bitter 
irony,  '  when  the  belief  in  Ood  will  be  like  that  in  nur- 
sery Spectres ; '  or,  as  Jean  Paul  has  it,  '  Of  the  World 
'  will  be  made  a  World- Machine,  of  the  i£ther  a  Ghis, 
'  of  Ood  a  Force,  and  of  the  Second  World  —  a  Coffin.' 
We  rather  think,  such  a  day  wiU  not  come.  At  all  events, 
while  the  battle  is  still  waging,  and  that  Ck>ffin-and- 
Q^s  Philosophy  has  not  yet  secured  itself  with  tithes 
and  penal  statutes,  let  there  be  free  scope  for  Mysticism, 
or  whatever  else  honestly  opposes  it.  A  fiedr  field,  and  no 
favour,  and  the  right  will  prosper !  '  Our  present  time,' 
says  Jean  Paul  elsewhere,  '  is  indeed  a  criticising  and 
'  critical  time,  hovering  betwixt  the  wish  and  the  in- 
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'  ability  to  believe ;  a  chaos  of  conflicting  times :  but 
'  even  a  chaotic  world  must  haye  its  centre,  and  revo- 
'  lution  round  that  centre ;  there  is  no  pure  entire  Con- 
'  fusion,  but  all  such  presupposes  its  opposite,  before  it 
'  can  begin.' 
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SIGNS  OF  THE  TIMES.* 

[1829.] 

It  is  no  very  good  symptom  either  of  nations  or  indi- 
viduals, that  they  deal  much  in  vaticination.  Happy 
men  are  full  of  the  present,  for  its  bounty  suffices  tiiem ; 
and  wise  men  also,  for  its  duties  engage  them.  Our 
grand  business  undoubtedly  is,  not  to  see  what  lies 
dimly  at  a  distance,  but  to  do  what  lies  clearly  at  hand. 

Know'st  thou  Yesterday,  its  aim  tnd  reaeon ; 
Work*8t  thou  well  To-day,  for  worthy  things? 
Calmly  wait  the  Morrow's  hidden  season, 
Need'st  not  fear  what  hap  soe'er  it  brings. 

But  man's  '  laige  discourse  of  reason'  wUl  look  '  be- 
fore and  after ;'  and,  impatient  of  the  '  ignorant  present 
time,'  will  indulge  in  anticipation  fttr  more  than  profits 
him.  Seldom  can  the  unhi^py  be  persuaded  that  the 
evil  of  the  day  is  sufficient  for  it ;  and  the  ambitious  will 
not  be  content  with  present  splendour,  but  paints  yet 
more  glorious  triumphs,  on  the  cloud-curtain  of  the 
future. 

The  case,  however,  is  still  worse  with  nations.  For 
here  the  prophets  are  not  one,  but  many  ;  and  each  in- 
cites and  confirms  the  other ;  so  that  the  fatidical  fiiry 
spreads  wider  and  wider,  till  at  last  even  Saul  must  join 
in  it.     For  there  is  still  a  real  magic  in  the  action  and 
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reaction  of  minds  on  one  another.  The  casual  deliration 
of  a  few  becomes,  by  this  mysterious  reverberation,  the 
frenzy  of  many;  men  lose  the  use,  not  only  of  their 
understandings,  but  of  their  bodily  senses;  while  the 
most  obdurate  unbelieving  hearts  melt,  like  the  rest,  in 
the  fiimace  where  all  are  cast  as  victims  and  as  fuel.  It 
is  grievous  to  think,  that  this  noble  omnipotence  of 
Sympathy  has  been  so  rarely  the  Aaron's<-rod  of  Truth 
and  Virtue,  and  so  often  the  Enchanter's-rod  of  Wick- 
edness and  Folly !  No  solitary  miscreant,  scarcely  any 
solitary  maniac,  would  venture  on  such  actions  and 
imaginations,  as  large  communities  of  sane  men  have, 
in  such  circumstances,  entertained  as  sound  wisdom. 
Witness  long  scenes  of  the  French  Revolution,  in  these 
late  times !  Levity  is  no  protection  against  such  visi- 
tations, nor  the  utmost  earnestness  of  character.  The 
New  England  Puritan  bums  witches,  wrestles  for 
months  with  the  horrors  of  Satan's  invisible  world,  and 
all  ghastly  phantasms,  the  daily  and  hourly  precursors 
of  the  Last  Day ;  then  suddenly  bethinks  him  that  he  is 
frantic^  weeps  bitterly,  prays  contritely,  and  the  history 
of  that  gloomy  season  lies  behind  him  like  a  frightful 
dream. 

Old  England  too  has  had  her  share  of  such  frenzies 
and  panics;  though  happily,  like  other  old  maladies,  they 
have  grown  milder  of  late  :  and  since  the  days  of  Titus 
Oates,  have  mostly  passed  without  loss  of  men's  lives ; 
or  indeed  without  much  other  loss  than  that  of  reason, 
for  the  time,  in  the  sufferers.  In  this  mitigated  form, 
however,  the  distemper  is  of  pretty  regular  recurrence ; 
and  may  be  reckoned  on  at  intervals,  like  other  natural 
visitations  ;  so  that  reasonable  men  deal  with  it,  as  the 
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Londoners  do  with  their  fogs,  —  go  cautiously  out  into 
the  groping  crowd,  and  patiently  carry  lanterns  at  noon  ; 
knowing,  by  a  well-grounded  fiedth,  that  the  siin  is  still 
in  existence,  and  will  one  day  reappear.  How  often 
have  we  heard,  for  the  last  fifty  years,  that  tiie  country- 
was  wrecked,  and  fast  sinking ;  whereas,  up  to  this  date, 
the  country  is  entire  and  afloat !  The '  State  in  Danger' 
is  a  condition  of  tilings,  which  we  have  witnessed  a 
hundred  times ;  and  as  for  the  Church,  it  has  sekLoni 
been  out  of  '  danger'  since  we  can  remember  it. 

All  men  are  aware,  that  the  present  is  a  crisis  of 
this  sort ;  and  why  it  has  become  so.  The  repeal  of  the 
Test  Acts,  and  th^i  of  the  Catholic  disabilities,  has  struck 
many  of  their  admirers  with  an  indescribable  astonish- 
ment. Those  things  seemed  fixed  and  immovable ;  deep 
as  the  foundations  of  tiie  world ;  and  lo,  in  a  moment 
they  have  vanished,  and  their  place  knows  tiiem  no 
more!  Our  worthy  friends  mistook  the  slumbering 
Leviathan  for  an  island ;  often  as  tiiey  had  been  assured, 
that  Intolerance  was,  and  could  be  nothing  but  a  Mon- 
ster ;  and  so,  mooring  \mder  the  lee,  they  had  anchored 
comfortably  in  his  scaly  rind,  thinking  to  take  good 
cheer ;  as  for  some  space  they  did.  But  now  their  Le- 
viathan has  suddenly  dived  under ;  and  they  can  no  lon- 
ger be  fastened  in  the  stream  of  time ;  but  must  drift 
forward  on  it,  even  like  the  rest  of  the  world :  no  very 
appalling  fate,  we  think,  could  they  but  understand  it ; 
which,  however,  tiiey  will  not  yet,  for  a  season.  Their 
little  island  is  gone ;  sunk  deep  amid  confused  eddies ; 
and  what  is  left  worth  caring  for  in  the  universe  ?  What 
is  it  to  them,  that  the  great  continents  of  the  earth  are 
stiU  standing ;  and  the  pc^estar  and  all  our  loadstars. 
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in  the  heayens,  atill  shining  and  eternal  ?    Their  che- 
rished little  haven  is  gone,  and  they  will  not  be  com- 
forted !   And  therefore,  day  after  day,  in  all  manner  of 
periodical  or  perennial  publications*  the  most  lugubrious 
predictions  are  sent  forth.    The  King  has  virtually  abdi- 
cated; the  Church  is  a  widow,  without  jointure  ;  public 
principle  is  gone ;  private  honesty  is  gcnng ;  society,  in 
short,  is  &st  falling  in  pieces  ;  and  a  time  of  unmixed 
evil  is  come  on  us.     At  such  a  period,  it  was  to  be  ex- 
pected that  the  rage  of  prophecy  should  be  more  than 
usually  excited.     Accordingly,   the  Millenarians  have 
come  forth  on  the  right  hand,  and  the  Millites  on  the 
left.   The  Fifth-monarchy  men  prophesy  from  the  Bible, 
and  the  Utilitarians  from  Bentham.    The  one  announces 
that  the  last  of  tiie  seals  is  to  be  opened,  positively,  in 
the  year   1860 ;    and  the  other  assure  us,  that  '  the 
greatest  happiness  principle'  is  to  make  a  heaven  of 
earth,  in  a  still  shorter  time.  We  know  these  symptoms 
too  well,  to  think  it  necessary  or  safe  to  interfere  with 
them.     Hme  and  the  hours  will  bring  relief  to  all  par- 
ties.    The  grand  encourager  of  Delphic  or  other  noises 
is — the  Echo.    Left  to  themselves,  they  will  the  sooner 
dissipate,  and  die  away  in  space. 

Meanwhile,  we  too  admit  that  the  present  is  an  im- 
portant time ;  as  all  present  time  necessarily  is.  The 
poorest  Day  that  passes  over  us  is  the  conflux  of  two 
Etemitiee ;  it  is  made  up  of  currents  that  issue  from  the 
remotest  Past,  and  flow  onwards  into  tiie  remotest  Fu- 
ture. We  were  wise  indeed,  could  we  discern  truly  the 
signs  of  our  own  time ;  and  by  knowledge  of  its  wants 
and  advantages,  wisely  adjust  our  own  position  in  it. 
Let  us,  instead  of  gazing  idly  into  the  obsciu'e  distance, 
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look  calmlf  around  us,  for  a  little,  on  the  perplexed 
scene  where  we  stand.  Perhaps,  on  a  more  serioas  in- 
spection, something  of  its  perplexity  will  disappear,  some 
of  its  distinctive  characters,  and  deeper  tendencies,  more 
clearly  reveal  themselves ;  wherehy  our  own  relations  to 
it,  our  own  true  aims  and  endeavours  in  it,  may  also 
hecome  clearer. 

Were  we  required  to  characterize  this  age  of  ours  by 
any  single  epithet,  we  should  be  tempted  to  call  it,  not 
an  Heroical,  Devotional,  Philosophical,  or  Moral  Age, 
but,  above  all  others,  the  Mechanical  Age.  It  is  the  Age 
of  Machinery,  in  every  outward  and  inward  sense  of  that 
word  ;  the  age  which,  witii  its  whole  undivided  might, 
forwards,  teaches  and  practises  the  great  art  of  adiyting 
means  to  ends.  Nothing  is  now  done  directly,  or  by 
hand;  all  is  by  rule  and  calculated  contrivance.  For 
the  simplest  operation,  some  helps  and  accompaniments, 
some  cunning  abbreviating  process  is  in  readiness.  Our 
old  modes  of  exertion  are  all  discredited,  and  thrown 
aside.  On  every  hand,  the  living  artisan  is  driven  from 
his  workshop,  to  make  room  for  a  speedier,  inanimate 
one.  The  shuttie  drops  from  the  fingers  of  tiie  weaver, 
and  fEdls  into  iron  fingers  that  ply  it  faster.  The  sailor 
furls  his  saO,  and  lays  down  his  oar ;  and  bids  a  strong, 
unwearied  servant,  on  vaporous  wings,  bear  him  throu^ 
the  waters.  Men  have  crossed  oceans  by  steam  ;  tiie 
Birmingham  Fire-king  has  visited  the  fabulous  East; 
and  the  genius  of  the  Cape,  were  tiiere  any  Camoens  now 
to  sing  it,  has  again  been  alarmed,  and  with  iar  stranger 
thunders  than  Ghana's.  There  is  no  end  to  machinery. 
Even  the  horse  is  stripped  of  his  harness,  and  finds  a 
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fleet  fire-horse  yoked  in  his  stead.  Nay»  we  have  an 
artist  that  hatches  chickens  by  steam ;  the  very  brood- 
hen  is  to  be  superseded !  For  all  earthly,  and  for  some 
unearthly  purposes,  we  have  machines  and  mechanic 
furtherances ;  for  mincing  our  cabbages ;  for  casting  us 
into  magnetic  sleep.  We  remove  mountains,  and  make 
seas  our  smooth  highway ;  nothing  can  resist  us.  We 
war  with  rude  Nature ;  and,  by  our  resistless  engines, 
come  off  always  victorious,  and  loaded  with  spoils. 

What  wonderful  accessions  have  thus  been  made, 
and  are  still  making,  to  the  physical  power  of  mankind ; 
how  much  better  fed,  clothed,  lodged,  and,  in  all  out- 
ward respects,  accommodated,  men  now  are,  or  might  be, 
by  a  given  quantity  of  labour,  is  a  grateful  reflection 
which  forces  itself  on  every  one.  What  changes,  too, 
this  addition  of  power  is  introducing  into  the  Social  Sys- 
tem ;  how  wealth  has  more  and  more  increased,  and  at 
the  same  time  gathered  itself  more  and  more  into  masses, 
strangely  altering  the  old  relations,  and  increasing  the 
distance  between  the  rich  and  the  poor,  will  be  a  ques- 
tion for  Political  Economists,  and  a  much  more  complex 
and  important  one  than  any  they  have  yet  engaged  with. 
But  leaving  these  matters  for  the  present,  let  us  observe 
how  the  mechanical  genius  of  our  time  has  difliised 
itself  into  quite  other  provinces.  Not  the  external  and 
physical  alone  is  now  managed  by  machinery,  but  the 
internal  and  spiritual  also.  Here  too  nothing  follows  its 
spontaneous  course,  nothing  is  left  to  be  accomplished 
by  old,  natural  methods.  Everything  has  its  cunningly 
devised  implements,  its  pre-established  apparatus ;  it  is 
not  done  by  hand,  but  by  machinery.  Thus  we  have 
machines  for  Education  :  Lancastrian  machines ;  Ha- 
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miltonian  machines ;  monitors,  mi^,  and  emblems.  In- 
struction, that  mysterious  communing  of  Wisdom  with 
Ignorance,  is  no  longer  an  indefinable  tentative  process, 
requiring  a  study  of  individual  aptitudes,  and  a  perpe- 
tual variation  of  means  and  methods,  to  attain  the  same 
end ;  but  a  secure,  universal,  straight-forward  business, 
to  be  conducted  in  the  gross,  by  proper  mechanism,  with 
such  intellect  as  comes  to  hand.  .Then,  we  have  Reli- 
gious machines,  of  all  imaginable  varieties ;  the  Bible 
Society,  professing  a  hi  higher  and  heavenly  structure, 
is  found,  on  inquiry,  to  be  altogether  an  earthly  contri- 
vance ;  supported  by  collection  of  monies,  by  fomenting 
of  vanities,  by  puffing,  intrigue,  and  chicane ;  a  machine 
for  converting  the  Heathen.  It  is  the  same  in  all  other 
departments.  Has  any  man,  or  any  society  of  men,  a 
truth  to  speak,  a  piece  of  spiritual  work  to  do ;  tiiey  can 
nowise  proceed  at  once,  and  with  the  mere  natural  or- 
gans, but  must  first  call  a  public  meeting,  appoint  com- 
mittees, issue  prospectuses,  eat  a  public  dinner ;  in  a 
word,  construct  or  borrow  machinery,  wherewith  to 
speak  it  and  do  it.  Without  machinery  they  were  hope- 
less, helpless ;  a  colony  of  Hindoo  weavers  squatting  in 
the  heart  of  Lancashire.  Mark  too  how  every  machine 
must  have  its  moving  power,  in  some  of  the  great  cur- 
rents of  society  :  every  little  sect  among  us.  Unitarians, 
Utilitarians,  Anabaptists,  Phrenologists,  must  have  its 
Periodical,  its  monthly  or  quarterly  Magazine ;  —  hang- 
ing out,  like  its  windmill,  into  the  popuhris  awra,  to 
grind  meal  for  the  society. 

With  individuab,  in  like  manner,  natural  strength 
avails  little.  No  individual  now  hopes  to  acoomj^h 
the  poorest  enterprise  single-handed,  and  without  me- 
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chanical  aids ;  he  must  make  interest  with  some  exist- 
ing corporation,  and  till  his  field  with  their  oxen.  In 
these  days,  more  emphatically  than  ever,  '  to  live,  signi- 
fies to  unite  with  a  party,  or  to  make  one/  Philosophy, 
Science*  Art,  Literature,  all  depend  on  machinery.  No 
Newton,  by  silent  meditation,  now  discovers  the  system 
of  the  world  from  the  falling  of  an  apple ;  but  some 
quite  other  than  Newton  stands  in  his  Museum,  his 
Scientific  Institution,  and  behind  whole  batteries  of 
retorts,  digesters,  and  galvanic  piles  imperatively  '  inter- 
rogates  Nature,' — who,  however,  shows  no  haste  to 
answer.  In  defect  of  Raphaels,  and  Angelos,  and 
Mozarts,  we  have  Ro3ral  Academies  of  Painting,  Sculp- 
ture, Music ;  whereby  the  languishing  spirit  of  Art  may 
be  strengthened,  as  by  the  more  generous  diet  of  a  Public 
Kitchen.  Literature,  too,  has  its  Paternoster-row  me- 
chanism, its  Trade  dinners,  its  Editorial  conclaves,  and 
huge  subterranean,  puffing  beUows ;  so  that  books  are 
not  only  printed,  but,  in  a  great  measure,  written  and 
sold,  by  machinery.  National  culture,  spiritual  benefit 
of  all  sorts,  is  under  the  same  management.  No  Queen 
Christina,  in  these  times,  needs  to  send  for  her  Des- 
cartes ;  no  King  Frederick  for  his  Voltaire,  and  pain- 
fully nourish  him  with  pensions  and  flattery :  ar.y  sove- 
reign of  taste,  who  wishes  to  enlighten  his  people,  has 
only  to  impose  a  new  tax,  and  with  the  proceeds  esta- 
blish Philosophic  Institutes.  Hence  the  Royal  and 
Imperial  Societies,  the  Biblioth^ues,  Olyptoth^ues, 
Technoth^ues,  which  front  us  in  all  capital  cities ;  like 
so  many  well-finished  hives,  to  which  it  is  expected  the 
stray  agencies  of  Wisdom  will  swarm  of  their  own 
accord,  and  hive,  and  make  honey.     In  like  manner. 
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among  ourselves,  when  it  is  thought  that  religion  is 
declining,  we  have  only  to  vote  half  a  million's  worth  of 
hricks  and  mortar,  and  build  new  churches.  In  Ireland, 
it  seems  they  have  gone  still  fieuther;  having  actually 
established  a  '  Penny-a-week  Purgatory  Society ! '  Thus 
does  the  Genius  of  Mechanism  stand  by  to  help  us  in 
all  difficulties  and  emergencies ;  and,  with  his  iron  back, 
bears  all  our  burdens. 

These  things,  which  we  state  lightly  enough  here, 
are  yet  of  deep  import,  and  indicate  a  mighty  change  in 
our  whole  manner  of  existence.  For  the  same  habit 
regulates  not  our  modes  of  action  alone,  but  our  modes 
of  thought  and  feeling.  Men  are  grown  mechanical  in 
head  and  in  heart,  as  well  as  in  hand.  They  have  lost 
faith  in  individual  endeavour,  and  in  natural  force,  of 
any  kind.  Not  for  internal  perfection,  but  for  external 
combinations  and  arrangements,  for  institutions,  consti- 
tutions,— for  Mechanism  of  one  sort  or  other,  do  they 
hope  and  struggle.  Their  whole  efforts,  attachments, 
opinions,  turn  on  mechanism,  and  are  of  a  mechanical 
character. 

We  may  trace  this  tendency  in  all  the  great  mani- 
festations of  our  time;  in  its  intellectual  aspect,  the 
studies  it  most  favours,  and  its  manner  of  conducting 
them ;  in  its  practical  aspects,  its  politics,  arts,  religion, 
morals;  in  the  whole  sources,  and  throughout  the 
whole  currents,  of  its  spiritual,  no  less  than  its  material 
activity. 

Consider,  for  example,  the  state  of  Science  generally, 
in  Europe,  at  this  period.  It  is  admitted,  on  all  sides, 
that  the  Metaphysical  and  Moral  Sciences  are  fedling 
into  decay,  while  the  Physical  are  engrossing,  every  day. 
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more  respect  and  attention.     In  most  of  the  European 
nations,  there  is  now  no  such  thing  as  a  Science  of 
Mind;  only  more  or  less  advancement  in  the  general 
science,  or  the  special  sciences,  of  matter.     The  French 
were  the  first  to  desert  Metaphysics ;  and  though  they 
have  lately  affected  to  revive  their  school,  it  has  yet 
no  signs  of  vitality.     The  land  of  Malebranche,  Pkiscal, 
Descartes,  and  Fenelon,  has  now  only  its  Cousins  and 
Villemains;    while,  in  the  department  of  Physics,  it 
reckons  far  other  names.     Among  ourselves,  the  Philo- 
sophy of  Mind,  after  a  rickety  infancy,  which  never 
reached  the  vigour  of  manhood,  fell  suddenly  into  decay, 
languished,  and  finally  died  out,  with  its  last  amiable 
cultivator.  Professor  Stewart.  In  no  nation  but  Germany 
has  any  decisive  effort  been  made  in  psychological  sci- 
ence ;  not  to  speak  of  any  decisive  result.     The  science 
of  the  age,  in  short,  is  physical,  chemical,  ph3rsiological; 
in  all  shapes,  mechanical.     Our  favourite  Mathematics, 
the  highly  prized  exponent  of  all  these  other  sciences, 
has  also  become  more  and  more  mechanical.  Excellence, 
in  what  is  called  its  higher  departments,  depends  less 
on  natural  genius,  than  on  acquired  expertness  in  wield- 
ing its  machinery.  Without  undervaluing  the  wonderful 
results  which  a  Lagrange,  or  Laplace,  educes  by  means 
of  it,  we  may  remark,  that  their  calculus,  differential  and 
integral,  is  little  else  than  a  more  cunningly-constructed 
arithmetical  mill;  where  the  fsictors  being  put  in,  are,  as 
it  were,  ground  into  the  true  product,  imder  cover,  and 
without  other  effort  on  our  part,  than  steady  turning  of 
the  handle.     We  have  more  Mathematics  than  ever; 
but  less  Mathesis.     Archimedes  and  Plato  could  not 
have  read  the  MSchanique  Cileste;  but  neither  would 


272  MI8CBLLANIB8. 

the  whole  French  Institute  see  aught  in  that  saying, 
'  GKkL  geometrizes ! '  but  a  sentimental  rodomontade. 

Nay,  our  whole  Metphysics  itself,  from  Locke's  time 
downwards,  has  been  physical ;  not  a  spiritual  philosophy, 
but  a  material  one.    The  singular  estimation  in  whidi 
his  Essay  was  so  long  held  as  a  scientific  woric  (an 
estimation  groimded,  indeed,  on  the  estimable  character 
of  the  man),  will  one  day  be  thought  a  curious  indica- 
tion of  the  spirit  of  these  times.     His  whole  doctrine  is 
mechanical,  in  its  aim  and  origin,  in  its  method  and  its 
results.  It  a  not  a  philosophy  of  the  mind  :  it  is  a  mere 
discussion  concerning  the  origin  of  our  consciousness* 
or  ideas,  or  whatever  else  they  are  called ;  a  genetic 
history  of  what  we  see  tn  the  mind.     The  grand  secrets 
of  Necessity  and  Freewill,  of  the  Mind's  vital  or  non- 
vital  dependence  on  Matter,  of  our  mysterious  relatioos 
to  Time  and  Space,  to  GKkL,  to  the  Universe,  are  not,  in 
the  feintest  degree,  touched  on  in  these  inquiries ;  and 
seem  not  to  have  the  smallest  connexion  with  them. 

The  last  class  of  our  Scotch  Metaphysicians  had  a 
dim  notion  that  much  of  this  was  wrong;  but  th^ 
knew  not  how  to  right  it.  The  school  of  Reid  had  also 
from  the  first  taken  a  mechanical  course,  not  seeing  any 
other.  The  singular  conclusions  at  which  Hume,  set- 
ting out  from  their  admitted  premises,  was  arriving, 
brought  this  school  into  being ;  they  let  loose  Instinct, 
as  an  undiscriminating  bandog,  to  guard  them  against 
these  conclusions; — tiiey  tugged  lustily  at  the  logical 
chain  by  which  Hume  was  so  coldly  towing  them  and 
the  world  into  bottomless  abysses  of  Atiieism  and 
Fatalism.  But  the  chain  somehow  snapped  between 
them ;  and  the  issue  has  been  that  nobody  now  cares 
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about  either, — any  more  than  about  Hartley's,  Darwin's, 
or  Priestley's  contemporaneous  doings  in  England. 
Hartley's  vibrations  and  vibratiuncles,  one  would  diink, 
were  material  and  mechanical  enough ;  but  our  Conti- 
nental neighbours  have  gone  still  fiarther.  One  of  their 
philosophers  has  lately  discovered,  that  'as  the  liver 
secretes  bile,  so  does  the  brain  secrete  thought ;'  which 
astonishing  discovery  Dr.  Cabanis,  more  lately  still,  in 
his  Rapports  iu  Pkysique  et  du  Morale  de  F  Homme,  has 
pushed  into  its  minutest  developments.  The  metaphy- 
sical philosophy  of  this  last  inquirer  is  certainly  no 
shadowy  or  unsubstantial  one.  He  fiurly  lays  open  our 
moral  structure  with  his  dissecting-knives  and  real  metal 
probes ;  and  exhibits  it  to  the  inspection  of  mankind,  by 
Leuwenhoek  microscopes,  and  inflation  with  the  anato- 
mical blowpipe.  Thought,  he  is  inclined  to  hold,  is  still 
secreted  by  the  brain;  but  then  Poetry  and  Religion 
(and  it  is  reaUy  wcurth  knowing)  are  '  a  product  of  the 
smaller  intestines ! '  We  have  the  greatest  admiration 
for  this  learned  doctor :  with  what  scientific  stoicism  he 
walks  through  the  land  of  wonders,  imwondering ;  like 
a  wise  man  through  some  huge,  gaudy,  imposing 
Vauxhall,  whose  fire-works,  cascades,  and  symphonies, 
the  vulgar  may  enjoy  and  believe  in, — but  where  he 
finds  nothing  real  but  the  saltpetre,  pasteboard,  and 
catgut.  His  book  may  be  regarded  as  the  ultimatum  of 
mechanical  metaphysics  in  our  time ;  a  remarkable  reali- 
zation of  what  in  Martinus  Scriblerus  was  still  only  an 
idea,  that  '  as  the  jack  had  a  meat-roasting  quality, 
so  had  the  body  a  thinking  quality,' — upon  the  strength 
of  which  the  Nurembergers  were  to  build  a  wood-and- 
leather  man,  '  who  should  reason  as  well  as  most  coun- 

n2 
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try  parsons.*  Vaucanson  did  indeed  make  a  wooden 
duck,  that  seemed  to  eat  and  digest:  but  that  bcdd 
scheme  of  the  Nurembergers  remained  for  a  more  mo- 
dem virtuoso. 

This  condition  of  the  two  great  departments  of  know- 
ledge,— the  outward,  cultivated  exclusively  on  mechanical 
principles ;  the  inward  finally  abandoned,  because,  cul- 
tivated on  such  prindplee,  it  is  found  to  yield  no  result, 
—  sufficiently  indicates  the  intellectual  bias  of  our  time, 
its  all-pervading  disposition  towards  that  line  of  inquiry. 
In  fact,  an  in^inurd  persuasion  has  long  been  difliising 
itself,  and  now  and  then  even  comes  to  utterance,  That, 
except  the  external,  there  are  no  true  sciences ;  that  to 
tiie  inward  world  (if  there  be  any)  our  only  conceivable 
road  is  tiirough  the  outward ;  that,  in  short,  what  cannot 
be  investigated  and  understood  mechanically,  cannot  be 
investigated  and  imderstood  at  all.  We  advert  the  more 
particularly  to  these  intellectual  propoisities,  as  to  pro- 
minent symptoms  of  our  age ;  because  Opinion  is  at  all 
times  doubly  related  to  Action,  first  as  cause,  then  as 
effect;  and  the  speculative  tendency  of  any  age  will 
therefore  give  us,  on  the  whole,  the  best  indications  of 
its  practical  tendency. 

Nowhere,  for  example,  is  the  deep,  almost  exclusive 
faith,  we  have  in  Mechanism,  more  visible  than  in  the 
Politics  of  this  time.  CivD  government  does,  by  its 
nature,  include  much  that  is  mechanical,  and  must  be 
treated  accordingly.  We  term  it  indeed,  in  ordinary 
language,  the  Machine  of  Society,  and  talk  of  it  as  the 
grand  working  wheel  from  which  all  private  machines 
must  derive,  or  to  which  tiiey  must  adapt,  their  move- 
ments.    Considered  merely  as  a  metaphor,  all  this  is 


SIGNS  OF  THB  TIMES.  275 

well  enough ;  but  here,  as  in  so  many  other  cases,  the 
'  foam  hardens  itself  into  a  shell/  and  the  shadow  we 
have  wantonly  evoked  stands  terrible  before  us,  and  will 
not  depart  at  our  bidding.  Government  includes  much 
also  that  is  not  mechanical,  and  cannot  be  treated  me- 
chanically ;  of  which  latter  truth,  as  appears  to  us,  the 
political  speculations  and  exertions  of  our  time  are  taking 
less  and  less  cognizance. 

Nay,  in  the  very  outset,  we  might  note  the  mighty 
interest  taken  in  mere  political  arrangements,  as  itself  the 
sign  of  a  mechanical  age.  The  whole  discontent  of  Eu- 
rope takes  this  direction.  The  deep,  strong  cry  of  all 
civilized  nations,  —  a  cry  which,  every  one  now  sees, 
must  and  will  be  answered,  is:  Give  us  a  reform  of 
Government !  A  good  structure  of  legislation,  a  proper 
check  upon  the  executive,  a  wise  arrangement  of  the 
judiciary,  is  all  that  is  wanting  for  human  happiness. 
The  Philosopher  of  this  age  is  not  a  Socrates,  a  Plato,  a 
Hooker,  or  Taylor,  who  inculcates  on  men  the  necessity 
and  infinite  worth  of  moral  goodness,  the  great  truth 
that  our  happiness  depends  on  the  mind  which  is  within 
us,  and  not  on  the  circumstances  which  are  without  us ; 
but  a  Smith,  a  De  Lolme,  a  fientham,  who  chiefly  incul- 
cates the  reverse  of  this,  —  that  our  happiness  depends 
entirely  on  external  circumstances ;  nay,  that  the  strength 
and  dignity  of  the  mind  within  us  is  itself  the  creature 
and  consequence  of  these.  Were  the  laws,  the  govern- 
ment, in  good  order,  all  were  well  with  us;  the  rest 
would  care  for  itself !  Dissentients  from  this  opinion, 
expressed  or  implied,  are  now  rarely  to  be  met  with ; 
widely  and  angrily  as  men  differ  in  its  application,  the 
principle  is  admitted  by  all. 
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Equally  mechanical,  and  of  eqnal  simplicity,  are  tiie 
methods  proposed  by  both  parties  for  completing  or  se- 
curing this  all-sufficient  perfection  of  arrangement.     It 
is  no  longer  the  moral,  religious,  spiritual  condition  of 
the  pec^le  that  is  our  concern,  but  their  physical,  prac- 
tical, economical  condition,  as  regulated  by  public  laira. 
Thus  is  the  Body-politic  more  than  ever  worshipped  and 
tended :  but  the  Soul-politic  less  than  ever.     Love  of 
country,  in  any  high  or  generous  sense,  in  any  otiier 
than  an  almost  animal  sense,  or  mere  habit,  has  little 
importance  attached  to  it  in  such  reforms,  or  in  the  qppo- 
ntion  shown  them.    Men  are  to  be  guided  only  by  their 
self-interests.    Gbod  government  is  a  good  balancing  of 
these;  and,  except  a  keen  eye  and  appetite  for  self- 
interest,  requires  no  virtue  in  any  quarter.    To  both 
parties  it  is  emphatically  a  machine:   to  the  discon- 
tented, a '  taxing-machine ; '  to  the  contented,  a  'machine 
for  securing  property.'     Its  duties  and  its  faults  are  not 
those  of  a  father,  but  of  an  active  pariah  constable. 

Thus  it  is  by  the  mere  condition  of  the  machine ;  by 
preserving  it  untouched,  or  else  by  re-constructing  it, 
and  oiling  it  anew,  that  man's  salvation  as  a  sodal  being 
is  to  be  insured  and  indefinitely  promoted.  Oontrive  the 
fabric  of  law  aright,  and  without  farther  efibrt  on  your 
part,  tiiat  divine  spirit  of  Freedom  which  all  hearts  vene- 
rate and  long  for,  will  of  herself  come  to  inhabit  it;  and 
under  her  healing  wings  every  noxious  influence  vrill 
wither,  every  good  and  salutary  one  more  and  more  ex- 
pand. Nay,  so  devoted  are  we  to  this  princq)le,  and  at 
the  same  time  so  curiously  mechanical,  that  a  new  trade, 
specially  groimded  on  it,  has  arisen  among  us,  under  the 
name  of  '  Codification,'  or  code-making  in  the  abstract ; 
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whereby  any  people,  for  a  reasonable  consideration,  may 
be  accommodated  with  a  patent  code ; — more  easily  than 
curious  individuals  with  patent  breeches,  for  the  people 
does  not  need  to  be  measured  first. 

To  us  who  live  in  the  midst  of  all  tills,  and  see  con- 
tinually the  faith,  hope,  and  practice  of  every  one  founded 
on  Mechanism  of  one  kind  or  other,  it  is  apt  to  seem 
quite  natural,  and  as  if  it  could  never  have  been  other- 
wise. Nevertheless,  if  we  recollect  or  reflect  a  little,  we 
shall  find  both  that  it  has  been,  and  might  again  be, 
otherwise.  The  domain  of  Mechanism, — meaning  there- 
by political,  ecclesiastical,  or  other  outward  establish- 
ments,— was  once  considered  as  embracing,  and  we  are 
persuaded  can  at  any  time  embrace,  but  a  limited  por- 
tion of  man's  interests,  and  by  no  means  the  highest 
portion. 

To  speak  a  little  pedantically,  there  is  a  science  of 
Dynamics  in  man's  fortunes  and  nature,  as  weU  as  of 
Mechanics,  There  is  a  science  which  treats  of,  and  prac- 
tically addresses,  the  primary,  immodified  forces  and 
energies  of  man,  the  mysterious  springs  of  Love,  and 
Fear,  and  Wonder,  of  Enthusiasm,  Poetry,  Religion,  all 
which  have  a  truly  vital  and  infinite  character ;  as  well 
as  a  science  which  practically  addresses  the  finite,  modi- 
fied developments  of  t&ese,  when  they  take  the  shape  of 
immediate  *  motives,'  as  hope  of  reward,  or  as  fear  of 
punishment. 

Now  it  is  certain,  that  in  former  times  the  wise  men, 
the  enlightened  lovers  of  their  kind,  who  appeared  ge- 
nerally as  Moralists,  Poets,  or  Priests,  did,  without  neg- 
lecting the  Mechanical  province,  deal  chi^y  with  the 
Dynamical ;  applying  themselves  chiefly  to  regulate,  in- 
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crea^,  and  purify  the  inward  primary  powers  of  man  ; 
and  fancying  that  herein  lay  the  main  difficulty,  and  the 
best  service  they  could  undertake.     But  a  wide  difRer- 
ence  is  manifest  in  our  age.     For  the  wise  men»  who 
now  appear  as  Political  Philosophers,  deal  exclusively 
with  the  Mechanical  province;    and  occupying  them- 
selves in  counting  up  and  estimating  men's  motives, 
strive  by  curious  checking  and  balancing,    and  other 
adjustments  of  Profit  and  Loss,  to  guide  them  to  their 
true  advantage :  while,  unfortunately,  those  same  '  mo- 
tives '  are  so  innumerable,  and  so  variable  in  every  indi- 
vidual, that  no  really  useful  conclusion  can   ever  be 
drawn  from  their  enumeration.     But  though  Mechan- 
ism, wisely  contrived,  has  done  much  for  man,  in  a 
social  and  moral  point  of  view,  we  cannot  be  persuaded 
that  it  has  ever  been  the  chief  source  of  his  worth  or 
happiness.     Consider  the  great  elements  of  human  en- 
joyment,   the  attainments   and  possessions  that  exalt 
man's  life  to  its  present  height,  and  see  what  part  of 
these  he  owes  to  institutions,  to  Mechanism  of  any 
kind;  and  what  to  the  instinctive,  unbounded  force, 
which  Nature  herself  lent  him,  and  still  continues  to 
him.     Shall  we  say,  for  example,  that  Science  and  Art 
are  indebted  principally  to  the  founders  of  Schools  and 
Universities  ?     Did  not  Science'  originate  rather,  and 
gain  advancement,  in  the  obscure  closets  of  the  Roger 
Bacons,  Keplers,  Newtons ;   in  the  workshops  of  the 
Fausts  and  the  Watts;  wherever,  and  in  what  guise 
soever  Nature,  from  the  first  times  downwards,   had 
sent  a  gift;ed  spirit  upon  the  earth  ?     Again,  were  Ho- 
mer and  Shakspeare  members  of  any  beneficed  guild,  or 
made  Poets  by  means  of  it  ?    Were  Painting  and  Sculp- 
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ture  created  by  forethought,  brought  into  the  world  by 
institutions  for  that  end  ?  No ;  Science  and  Art  have, 
from  first  to  last,  been  the  free  gift  of  Nature ;  an  un- 
solicited, unexpected  gift ;  often  even  a  fatal  one.  These 
things  rose  up,  as  it  were,  by  spontaneous  growth,  in 
the  free  soil  and  sunshine  of  Nature.  They  were  not 
planted  or  grafted,  nor  even  greatly  multiplied  or  im- 
proved by  the  culture  or  manuring  of  institutions.  Ge- 
nerally speaking,  they  have  derived  only  partial  help 
from  these ;  often  enough  have  suffered  damage.  They 
made  constitutions  for  themselves.  They  originated  in 
the  Dynamical  nature  of  man,  not  in  his  Mechanical 
nature. 

Or,  to  take  an  infinitely  higher  instance,  that  of 
the  Christian  Religion,  which,  under  every  theory  of  it, 
in  the  believing  or  unbelieving  mind,  must  ever  be  re- 
garded as  the  crowning  glory,  or  rather  the  life  and 
soul,  of  our  whole  modem  culture  :  How  did  Christianity 
arise  and  spread  abroad  among  men  ?  Was  it  by  insti- 
tutions, and  establishments,  and  well-arranged  systems 
of  mechanism  ?  Not  so ;  on  the  contrary,  in  all  past 
and  existing  institutions  for  those  ends,  its  divine  spirit 
has  invariably  been  found  to  languish  and  decay.  It 
arose  in  the  mystic  deep9  of  man's  soul ;  and  was  spread 
abroad  by  the  '  preaching  of  the  word,'  by  simple,  alto- 
gether natural  and  individual  efforts;  and  fiew,  like 
hallowed  fire,  from  heart  to  heart,  till  all  were  purified 
and  illuminated  by  it ;  and  its  heavenly  light  shone,  as  it 
still  shines,  and  (as  sun  or  star)  will  ever  shine,  through 
the  whole  dark  destinies  of  man.  Here  again  was  no 
Mechanism ;  man's  highest  attainment  was  accomplish- 
ed. Dynamically,  not  Mechanically.     Nay,  we  will  ven- 
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tare  to  say,  that  no  high  attainment,  not  even  any  far-ex- 
tending movement  among  men,  was  ever  accomplighed 
otherwise.  Strange  as  it  may  seem,  if  we  read  History 
with  any  degree  of  thoughtfuhiess,  we  shall  find,  that 
the  checks  and  balances  of  Profit  and  Loss  have  never 
been  the  grand  agents  with  men ;  that  they  have  never 
been  roused  into  deep,  thorough,  all-pervading  effbrtt 
by  any  computable  prospect  of  Profit  and  Loss,  for  any 
visible,  finite  object ;  but  always  for  some  invisible  and 
infinite  one.  The  Crusades  took  their  rise  in  Religion ; 
their  visible  object  was,  commercially  speaking,  worth 
nothing.  It  was  the  boundless.  Invisible  world  that 
was  laid  bare  in  the  imaginations  of  those  men ;  and  in 
its  burning  light,  the  visible  shrunk  as  a  scroll.  Not 
mechanical,  nor  produced  by  mechanical  means,  was 
tiiis  vast  movement.  No  dining  at  Freemason's  Tavern, 
with  the  other  long  train  of  modem  machinery ;  no  cun- 
ning reconciliation  of  'vested  interests,'  was  required 
here:  only  the  passionate  voice  of  one  man,  the 
rapt  soul  looking  through  the  eyes  of  one  man ;  and 
rugged,  steel-clad  Europe  trembled  beneath  his  WOTds, 
and  followed  him  whither  he  listed.  In  later  ages,  it 
was  still  the  same.  The  Reformation  had  an  invisible, 
mystic,  and  ideal  aim  ;  the  result  was  indeed  to  be  em- 
bodied in  external  things ;  but  its  spirit,  its  worth,  was 
internal,  invisible,  infinite.  Our  English  Revolution 
too  originated  in  Religion.  Men  did  battle,  in  those 
old  days,  not  for  Purse  sake,  but  for  Conscience  sake. 
Nay,  in  our  own  days,  it  is  no  way  different.  The 
French  Revolution  itself  had  something  higher  in  it 
than  cheap  bread  and  a  Habeas-corpus  act.  Here  too 
was  an  Idea ;  a  Dynamic,  not  a  Mechanic  force.   It  was 
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a  struggle,  though  a  blind  and  at  last  an  insane  one,  for 
the  infinite,  divine  nature  of  Right,  of  Freedom,  of 
Coxmtrj. 

Thus  does  man,  in  every  age,  vindicate,  consciously 
or  unconsciously,  his  celestial  birthright.  Thus  does 
Nature  hold  on  her  wondrous,  unquestionable  course ; 
and  all  our  systems  and  theories  are  but  so  many  froth- 
eddies  or  sand-banks,  which  from  time  to  time  she 
casts  up,  and  washes  away.  When  we  can  drain  the 
Ocean  into  mill-ponds,  and  bottle  up  the  Force  of 
Ghravity,  to  be  sold  by  retail,  in  gas-jars;  then  may 
we  hope  to  comprehend  the  infinitudes  of  man's  soul 
under  formulas  of  Profit  and  Loss  ;  and  rule  over  this 
too,  as  over  a  patent  engine,  by  checks,  and  valves,  and 
balances. 

Nay,  even  with  regard  to  Government  itself,  can  it 
be  necessary  to  remind  any  one  that  Freedom,  without 
which  indeed  all  spiritual  life  is  impossible,  depends  on 
infinitely  more  complex  influences  than  either  the  ex- 
tension or  the  curtailment  of  the  '  democratic  interest  ? ' 
Who  is  there  that,  '  taking  the  high  priori  road,'  shall 
point  out  what  these  influences  are  ;  what  deep,  subtle, 
inextricably  entangled  influences  they  have  been,  and 
may  be  ?  For  man  is  not  the  creature  and  product 
of  Mechanism;  but,  in  a  fur  truer  sense,  its  creator 
and  producer:  it  is  the  noble  People  that  makes  the 
noble  Gbvemment;  rather  than  conversely.  On  the 
whole.  Institutions  are  much ;  but  they  are  not  all. 
The  freest  and  highest  spirits  of  the  world  have  often 
been  found  under  strange  outward  circumstances : 
Saint  Paul  and  his  brother  Apostles  were  politically 
slaves;  Epictetus  was  personally  one.     Again,  forget 
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the  influences  of  ChivaLy  and  Religion,  and  ask :  What 
countries  produced  Columbus  and  Las  Gasas  ?  Or,  de- 
scending from  virtue  and  heroism,  to  mere  energy  and 
spiritual  talent :  Cortes,  Pizarro,  Alba,  Ximenes  ?  Hie 
Spaniards  of  the  sixteenth  century  were  indisputably 
the  noblest  nation  of  Europe ;  yet  they  had  the  Inquisi- 
tion, and  Philip  II.  They  have  the  same  government 
at  this  day ;  and  are  the  lowest  nation.  The  Dutdi 
too  have  retained  their  old  constitution ;  but  no  Siege 
of  Leyden,  no  William  the  Silent,  not  even  an  Egmont 
or  De  Witt,  any  longer  appears  among  them.  With 
ourselves  also,  where  much  has  changed,  effect  has  &o» 
wise  followed  cause  as  it  should  have  done :  two  cen- 
turies ago,  the  Commons'  Speaker  addressed  Queen 
Elizabeth  on  bended  knees,  happy  that  the  virago's 
foot  did  not  even  smite  him ;  yet  the  people  were  then 
governed,  not  by  a  Castlereagh,  but  by  a  Burghley; 
they  had  their  Shakspeare  and  Philip  Sidney,  where  we 
have  our  Sheridan  Knowles  and  Beau  Brummel. 

These  and  the  like  fiacts  are  so  familiar,  the  trutiis 
which  they  preach  so  obvious,  and  have  in  all  past  times 
been  so  imiversally  believed  and  acted  on,  that  we  should 
almost  feel  ashamed  for  repeating  them ;  were  it  not 
that,  on  every  hand,  the  memory  of  them  seems  to  have 
passed  away,  or  at  best  died  into  a  faint  tradition,  of  no 
value  as  a  practical  principle.  To  judge  by  the  loud 
clamour  of  our  Constitution-builders,  Statists,  Econo- 
mists, directors,  creators,  reformers  of  Public  Societies ; 
in  a  word,  all  manner  of  Mechanists,  from  the  Cart- 
wright  up  to  the  Code-maker ;  and  by  the  nearly  total 
silence  of  all  Preachers  and  Teachers  who  should  give  a 
voice  to  Poetry,  Religion,  and  Morality,  we  might  fancy 
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either  that  man's  Dynamical  nature  was,  to  all  spiritual 
intents,  extinct,  or  else  so  perfected,  that  nothing  more 
was  to  he  made  of  it  hy  the  old  means ;  and  henceforth, 
only  in  his  Mechanical  contrivances  did  any  hope  exist 
for  him. 

To  define  the  limits  of  these  two  departments  of  man's 
activity,  which  work  into  one  another,  and  hy  means  of 
one  another,  so  intricately  and  inseparably,  were  by  its 
nature  an  impossible  attempt.  Their  relative  impor- 
tance, even  to  the  wisest  mind,  will  vary  in  different 
times,  according  to  the  special  wants  and  dispositions  of 
these  times.  Meanwhile,  it  seems  clear  enough  that  only 
in  the  right  co-ordination  of  the  two,  and  the  vigorous 
forwarding  of  both,  does  our  true  line  of  action  lie.  Un- 
due cultivation  of  the  inward  or  Dynamical  province 
leads  to  idle,  visionary,  impracticable  courses,  and,  es- 
pecially in  rude  eras,  to  Superstition  and  Fanaticism, 
with  their  long  train  of  baleful  and  well-known  evils. 
Undue  cultivation  of  the  outward,  again,  though  less  im- 
mediately prejudicial,  and  even  for  the  time  productive 
of  many  palpable  benefits,  must,  in  the  long  run,  by  de- 
stroying Moral  Force,  which  is  the  parent  of  all  other 
Force,  prove  not  less  certainly,  and  perhaps  still  more 
hopelessly,  pernicious.  This,  we  take  it,  is  the  grand 
characteristic  of  our  age.  By  our  skill  in  Mechanism, 
it  has  come  to  pass  that,  in  the  management  of  external 
things,  we  excel  all  other  ages  ;  while  in  whatever  re- 
spects the  pure  moral  nature,  in  true  dignity  of  soul 
and  character,  we  are  perhaps  inferior  to  most  civilized 
ages. 

In  fact,  if  we  look  deeper,  we  shall  find  that  this 
fiuth  in  Mechanism  has  now  struck  its  roots  down  into 
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man's  most  intimate,  primary  sources  of  conviction ;  and 
is  thence  sending  up,  over  his  whole  life  and  activity,  in- 
numerable stems, — fruit-bearing  and  poison-bearing. 
The  truth  is,  men  have  lost  their  belief  in  the  Invisible, 
and  believe,  and  hope,  and  work  only  in  the  Visible ;  or, 
to  speak  it  in  other  words :  This  is  not  a  Religious  age. 
Only  the  material,  the  immediately  practical,  not  the  di- 
vine and  spiritual,  is  important  to  us.  The  infinite,  ab- 
solute character  of  Virtue  has  passed  into  a  finite,  con- 
ditional one ;  it  is  no  longer  a  worship  of  the  Beautiful 
and  Good ;  but  a  calculation  of  the  Profitable.  Wor- 
ship, indeed,  in  any  sense,  is  not  recognised  among  us, 
or  is  mechanically  explained  into  Fear  of  pain,  or  Hope 
of  pleasure.  Our  true  Deity  is  Mechanism.  It  has 
subdued  external  Nature  for  us,  and  we  think  it  will  do 
all  other  things.  We  are  GKants  in  physical  power :  in 
a  deeper  than  metaphorical  sense,  we  are  Titans,  that 
strive,  by  helping  mountain  on  mountain,  to  conquer 
Heaven  also. 

The  strong  Mechanical  character,  so  risible  in  the 
spiritual  pursuits  and  methods  of  this  age,  may  be  traced 
much  farther  into  the  condition  and  prevailing  disposi- 
tion of  our  spiritual  nature  itself.  Consider,  for  exam- 
ple, the  general  fashion  of  Intellect  in  this  era.  Intellect, 
the  power  man  has  of  knowing  and  believing,  is  now 
nearly  synonymous  with  Logic,  or  the  mere  power  of 
arranging  and  communicating.  Its  implement  is  not 
Meditation,  but  Argument.  '  Cause  and  effect '  is  al- 
most the  only  category  under  which  we  look  at,  and 
work  with,  all  Nature.  Our  first  question  with  regard 
to  any  object  is  not.  What  is  it?  but.  How  is  it  ?  We 
are  no  longer  instinctively  driven  to  apprdiend,  and  lay 
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to  heart,  what  is  Good  and  Lovely,  but  rather  to  inquire,  . 
as  onlookers,  how  it  is  produced,  whence  it.  comes, 
whither  it  goes.  Our  favourite  Philosophers  have  no 
love  and  no  hatred ;  they  stand  among  us  not  to  do,  nor 
to  create  an3rthing,  but  as  a  sort  of  Logic-mills  to  grind 
out  the  true  causes  and  effects  of  all  that  is  done  and 
created.  To  the  eye  of  a  Smith,  a  Hume,  or  a  Constant, 
all  is  well  that  works  quietly.  An  Order  of  Ignatius 
Loyola,  a  Presbyterianlsm  of  John  Knox,  a  Wickliffe, 
or  a  Henry  the  Eighth,  are  simply  so  many  mechanical 
phenomena,  caused  or  causing. 

The  Euphuist  of  our  day  differs  much  from  his  plea- 
sant predecessors.  An  intellectual  dapperling  of  these 
times  boasts  chiefly  of  his  irresistible  perspicacity,  his 
'  dwelling  in  the  daylight  of  truth,'  and  so  forth ;  which, 
on  examination,  turns  out  to  be  a  dwelling  in  the  ruuh^ 
light  of  '  closet-logic,'  and  a  deep  unconsciousness  that 
there  is  any  other  light  to  dwell  in ;  or  any  other  objects 
to  survey  with  it.  Wonder,  indeed,  is,  on  all  hands, 
dying  out :  it  b  the  sign  of  uncultivation  to  wonder. 
Speak  to  any  small  man  of  a  high,  majestic  Reforma- 
tion, of  a  high,  majestic  Luther,  and  forthwith  he  sets 
about  '  accounting '  for  it ;  how  the  '  circumstances  of 
the  time '  called  for  such  a  character,  and  found  him,  we 
suppose,  standing  girt  and  road-ready,  to  do  its  errand ; 
how  the  '  circumstances  of  the  time '  created,  fashioned, 
floated  him  quietly  along  into  the  result ;  how,  in  short, 
this  small  man,  had  he  been  there,  could  have  performed 
the  like  himself !  For  it  \&  the  '^  force  of  circumstances ' 
that  does  everything ;  the  force  of  one  man  can  do  no- 
thing. Now  all  this  is  grounded  on  little  more  than  a 
metaphor.    We  figure  Society  as  a  '  Machine,'  and  that 
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mind  is  c^^posed  to  mind,  as  bodj  is  to  body ;  wher^ 
two,  or  at  most  ten,  little  minds  must  be  stronger  than 
one  great  mind.  Notable  absurdity!  For  the  plain 
truth,  very  plain,  we  think,  is,  that  minds  are  opposed 
to  minds  in  quite  a  different  way ;  and  one  man  that  has 
a  higher  Wisdom,  a  hitherto  unknown  spiritual  Truth  in 
him,  is  stronger,  not  than  ten  men  that  have  it  not,  or 
than  ten  thousand,  but  than  all  men,  that  have  it  not ; 
and  stands  among  them  with  a  quite  ethereal,  angelic 
power,  as  with  a  sword  out  of  Heaven's  own  armory, 
sky-tempered,  which  no  buckler,  and  no  tower  of  brass, 
will  finally  withstand. 

But  to  us,  in  these  times,  such  considerations  rarely 
occur.  We  enjoy,  we  see  nothing  by  direct  vision ;  but 
only  by  reflection,  and  in  anatomical  dismemberment. 
Like  Sir  Hudibras,  for  every  Why  we  must  have  a  Where- 
fore. We  have  our  little  theory  on  all  human  and  divine 
things.  Poetry,  the  workings  of  genius  itself,  which  in 
all  times,  with  one  or  another  meaning,  has  been  called 
Inspiration,  and  held  to  be  mysterious  and  inscrutaUe. 
is  no  longer  without  its  scientific  exposition.  The  build- 
ing of  the  lofty  rhyme  is  like  any  other  masonry  or 
bricklaying  :  we  have  theories  of  its  rise,  height,  decline, 
and  fall,  —  which  latter,  it  would  seem,  is  now  near, 
among  all  people.  Of  our  '  Theories  of  Taste,'  as  they 
are  called,  wherein  the  deep,  infinite,  unspeakable  Love 
of  Wisdom  and  Beauty,  which  dwells  in  all  men,  is  '  ex- 
plained,' made  mechanically  visible,  from  '  Association,' 
and  the  like,  why  should  we  say  anything  ?  Hume  has 
written  us  a  '  Natural  History  of  Religion ; '  in  which 
one  Natural  History,  all  the  rest  are  included.  Strange- 
ly, too,  does  the  general  feeling  coincide  with  Hume's 
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in  this  wonderful  problem;  for  whether  his  'Natural 
History '  be  the  right  one  or  not,  that  Religion  must 
have  a  Natural  History,  all  of  us,  cleric  and  laic,  seem 
to  be  agreed.  He  indeed  regards  it  as  a  Disease*  we 
again  as  Health ;  so  far  there  b  a  difiPerence ;  but  in  our 
first  principle  we  are  at  one. 

To  what  extent  theological  Unbelief,  we  mean  intel- 
lectual dissent  from  the  Church,  in  its  view  of  Holy 
Writ,  prevails  at  this  day,  would  be  a  highly  important, 
were  it  not,  under  any  circumstances,  an  almost  im- 
possible inquiry.  But  the  Unbelief,  which  is  of  a  still 
more  fundamental  character,  every  man  may  see  pre- 
vailing, with  scarcely  any  but  the  fedntest  contradiction, 
all  around  him ;  even  in  the  Pulpit  itself.  Religion  in 
most  countries,  more  or  less  in  every  country,  is  no  lon- 
ger what  it  was,  and  should  be,  —  a  thousand- voiced 
psalm  from  the  heart  of  Man  to  his  invisible  Father,  the 
foimtain  of  all  Groodness,  Beauty,  Truth,  and  revealed  in 
every  revelation  of  these ;  but  for  the  most  part,  a  wise 
prudential  feeling  grounded  on  mere  calculation  ;  a  mat- 
ter, as  all  others  now  are,  of  Expediency  and  Utility ; 
whereby  some  smaller  quantum  of  earthly  enjoyment 
may  be  exchanged  for  a  fiEir  larger  quantum  of  celestial 
enjoyment.  Thus  Religion  too  is  Profit;  a  working 
for  wages;  not  Reverence,  but  vulgar  Hope  or  Fear. 
Many,  we  know,  very  many,  we  hope,  are  still  religious 
in  a  far  different  sense  ;  were  it  not  so,  our  case  were 
too  desperate :  but  to  witness  that  such  is  the  temper 
of  the  times,  we  take  any  cahn  observant  man,  who 
agrees  or  disagrees  in  our  feeling  on  the  matter,  and 
ask  him  whether  our  view  of  it  is  not  in  general  well- 
founded. 
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Literature  too,  if  we  consider  it»  gives  similar  testi- 
mony.  At  no  former  era  has  literature,   the  printed 
communication  of  Thought,  been  of  such  importance  as 
it  b  now.    We  often  hear  that  the  Church  is  in  danger ; 
and  truly  so  it  is,  —  in  a  danger  it  seems  not  to  know 
of :  for,  with  its  tithes  in  the  most  perfect  safety,  its 
functions  are  becoming  more  and  more  superseded.   The 
true  Church  of  England,  at  this  moment,  lies  in  the 
Editors  of  its  Newspapers.    These  preach  to  the  people 
daily,  weekly ;  admonishing  kings  themselves ;  advising 
peace  or  war,  with  an  authority  which  only  the  first  Re- 
formers, and  a  long-past  class  of  Popes,  were  possessed 
of ;  inflicting  moral  censure ;    imparting  moral  encou- 
ragement,  consolation,  edification;   in  all  ways,   dili- 
gently '  administering  the  Discipline  of  the  Church.'    It 
may  be  said,  too,  that  in  private  disposition,  the  new 
Preachers  somewhat  resemble  the  Mendicant  Friars  of 
old  times :  outwardly  fuU  of  holy  zeal ;  inwardly  not 
without  stratagem,  and  hunger  for  terrestrial  things. 
But  omitting  this  class,  and  the  boundless  host  of  watery 
personages  who  pipe,  as  they  are  able,  on  so  many 
scrannel  straws,  let  us  look  at  the  higher  regions  of 
Literature,  where,  if  anywhere,  the  pure  melodies  of 
Poesy  and  Wisdom  should  be  heard.     Of  natural  talent 
there  is  no  deficiency:  one  or  two  richly-endowed  indi- 
viduals even  give  us  a  superiority  in  this  respect.     But 
what  is  the  song  they  sing  ?  Is  it  a  tone  of  the  Memnon 
Statue,  breathing  music  as  the  Ught  first  touches  it  ?  A 
'  liquid  wisdom,'  disclosing  to  our  sense  the  deep,  infi- 
nite harmonies  of  Nature  and  man's  soul  ?     Alas,  no ! 
It  is  not  a  matin  or  vesper  h3rmn  to  the  Spirit  of  Beauty, 
but  a  fierce  clashing  of  cymbals,  and  shouting  of  multi- 
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tudes,  as  children  pass  through  the  fire  to  Moloch ! 
Poetry  itself  has  no  eye  for  the  Invisible.  Beauty  is  no 
longer  the  god  it  worships,  but  some  brute  image  of 
Strength;  which  we  may  well  call  an  idol,  for  true 
Strength  is  one  and  the  same  with  Beauty,  and  its  wor- 
ship also  is  a  hymn.  The  meek,  silent  Light  can  mould, 
create,  and  purify  all  Nature  ;  but  the  loud  Whirlwind, 
the  sign  and  product  of  Disunion,  of  Weakness,  passes 
on,  and  is  forgotten.  How  widely  this  veneration  for 
the  physically  Strongest  has  spread  itself  through  Litera- 
ture, any  one  may  judge,  who  reads  either  criticism  or 
poem.  We  praise  a  work,  not  as  *true,*  but  as 
'  strong ;'  our  highest  praise  is  that  it  has  '  affected '  us, 
has  '  terrified '  us.  All  this,  it  has  been  well  observed,  is 
the  '  maximum  of  the  Barbarous,*  the  symptom,  not  of 
vigorous  refinement,  but  of  luxurious  corruption.  It 
speaks  much,  too,  for  men's  indestructible  love  of  truth, 
that  nothing  of  this  kind  will  abide  with  them ;  that  even 
the  talent  ofaB3rTon  cannot  permanently  seduce  us  into 
idol- worship ;  that  he  too,  with  all  his  wild  syren 
charming,  already  begins  to  be  disregarded  and  for- 
gotten. 

Again,  with  respect  to  our  Moral  condition :  here 
also,  he  who  runs  may  read  that  the  same  physical, 
mechanical  influences  are  everywhere  busy.  For  the 
*  superior  morality,'  of  which  we  hear  so  much,  we  too 
would  desire  to  be  thankful :  at  the  same  time,  it  were 
but  blindness  to  deny  that  this  '  superior  morality '  is  pro- 
perly rather  an  '  inferior  criminaHty,'  produced  not  by 
greater  love  of  Virtue,  but  by  greater  perfection  of  Po- 
lice ;  and  of  that  hx  subtler  and  stronger  Police,  called 
Public  Opinion.     This. last  watches  over  us  with   its 
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Argus  eyes  more  keenly  than  ever ;  but  the  '  inward  eye' 
seems  heavy  with  sleep.     Of  any  belief  in  invisible,  di- 
vine things,  we  find  as  few  traces  in  our  Morality  as 
elsewhere.     It  is  by  tangible,  material  considerations 
that  we  are  g^ded,  not  by  inward  and  spiritual.     Self- 
denial,  the  parent  of  all  virtue,  in  any  true  sense  of  that 
word,  has  perhaps  seldom  been  rarer :  so  rare  is  it,  liiat 
the  most,  even  in  their  abstract  speculations,  regard  its 
existence  as  a  chimera.    Virtue  is  Pleasure,  is  Profit ;  no 
celestial,  but  an  earthly  thing.    Virtuous  men.  Philan- 
thropists, Martyrs,  are  happy  accidents ;  their  'taste' 
lies  the  right  way !     In  all  senses,  we  worship  and  fol- 
low after  Power ;  which  may  be  called  a  physical  pur- 
suit.    No  man  now  loves  Truth,  as  Truth  must  be 
loved,  with  an  infinite  love ;  but  only  with  a  finite  love, 
and  as  it  were  ]par  amours.    Nay,  properly  speaking,  he 
does  not  believe  and  know  it,  but  only  '  thinks  *  it,  and 
that '  there  is  every  probability ! '   He  preaches  it  aloud, 
and  rushes  courageously  forth  with  it,  — if  there  is  a 
multitude  huzzaing  at  his  back ;  yet  ever  keeps  looking 
over  his  shoulder,  and  the  instant  the  huzzaing  lan- 
guishes, he  too  stops  short.     In  hot,  what  morality  we 
have  takes  the  shape  of  Ambition,  of  Honour  :  beyond 
money  and  money's  worth,  our  only  rational  blessedness 
is  Popularity.     It  were  but  a  fool's  trick  to  die  for  con- 
science.    Only  for  '  character,'  by  duel,  or  in  case  of 
extremity,  by  suicide,  b  the  wise  man  bound  to  die. 
By  arguing  on  the  '  force  of  circumstances,'  we  have 
argued  away  aU  force  from  ourselves  ;  and  stand  leashed 
together,  uniform  in  dress  and  movement,  like  the  rowers 
of  some  boundless  galley.    This  and  that  may  be  right 
and  true ;  but  we  must  not  do  it.    Wondeifiil '  Force  of 
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Public  Opinion  ! '  We  must  act  and  walk  in  all  points 
as  it  prescribes ;  follow  tbe  traffic  it  bids  us,  realize  the 
sum  of  money,  the  degree  of '  influence '  it  expects  of  us, 
or  we  shall  be  lightly  esteemed ;  certain  mouthfuls  of 
articulate  wind  will  be  blown  at  us,  and  this  what  mor- 
tal courage  can  front  ?  Thus,  while  civil  liberty  is  more 
and  more  secured  to  us,  our  moral  liberty  \&  all  but 
lost.  Practically  considered,  our  creed  is  Fatalism ;  and, 
free  in  hand  and  foot,  we  are  shackled  in  heart  and  soul, 
with  far  straiter  than  feudal  chains.  Truly  may  we  say, 
with  the  Philosopher,  '  the  deep  meaning  of  the  Laws  of 
Mechanism  lies  heavy  on  us  ; '  and  in  the  closet,  in  the 
marketplace,  in  the  temple,  by  the  social  hearth,  en- 
cumbers the  whole  movements  of  our  mind,  and  over 
our  noblest  fsu^ulties  is  spreading  a  nightmare  sleep. 

These  dark  features,  we  are  aware,  belong  more  or 
less  to  other  ages,  as  well  as  to  ours.  This  frdth  in 
Mechanism,  in  the  all-importance  of  physical  things,  is 
in  every  age  the  common  refuge  of  Weakness  and  blind 
Discontent ;  of  all  who  believe,  as  many  will  ever  do, 
that  man's  true  good  lies  without  him,  not  within.  We 
are  aware  also,  that,  as  applied  to  ourselves  in  all  their 
aggravation,  they  form  but  half  a  picture  ;  that  in  the 
whole  picture  there  are  bright  lights  as  well  as  gloomy 
shadows.  If  we  here  dwell  chiefly  on  the  latter,  1^  us 
not  be  blamed :  it  is  in  general  more  profitable  to  reckon 
up  our  defects  than  to  boast  of  our  attainments. 

Neither,  with  all  these  evils  more  or  less  clearly  be- 
fore us,  have  we  at  any  time  despaired  of  the  fortunes  of 
society.  Despair,  or  even  despondency,  in  that  respect, 
appears  to  us,  in  all  cases,  a  groundless  feeling.    We  have 
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a  fiEuth  in  the  imperishable  dignity  of  man ;  in  the  high 
vocation  to  which,  throughout  this  his  earthly  history,  he 
has  been  appointed.  However  it  may  be  with  individual 
nations,  whatever  melancholic  speculators  may  assert,  it 
seems  a  well-ascertained  £act  that,  in  all  times,  reckoning 
even  from  those  of  the  Heraclides  and  Pelasgi,  the  hap- 
piness and  greatness  of  mankind  at  large  have  been  con- 
tinually progressive.  Doubtless  this  age  also  is  ad- 
vancing. Its  very  unrest,  its  ceaseless  activity,  its 
discontent,  contains  matter  of  promise.  Knowledge, 
education,  are  opening  the  eyes  of  the  humblest;  are 
increasing  the  number  of  thinking  minds  without  limit. 
This  is  as  it  should  be ;  for  not  in  turning  back,  not  in 
resisting,  but  only  in  resolutely  struggling  forward,  does 
our  life  consist.  Nay,  after  all,  our  spiritual  maladies 
are  but  of  Opinion ;  we  are  but  fettered  by  chains  of  our 
own  forging,  and  which  ourselves  also  can  rend  asunder. 
Tliis  deep,  paralyzed  subjection  to  physical  objects  comes 
not  from  Nature,  but  from  our  own  unwise  mode  of 
viewing  Nature.  Neither  can  we  understand  that  man 
wants,  at  tliis  hour,  any  faculty  of  heart,  soul,  or  body, 
that  ever  belonged  to  him.  '  He,  who  has  been  bom, 
has  been  a  First  Man ; '  has  had  lying  before  his  yoimg 
eyes,  and  as  yet  unhardened  into  scientific  shapes,  a 
world  as  plastic,  infinite,  divine,  as  lay  before  the  eyes  of 
Adam  himself.  If  Mechanism,  like  some  glass  bell,  en- 
circles and  imprisons  us ;  if  the  soul  looks  forth  on  a  fiaiir 
heavenly  country  which  it  cannot  reach,  and  pines,  and 
in  its  scanty  atmosphere  is  ready  to  perish,  —  yet  the 
bell  is  but  of  glass ;  '  one  bold  stroke  to  break  the  bell  in 
pieces,  and  thou  art  delivered !'  Not  the  invisible  world 
is  wanting,  for  it  dwells  in  man's  soul,  and  this  last  is 
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still  here.  Are  the  solemn  temples  in  which  the  Di- 
vinity was  once  visibly  revealed  among  us,  crumbling 
away  ?  We  can  repair  them,  we  can  rebuild  them. 
The  wisdom,  the  heroic  worth  of  our  forefathers,  which 
we  have  lost,  we  can  recover.  That  admiration  of  old 
nobleness,  which  now  so  often  shows  itself  as  a  faint 
dilettantism,  will  one  day  become  a  generous  emulation, 
and  man  may  again  be  all  that  he  has  been,  and  more 
than  he  has  been.  Nor  are  tliese  the  mere  daydreams  of 
fiemcy;  they  are  clear  possibilities;  nay,  in  this  time 
they  are  even  assuming  the  character  of  hopes.  Indi- 
cations we  do  see,  in  other  countries  and  in  our  own, 
signs  infinitely  cheering  to  us,  that  Mechanism  is  not 
always  to  be  our  hard  taskmaster,  but  one  day  to  be  our 
pliant,  all-ministering  servant ;  that  a  new  and  brighter 
spiritual  era  is  slowly  evolving  itself  for  all  men.  But 
on  these  things  our  present  course  forbids  us  to  enter. 

Meanwhile,  that  great  outward  changes  are  in  pro- 
gress can  be  doubtful  to  no  one.  The  time  is  sick  and 
out  of  joint.  Many  things  have  reached  their  height ; 
and  it  is  a  wise  adage  that  tells  us,  '  the  darkest  hour  is 
nearest  the  dawn.'  Wherever  we  can  gather  any  indi- 
cation of  the  public  thought,  whether  from  printed  books, 
as  in  France  or  G^ermany,  or  from  Carbonari  rebellions 
and  other  political  tumults,  as  in  Spain,  Portugal,  Italy, 
and  Grreece,  the  voice  it  utters  is  the  same.  The  think« 
ing  minds  of  all  nations  call  for  change.  There  is  a 
deep-lying  struggle  in  the  whole  fabric  of  society;  a 
boundless,  grinding  collision  of  the  New  with  the  Old. 
The  French  Revolution,  as  is  now  visible  enough,  was 
not  the  parent  of  this  mighty  movement,  but  its  offspring. 
Those  two  hostile  influences,  which  always  exist  in 
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human  things,  and  on  the  constant  intercommunion  of 
which  depends  their  health  and  safety,  had  lain  in  sepa- 
rate masses,  accumulating  through  generations,  and 
France  was  the  scene  of  their  fiercest  explosion  ;  but  die 
final  issue  was  not  unfolded  in  that  country :  nay,  it  is 
not  yet  any  where  imfolded.  Political  freedom  is  hitherto 
the  object  of  these  efforts ;  but  they  will  not  and  cannot 
stop  there.  It  is  towards  a  higher  freedom  than  mere 
freedom  from  oppression  by  his  fellow- mortal,  that  man 
dimly  aims.  Of  this  higher,  heavenly  freedom,  which 
is  '  man's  reasonable  service, '  all  his  noble  institutions, 
his  frdthfol  endeavours,  and  loftiest  attainments,  are  but 
the  body,  and  more  and  more  approximated  emblem. 

On  the  whole,  as  this  wondrous  planet.  Earth,  is 
journeying  with  its  fellows  throu^  infinite  Space,  so  are 
the  wondrous  destinies  embaiiced  on  it  journeying 
through  infinite  Time,  under  a  higher  guidance  than 
ours.  For  the  present,  as  our  astronomy  informs  us,  its 
path  lies  towards  Hercules,  the  constellation  of  Pkynetd 
Power :  but  that  is  not  our  most  pressing  concern.  Go 
where  it  will,  the  deep  Hbavbn  will  be  around  it. 
Therein  let  us  have  hope  and  sure  faith.  To  reform  a 
world,  to  reform  a  nation,  no  wise  man  will  undertake ; 
and  all  but  foolish  men  know  that  the  only  solid,  though 
a  fEur  slower  reformation,  in  what  each  begins  and  per- 
fects on  himself. 
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JEAN  PAUL  FRIEDRICH  RICHTER  AGAIN.* 

[1830.] 

It  is  some  six  years  since  the  name  '  Jean  Paul 
Friedrich  Riditer '  was  first  printed  with  English  types ; 
and  some  six-and-forty  since  it  has  stood  emblazoned 
and  illuminated  on  all  true  literary  Indicators  among  the 
Germans ;  a  fact,  which,  if  we  consider  the  history  of 
many  a  Kotzebue  and  Chateaubriand,  within  that  period, 
may  confirm  the  old  doctrine,  that  the  best  celebrity 
does  not  always  spread  the  fastest;  but  rather,  quite 
contrariwise,  that  as  blown  bladders  are  hi  more  easily 
carried  than  metallic  masses,  though  gold  ones,  of 
equal  bulk,  so  the  Playwright,  Poetaster,  Philosophe, 
will  often  pass  triumphantly  beyond  seas,  while  the  Poet 
and  Philosopher  abide  quietly  at  home.  Such  is  the  or- 
der of  Nature :  a  Spurzheim  flies  from  Vienna  to  Paris 
and  London,  within  the  year ;  a  Kant,  slowly  advancing, 
may  perhaps  reach  us  frtmi  Konigsberg  within  the  cen- 
tury :  Newton,  merely  to  cross  the  narrow  Channel,  re- 
quired fifty  years;  Shakspeare,  again,  three  times  as 
many.  It  is  true,  there  are  examples  of  an  opposite 
sort ;  now  and  then,  by  some  rare  chance,  a  Groethe,  a 
Cervantes,  will  occur  in  literature,  and  Kings  may  laugh 
over  Don  Qndxotte  while  it  is  yet  unfinished,  and  scenes 

*  Foreign  Beriew,  No.  9. — Wahrheit  au$  Jean  PauVt  Leben. 
(Biography  of  Jean  Paul.)  Ute$f  2tet,  Zte$  Bdndchen,  Breslau, 
1826,  '27,  '28. 
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from  Werter  be  painted  on  Chinese  tea-cups,  while  the 
author  is  still  a  stripling.  These,  however,  are  not  the 
rule,  but  the  exceptions-:  nay,  rightly  interpreted,  the 
exceptions  which  confirm  it.  In  general,  that  sudden 
tumultuous  popularity  comes  more  frx>m  partial  delirium 
on  both  sides,  than  frx>m  clear  insight ;  and  is  of  evil 
omen  to  all  concerned  with  it.  How  many  loud  Bac- 
chus-festivals of  this  sort  have  we  seen  prove  to  be 
Pseudo-Bacchanalia,  and  end  in  directly  the  inverse  of 
Orgies !  Drawn  by  his  team  of  lions,  the  joUy  god  ad- 
vances as  a  real  god,  with  all  his  thjrrsi,  cymbals,  Fhal- 
lophori,  and  Msenadic  women:  the  air,  the  earth  is 
giddy  with  their  clangour,  their  Evohes :  but,  alas  !  in  a 
little  while,  the  lion-team  shows  long  ears,  and  becomes 
too  clearly  an  ass-team  in  lion-skins;  the  Msenads 
wheel  round  in  amazement ;  and  then  the  jolly  god, 
dragged  from  his  chariot,  is  trodden  into  the  kennels  as 
a  dnmk  mortal. 

That  no  such  apotheosis  was  appointed  for  Richter 
in  his  own  country,  or  is  now  to  be  anticipated  in  any 
other,  we  cannot  but  regard  as  a  natural,  and  nowise 
unfortunate  circumstance.  What  divinity  lies  in  him 
requires  a  calmer  worship,  and  frt>m  quite  another  class 
of  worshippers.  Neither,  in  spite  of  that  forty-years 
abeyance,  shall  we  accuse  England  of  any  uncommon 
blindness  towards  him  :  nay,  taking  all  things  into  ac- 
count, we  should  rather  consider  his  actual  footing  among 
us,  as  evincing  not  only  an  increased  rapidity  in  literary 
intercourse,  but  an  intrinsic  improvement  in  the  manner 
and  objects  of  it.  Our  feeling  of  foreign  excellence,  we 
hope,  must  be  becoming  truer :  our  Insular  taste  must 
be  opening  more  and  more  into  a  European  one.     For 
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Richter  is  by  no  means  a  man  whose  merits,  like  his 
singularities,  force  themselves  on  the  general  eye ;  in- 
deed, without  great  patience,  and  some  considerable 
Catholicism  of  disposition,  no  reader  is  likely  to  prosper 
much  with  him.  He  has  a  fine,  high,  altogether  unusual 
talent ;  and  a  manner  of  expressing  it  perhaps  still  more 
unusual.  He  is  a  Himiorist  heartily  and  throughout; 
not  only  in  low  provinces  of  thought,  where  this  is  more 
common,  but  in  the  loftiest  provinces,  where  it  is  well- 
nigh  unexampled;  and  thus,  in  wild  sport,  'pla3ring 
bowls  with  the  sun  and  moon,'  he  fashions  the  strangest 
ideal  world,  which  at  first  glance  looks  no  better  than  a 
chaos.  The  Germans  themselves  find  much  to  bear  with 
in  him ;  and  for  readers  of  any  other  nation,  he  is  in- 
volved in  almost  boimdless  complexity ;  a  mighty  maze, 
indeed,  but  in  which  the  plan,  or  traces  of  a  plan,  are 
nowhere  visible.  Far  from  appreciating  and  appropri- 
ating the  spirit  of  his  writings,  foreigners  find  it  in  the 
highest  degree  difficult  to  seize  their  grammatical  mean- 
ing. Probably  there  is  not,  in  any  modem  language,  so 
intricate  a  writer ;  abounding,  without  measure,  in  ob- 
scure allusions,  in  the  most  twisted  phraseology ;  per- 
plexed into  endless  entanglements  and  dislocations, 
parenthesis  within  parenthesis ;  not  forgetting  elisions, 
sudden  whirls,  quips,  conceits,  and  all  manner  of  inex- 
plicable crotchets :  the  whole  moving  on  in  the  gayest 
manner,  yet  nowise  in  what  seem  military  lines,  but 
rather  in  huge  party-coloured  mob-masses.  How  fo- 
reigners must  find  themselves  bested  in  tins  case,  our 
readers  may  best  judge  from  the  fact,  that  a  work  with 
the  following  title  was  undertaken  some  twenty  years 
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ago,  for  the  benefit  of  Riditer'6  own  countrymen  :  '  K. 
'  Reinkold*8  Lexicon  for  Jem^  PmtTs  Works,  or  expUmaium 
'of  all  the  foreign  words  and  umuml  modes  of  speech 
'  which  occur  in  his  writings;  with  short  notices  of  Urn 
'  historical  persons  and  facts  therein  alluded  to ;  andpUn 
*  German  versions  of  the  more  difficult  passages  in  the 
'  contest :  —  a  necessary  assistance  for  aUwho  would  read 
'those  works  with  profit/'   So  much  for  the  dress  or 
vehicle  of  Richter's  thoughts :  now  let  it  only  be  re- 
membered farther,  that  the  thoughto  themselves  are  often 
of  the  most  abstruse  descriptioii ;  so  that  not  till  after 
laborious  meditation,  can  much,  either  of  truth  or  of 
Msehood,  be  discerned  in  them ;  and  we  have  a  man, 
from  whom  readers  ^th  weak  nerves,  and  a  taste  in  any 
degree  sickly,  will  not  £ul  to  recoil,  perhaps  with  a  sen- 
timent approaching  to  horror.    And  yet,  as  we  said, 
notwithstanding  all  these  drawbacks,  Bichter  already 
meets  with  a  certain  recc^mtion  in  En^and ;  he  has  his 
readers  and  admirers;   various  translations  from  his 
works  have  been  puUished  among  us ;  criticisms,  also, 
not  without  clear  discernment,  and  nowise  wanting  in 
api^use ;  and  t6  all  this,  so  far  as  we  can  see,  even  tiie 
Un-Oermto  part  of  the  public  has  listened  with  some 
curiosity  and  hopeful  anticipation.     From  which  symp- 
toms we  should  infer  two  things,  both  very  comfortable 
to  us  in  our  present  capacity :  First,  that  the  old  stniit- 
laced,  microscopic  sect  of  Belles-lettres  men,  whoae  dt- 
viiiity  was  '  Elegance,'  ft  creed  of  Frendi  growth,  and 
more  admirable  for  men-milliners  than  for  critics  and 
philosophers,  must  be  rapidly  declining  in  these  Islands ; 
and,  secondly,  which  is  a  nnick  more  perscmal  conside- 
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radon,  that,  in  still  further  investigating  and  exhibiting 
this  wonderful  Jean  Paul,  we  have  attempted  what  will 
be,  for  many  of  our  readers,  no  unwelcome  service. 

Our  inquiry  naturally  divides  itself  into  two  depart- 
ments, the  Biographical  and  the  Critical;  concerning 
both  of  which,  in  their  order,  we  have  some  observations 
to  make ;  and  what,  in  regard  to  the  latter  department 
at  least,  we  reckon  more  profitable,  some  rather  curious 
documents  to  present. 

It  does  not  appear  that  Richter's  life,  externally 
considered,  differed  much  in  general  character  from 
other  literary  lives,  which,  for  most  part,  are  so  barren 
of  incident:  the  earlier  portion  of  it  was  straitened 
enough,  but  not  otherwise  distinguished ;  the  latter  and 
busiest  portion  of  it  was,  in  like  manner,  altogether 
private;  spent  chiefly  in  provincial  towns,  and  ^)art 
from  high  scenes  or  persons ;  its  principal  occurrences 
the  new  books  he  wrote,  its  whole  course  a  spiritual 
and  silent  one.  He  became  an  author  in  his  nineteenth 
year;  and  with  a  conscientious  asnduity,  adhered  to 
that  employment ;  not  seeking,  indeed  carefully  avoiding, 
any  interruption  or  disturbance  therein,  were  it  only  for 
a  day  or  an  hour.  Nevertheless,  in  looking  over  those 
Sixty  Volumes  of  his,  we  feel  as  if  Richter's  history 
must  have  another,  much  deeper  interest  and  worth, 
than  outward  incidents  could  impart  to  it.  For  the 
spirit  which  shines  more  or  less  completely  through  his 
writings,  is  one  of  perennial  excellence ;  rare  in  all  times 
and  situations^  and  perhaps  nowhere  and  in  no  time  more 
rare  than  in  literary  Europe,  at  this  era.  We  see  in  this 
man  a  high,  self-subsistent,  original,  and,  in  many  res- 
pects, even  great  character.     He  shows  himsdf  a  man 
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of  wonderful  gifts,  and  with,  perhaps,  a  still  happier 
combination  and  adjustment  of  these :  in  whom  Phi- 
losophy and  Poetry  are  not  only  reconciled,  but  blended 
together  into  a  purer  essence,  into  Reli^on  ;  who,  with 
the  softest,  most  universal  sympathy  for  outward  things, 
is  inwardly  calm,  impregnable ;  holds  on  his  way  through 
all  temptations  and  afflictions,  so  quietly,  yet  so  in- 
flexibly ;  the  true  literary  man,  among  a  thousand  false 
ones,  the  Apollo  among  neatherds ;  in  one  word,  a  man 
understandmg  the  nineteenth  century,  and  Uving  in  the 
midst  of  it,  yet  whose  life  is,  in  some  measure,  a  heroic 
and  devout  one.  No  character  of  this  kind,  we  are 
aware,  is  to  be  formed  without  manifold  and  victorious 
struggling  with  the  world ;  and  the  narrative  of  such 
struggling,  what  little  of  it  can  be  narrated  and  inter- 
preted, will  belong  to  the  highest  species  of  history. 
The  acted  life  of  such  a  man,  it  has  been  said,  '  is  itself 
a  Bible ; '  it  is  a  '  Gospel  of  Freedom,'  preached  abroad 
to  all  men ;  whereby,  among  mean  unbelieving  souls, 
we  may  know  that  nobleness  has  not  yet  become  im- 
possible ;  and,  languishing  amid  boundless  triviality  and 
despicability,  still  understand  that  man's  nature  is  inde* 
feasibly  divine,  and  so  hold  fast  what  is  the  most  im- 
portant of  all  fiedths,  the  faith  in  ourselves. 

But  if  the  acted  life  of  a  pius  Votes  is  so  high  a  mat- 
ter, the  written  life,  which,  if  properly  written,  would  be 
a  translation  and  interpretation  thereof,  must  also  have 
great  value.  It  has  been  said  that  no  Poet  is  equal  to 
his  Poem,  which  sa3ring  is  partially  true;  but,  in  a  deep^ 
sense,  it  may  also  be  asserted,  and  with  still  greater  truth, 
that  no  Poem  is  equal  to  its  Poet.  Now,  it  is  Biography 
that  first  gives  us  both  Poet  and  Poem ;  by  the  ngnifi- 
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cance  of  the  one,  elucidating  and  completing  that  of  the 
other.  That  ideal  outline  of  himsdf,  which  a  man  un- 
consciously shadows  forth  in  his  writmgs,  and  which, 
rightly  deciphered,  will  he  truer  than  any  other  repre- 
sentation of  him,  it  is  the  task  of  the  Biographer  to  fill 
up  into  an  actual  coherent  figure,  and  hring  home  to  our 
experience,  or  at  least,  our  clear  undouhting  admiration, 
thereby  to  instruct  and  edify  us  in  many  ways.  Con- 
ducted on  such  principles,  the  Biography  of  great  men, 
especially  of  great  Poets,  that  is,  of  men  in  the  highest 
degree  noble-minded  and  wise,  might  become  one  of  the 
most  dignified  and  valuable  species  of  composition.  As 
matters  stand,  indeed,  there  are  few  Biographies  that 
accomplish  anything  of  this  kind :  the  most  are  mere 
Indexes  of  a  Biography,  which  each  reader  is  to  write 
out  for  himself,  as  he  peruses  them;  not  the  living  body, 
but  the  dry  bones  of  a  body^  which  should  have  been 
alive.  To  expect  any  such  Promethean  virtue  in  a  com- 
mon Life-writer  were  unreasonable  enough.  How  shall 
that  unhappy  Biographic  brotherhood,  instead  of  writing 
like  Index-makers  and  Govemment-derks,  suddenly  be- 
come enkindled  with  some  sparks  of  intellect,  or  even  of 
genial  fire ;  and  not  only  collecting  dates  and  facts,  but 
making  use  of  them,  look  beyond  the  surface  and  econo- 
mical form  of  a  man's  life,  into  its  substance  and  spirit  ? 
The  truth  is.  Biographies  are  in  a  similar  case  with  Ser- 
mons and  Songs :  they  have  their  scientific  rules,  their 
ideal  of  perfection  and  of  imperfection,  as  all  things  have ; 
but  hitherto  their  rules  are  only,  as  it  were,  unseen  Laws 
of  Nature,  not  critical  Acts  of  Parliament,  and  threaten 
us  with  no  immediate  penalty:  besides,  unlike  Tragedies 
and  Epics,  such  works  may  be  something  without  being 
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all :  their  simplicity  of  £Drm,  moreoTer*  is  apt  to  seem 
eaaineas  of  ezecation ;  and  thus»  for  one  artist  in  those 
departments,  we  have  a  thousand  hnnglers. 

With  regard  to  Richter,  in  particular*  to  say  that  his 
hiogiaphic  treatment  has  heen  worse  than  usual,  were 
saying  much ;  yet  worse  than  we  expected,  it  has  cer- 
tainly been.  Various  '  lives  of  Jean  Paul,'  anxiously 
endeavouring  to  profit  by  the  public  excitement  while  it 
lasted,  and  communicating  in  a  given  space  almost  a 
minimnm  of  infbnnation,  have  been  read  by  us,  within 
the  last  four  years,  with  no  great  disi^pointment.  We 
strove  to  take  thankfully  what  little  they  had  to  give ; 
and  looked  forward,  in  hope,  to  that  promised  '  Auto- 
biography,' wherein  all  deficiencies  were  to  be  supplied. 
Several  years  before  his  death,  it  would  seem,  Richter 
had  determined  on  writing  some  account  of  his  own  life; 
and  with  his  customary  honesty,  had  set  about  a  thorough 
preparation  fisr  this  task.  After  revolving  many  plans, 
some  of  them  aingnlar  enough,  he  at  last  determined  on 
the  form  of  composition ;  and  with  a  half-^portfiil  aUusion 
to  (Goethe's  Dichhmg  und  Wakrheii  ama  memem  Lebcn, 
had  prefixed  to  his  vraxk  the  title  Wakrheii  mus  memem 
Leben  (Truth  from  my  life) ;  Imving  relinquished,  as 
impracticable,  tiie  strai^  idea  of  '  writing,  paralkl  to 
'  it,  a  Dicktung  (Fiction)  also,  under  cover  of  Nicokua 
'  Margraf,' — a  certain  Apothecary,  existing  only  as  hero 
of  one  of  his  last  Noveb !  In  this  work,  which  weightier 
avocations  had  indeed  retarded  or  suspended,  consider- 
able progxess  was  said  to  have  been  made;  and  on 
Ricfater's  decease,  Herr  Otto,  a  man  of  taknts«  who  had 
been  his  intimate  friend  for  half  a  life-time,  undertook 
the  editing  and  completing  of  it ;  not  without  sufficient 


JBAK  PAUL  FBIBDRICH  RICHTER.  303 

prodamatioii  and  assertion,  which  in  the  meanwhile  was 
credible  enough,  that  to  him  only  could  the  post  d 
Richter's  Biographer  belong. 

Three  littie  Volumes  of  that  Wakrheit  aus  Jean  Pours 
Leben,  published  in  the  course  of  as  many  years,  are  at 
length  before  us.  The  First  volume,  which  came  out  in 
1826,  occasioned  some  surprise,  if  not  disappointment; 
yet  still  left  room  for  hope.  It  was  the  commencement 
of  a  real  Autobiography,  and  written  with  much  hearti- 
ness and  even  dignity  of  manner;  though  taken  up  under 
a  quite  unexpected  point  of  view;  in  that  spirit  of  genial 
humour,  of  gay  earnestness,  which,  with  all  its  strange 
fantastic  accompaniments,  often  sat  on  Jean  Paul  so 
gracefully,  and  to  which,  at  any  rate,  no  reader  of  his 
works  could  be  a  stranger.  By  virtue  d  an  autocratic 
ukase,  Paul  had  appointed  himself  '  Professor  of  his  own 
History,'  and  delivered  to  the  Universe  three  beautiful 
'  Lectures '  on  that  subject ;  boasting,  justiy  enough, 
that,  in  his  special  department,  he  was  better  informed 
than  any  other  man  whatever.  He  was  not  without  his 
oratorical  secrets  and  professorial  habits :  thus,  as  Mr. 
WcHtley,  in  writing  his  parliamentary  speech  to  be  read 
within  his  hat,  had  marked,  in  various  passages,  '  Here 
cough,'  so  Paul  with  greater  brevity,  had  an  arbitrary 
hieroglyph  introduced  here  and  there,  among  his  piqsers, 
and  purporting,  as  he  tells  us,  "  Meine  Herren,  nienumd 
fckarre,  memand  gahne.  Gentlemen,  no  scraping,  no 
yawning!" — a  hieroglyph,  we  must  say,  which  many 
public  speakers  might  stand  more  in  need  of  than  he. 

Unfortunately,  in  the  Second  v(dume,  no  other  Lec- 
tures came  to  light,  but  only  a  string  of  disconnected, 
indeed  quite  heterogeneous  Notes,  intended  to  have  been 
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fashioned  into  such ;  the  fiill  free  stream  of  oratory  dis- 
sipated itself  into  unsatisfactory  drops.  With  the  Third 
volume,  which  is  by  much  the  longest,  Herr  Otto  appears 
more  decidedly  in  his  own  person,  though  still  rather 
with  the  scissors  than  with  the  pen;  and,  behind  a  mul- 
titude of  circimivallations  and  outposts,  endeavours  to 
advance  his  history  a  little ;  the  Lectures  having  left  it 
still  almost  at  the  very  commencement.  His  peculiar 
plan,  and  the  too  manifest  purpose  to  continue  speaking 
in  Jean  Paul's  manner,  greatly  obstruct  his  progress ; 
which,  indeed,  is  so  inconsiderable,  that  at  the  end  ci 
this  third  volume,  that  is,  after  some  seven  hundred 
small  octavo  pages,  we  find  the  hero,  as  yet,  scarcely 
beyond  his  twentieth  year,  and  the  history  proper  still 
only,  as  it  were,  beginning.  We  cannot  but  regret  that 
Herr  Otto,  whose  talent  and  good  purpose,  to  say  nothing 
of  his  relation  to  Richter,  demand  regard  from  us»  had 
not  adopted  some  straight-forward  method,  and  spoken 
out  in  plain  prose,  which  seems  a  more  natural  dialect 
for  him,  what  he  had  to  say  on  this  matter.  Instead  of 
a  multifBurious  combination,  tending  so  slowly,  if  at  all, 
towards  unity,  he  might,  without  omitting  those  '  Lec- 
tures,' or  any  '  Note '  that  had  value,  have  given  us  a 
direct  Narrative,  which,  if  it  had  wanted  the  line  of 
Beauty,  might  have  had  the  still  more  indispensable  line 
of  Reg^ularity,  and  been,  at  all  events,  far  shorter.  Till 
Herr  Otto's  work  is  completed,  we  cannot  speak  posi- 
tively; but,  in  the  meanwhile,  we  must  say  that  it  wears 
an  unprosperous  aspect,  and  leaves  room  to  fear  that* 
after  all,  Richter's  Biography  may  still  long  continue  a 
problem.  As  for  ourselves,  in  this  state  of  matters,  what 
help,  towards  characterizing  Jean  Paul's  practical  Life, 
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we  can  afford,  is  but  a  few  slight  facts  gleaned  from  Herr 
Otto's  and  other  meaner  works ;  and  which,  even  in  our 
own  eyes,  are  extremely  insufficient. 

Richter  was  bom  at  Wonsiedel  in  Baireuth,  in  the 
year  1 763 ;  and  as  his  birthday  fell  on  the  21st  of  March, 
it  was  sometimes  wittily  said  that  he  and  the  Spring  were 
bom  together.  He  himself  mentions  this,  and  with  a 
laudable  intention :  *  this  epigrammatic  fact,'  says  he, 
'  that  I  the  Professor  and  the  Spring  came  into  the  world 
'  together,  I  have  indeed  brought  out  a  hundred  times  in 

*  conversation,  before  now;  but  I  fire  it  off  here  pur- 

*  posely,  like  a  cannon-salute,  for  the  hundred  and  first 

*  time,  that  so  by  printing  I  may  ever  henceforth  be  im- 
'  able  to  offer  it  again  as  bonmot -bonbon,  when,  through 

*  the  Printer's  Devil,  it  has  already  been  presented  to  all 
'  the  world.'  Destiny,  he  seems  to  think,  made  another 
witticism  on  him ;  the  word  Richter  being  appellative  as 
well  as  proper,  in  the  Grerman  tongue,  where  it  signifies 
Judge,  His  Christian  name,  Jean  Paul,  which  long  passed 
for  some  freak  of  his  own,  and  a  pseudon3rm,  he  seems  to 
have  derived  honestly  enough,  from  his  maternal  grand- 
father, Johann  Paul  Kuhn,  a  substantial  cloth-maker,  in 
Hof ;  only  translating  the  (German  Johann  into  the  French 
Jean,  The  Richters,  for  at  least  two  generations,  had 
been  schoolmasters,  or  very  subaltern  churchmen,  dis- 
tinguished for  their  poverty  and  their  piety :  the  grand- 
father, it  appears,  is  still  remembered  in  his  little  circle, 
as  a  man  of  quite  remarkable  innocence  and  holiness ; 
'  in  Neustadt,*  says  his  descendant,  *  they  will  show  you 
'  a  bench  behind  the  organ,  where  he  knelt  on  Sundays, 
'  and  a  cave  he  had  made  for  himself  in  what  b  called  the 
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'  lAtde  Culm,  where  he  was  wont  to  pray.'  Holdmg,  and 
laboriously  discharging*  three  school  or  chnrdi  offices* 
his  yearly  income  scarcely  amounted  to  fifteen  pounds : 
'  and  at  this  Hunger-fountain,  conmion  enough  for  Bai- 
'  reuth  school-people,  the  man  stood  thirty-five  years 
'  long,  and  cheerfully  drew.'  Preferment  had  been  slow 
in  visiting  him :  but  at  length,  '  it  came  to  pass,'  says 
Fbul,  '  just  in  my  birth-3rear,  that,  on  the  6th  of  August, 
'  probably  through  special  connexions  with  the  Higher 
*  Powers,  he  did  obtain  one  of  the  most  important  places; 
'  in  comparison  with  which,  truly,  Rectorate,  and  Town, 
'  and  cave  in  the  Culmberg,  were  well  worth  exchanging; 
'  a  place,  namely,  in  the  Neustadt  Churchyard.'*'  —  His 
'  good  wife  had  been  promoted  thither  twenty  jeers  be- 
'  fore  him.  My  parents  had  taken  me,  an  infent,  along 
'  with  them  to  his  death-bed.  He  was  in  the  act  of 
'  departing,  when  a  clergyman  (as  my  fether  has  often 
'  told  me)  said  to  them :  Now,  let  the  old  Jacob  lay  his 
'  hand  on  the  child,  and  bless  him.  I  was  held  into  the 
'  bed  of  death,  and  he  laid  his  hand  on  my  head. — ^Thoa 
'  good  old  grandfather !  Often  have  I  thought  of  thy 
'  hand,  blessing  as  it  g^w  cold, — when  Fate  led  me  out 
'  of  dark  hours  into  clearer, — and  already  I  can  believe 
'  in  thy  blessing,  in  this  material  world,  whose  life,  foon- 
'  dation,  and  essence  is  Spirit ! ' 

The  father,  who  at  this  time  occupied  tiie  humUe 
post  of  Tertkie  (Under-schoolmaster)  and  Organist  at 
Wonsiedel,  was  shortly  afterwards  appointed  Clergyman 

*  Gottetacker  (God't-field),  not  Kirchhqft  the  more  common 
term,  and  exactly  oorresponding  to  onrs,  is  the  word  Richter  met 
here,  —  and  ahnott  always  elsewhere,  whidi  in  his  writinga  he  has 
often  oocaskm  to  do. 
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in  the  hamlet  of  Jodiz ;  and  thence,  in  the  course  of 
yean,  transferred  to  Schwarzenbach  on  the  Saale.  He 
too  was  of  a  truly  devout  disposition,  though  combining 
with  it  more  energy  of  character,  and  apparently  more 
general  talent;  being  noted  in  his  neighbourhood  as  a 
bold,  zealous  preacher ;  and  still  partially  known  to  the 
world,  we  believe,  for  some  meritorious  compositions  in 
Church-music  In  poverty  he  cannot  be  said  to  have 
altogether  equalled  his  predecessor,  who  through  life  ate 
nothing  but  bread  and  beer ;  yet  poor  enough  he  was ; 
and  no  less  cheerful  than  poor.  The  thriving  burgher's 
daughter,  whom  he  took  to  wife,  had,  as  we  guess, 
brought  no  money  with  her,  but  only  habits  little  advan- 
tageous for  a  schoolmaster  or  parson ;  at  all  events,  the 
worthy  man,  frugal  as  his  household  was,  had  continual 
difficulties,  and  even  died  in  debt.  Paul,  who  in  those 
days  was  called  Fritz,  narrates  gaily,  how  his  mother 
used  to  despatch  him  to  Hof,  her  native  town,  with  a 
provender-bag  stra]^)ed  over  his  shoulders,  under  pretext 
of  purchasing  at  a  cheaper  rate  there ;  but  in  reality  to 
get  his  groceries  and  dainties  furnished  gratis  by  his 
grandmother.  He  was  wont  to  kiss  his  grand^Either's 
hand  behind  the  loom,  and  speak  with  him ;  while  the 
good  old  lady,  parsimonious  to  all  the  world,  but  lavish 
to  her  own,  privily  filled  his  bag  with  the  good  things  c^ 
this  life,  and  even  gave  him  almonds  for  himself,  which, 
however,  he  kept  for  a  friend.  One  other  little  traits 
quite  new  in  ecclesiastical  annals,  we  must  here  com- 
mimicate.  Paul,  in  summing  up  the  joys  of  existence  at 
Jodiz,  mentions  this  among  the  number : 

'In  Autumn  evenings  (and  though  the  weather  were  bad) 
the  Father  used  to  go  in  his  night-gown,  with  Paul  and 
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Adam  into  a  potatoe-field  lying  over  the  Saale.  The  one 
younker  carried  a  mattock,,  the  other  a  hand-basket.  Ar- 
rived on  the  ground,  the  Father  set  to  digging  new  potatoes, 
so  many  as  were  wanted  for  supper;  Paul  gathered  them 
from  the  bed  into  the  basket,  whilst  Adam,  clambering  in 
the  hazel  thickets,  looked  out  for  the  best  nuts.  After  a 
time,  Adam  had  to  come  down  from  hi«»  boughs  into  the  bed, 
and  Paul  in  his  turn  ascended.  And  thus,  with  potatoes 
and  nuts,  they  returned  contentedly  home ;  and  the  pleasure 
of  having  run  abroad,  some  mile  in  space,  some  hour  in  time, 
and  then  of  celebrating  the  han  est- home,  by  candle-light, 
when  they  came  back,  —  let  every  one  paint  to  himself  as 
brilliantly  as  the  receiver  thereof.' 

To  such  persons  as  argue  that  the  respectability  of 
the  cloth  depends  on  its  price  at  the  clothier's,  it  must 
appear  surprising  that  a  Protestant  dergyman,  who  not 
only  was  in  no  case  to  keep  fox-hounds,  but  even  saw  it 
convenient  to  dig  his  own  potatoes,  should  not  have 
fedlen  under  universal  odium,  and  felt  his  usefulness 
very  considerably  diminished.  Nothing  of  this  kind, 
however,  hecomes  visible  in  the  history  of  the  Jodiz 
Parson :  we  find  him  a  man  powerful  in  his  vocation ; 
loved  and  venerated  by  his  flock;  nay,  associating  at 
will,  and  ever  as  an  honotu*ed  guest,  with  the  gentry  of 
Voigtland,  not  indeed  in  the  character  of  gentleman, 
yet  in  that  of  priest,  which  he  reckoned  far  higher.  Like 
an  old  Lutheran,  says  his  son,  he  believed  in  the  great, 
as  he  did  in  ghosts ;  but  without  any  shade  of  fear.  The 
truth  is,  the  man  had  a  cheerful,  pure,  religious  heart  ; 
was  diligent  in  business,  and  fervent  in  spirit :  and,  in 
all  the  relations  of  his  life,  found  this  well-nigh  sufficient 
for  him. 

To  our  Professor,  as  to  Poets  in  general,  the  recol- 


JEAN  PAUL  FRIEDRICH  RICUTER.  309 

lections  of  childhood  had  always  something  of  an  ideal, 
almost  celestial  character.  Often,  in  his  fictions,  he 
describes  such  scenes,  with  a  fond  minuteness ;  nor  is 
poverty  any  deadly,  or  even  imwelcome  ingredient  in 
them.  On  the  whole,  it  is  not  by  money,  or  money's 
worth,  that  man  lives  and  has  his  being.  Is  not  God's 
Universe  within  our  head,  whether  there  be  a  torn  skull- 
cap or  a  king's  diadem  without  ?  Let  no  one  imagine 
that  Paul's  young  years  were  unhappy ;  still  less  that  he 
looks  back  on  them  in  a  lachrymose,  sentimental  manner, 
with  the  smallest  symptom  either  of  boasting  or  whining. 
Poverty  of  a  feu*  sterner  sort  than  this  would  have  been 
a  light  matter  to  him ;  for  a  kind  mother.  Nature  herself, 
had  already  provided  against  it ;  and,  like  the  mother  of 
Achilles,  rendered  him  invulnerable  to  outward  things. 
There  was  a  bold,  deep,  jo)rful  spirit  looking  through 
those  young  eyes ;  and  to  such  a  spirit  the  world  has 
nothing  poor,  but  all  is  rich,  and  full  of  loveliness  and 
wonder.  That  our  readers  may  glance  with  us  into  this 
foreign  Parsonage,  we  shall  translate  some  paragraphs 
from  Paul's  second  Lecture,  and  thereby  furnish,  at  the 
same  time,  a  specimen  of  his  professorial  style  and 
temper : 

*  To  represent  the  Jodiz  life  of  our  Hans  Paul, —  for  by 
this  name  we  shall  for  a  time  distinguish  him,  yet  ever 
changing  it  with  others,  —  our  best  course,  I  believe,  will 
be  to  conduct  him  through  a  whole  Idyl-year ;  diriding  the 
normal  year  into  four  seasons,  as  so  many  quarterly  Idyls ; 
four  Idyls  exhaust  his  happiness. 

*  For  the  rest,  let  no  one  marvel  at  finding  an  Idyl-king- 
dom and  pastoral- world  in  a  little  hamlet  and  parsonage.  In 
the  smallest  bed  you  can  raise  a  tuUp-tree,  which  shall  ex- 
tend its  flowery  boughs  over  all  the  garden ;  and  the  life- 
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breath  of  joy  can  be  inhaled  as  well  through  a  window,  as 
in  the  open  wood  and  sky.  Nay,  is  not  Man's  Spirit  (with 
all  its  infinite  celestial-spaces)  walled  in  within  a  six-feet 
Body,  with  integuments,  and  Malpighian  mucuses,  and  ca- 
pillary tubes;  and  has  only  five  strait  world- windows,  of 
Senses,  to  open  for  the  boundless,  round.eyed,  round-sunned 
All ;  —  and  yet  it  discerns  and  reproduces  an  All ! 

Scarcely  do  I  know  with  which  of  the  four  quarterly 
Idyls  to  begin ;  for  each  is  a  little  heavenly  forecourt  to  the 
next :  however,  the  climax  of  joys,  if  we  start  with  Winter 
and  January,  will  perhaps  be  most  apparent.     In  the  cold, 
oar  Father  had  commonly,  like  an  Alpine  herdsman,  come 
down  from  the  upper  altitude  of  his  study ;  and,  to  the  joy 
of  the  children,  was  dwelling  on  the  plain  of  the  general 
family-room.     In  the  morning,  he  sat  by  a  window,  com- 
mitting his  Sunday's  sermon  to  memory ;  and  the  three  sons, 
Fritz  (who  I  myself  am),  and  Adam,  and  Gottlieb  carried, 
by  turns,  the  full  coffee-cup  to  him,  and  still  more  gladly 
carried  back  the  empty  one,  because  the  carrier  was  then 
entitled  to  pick  the  unmelted  remains  of  the  sugar-candy 
(taken  against  cough)  from  the  bottom  thereof.  Out  of  doors, 
truly,  the  sky  covered  all  things  with  silence;  the  brook 
with  ice,  the  village  with  snow :  but  in  our  room,  there  was 
life:  under  the  stove  a  pigeon -establishment;  on  the  windows, 
finch  cages;  on  the  floor  the  invincible  bull  brach,  our  Banner 
the  night-guardian  of  the  court- yard ;  and  a  poodle,  and  the 
pretty  Scharmaniel  (Poll),  a  present  from  the  Lady  von 
Plotho  ;  —  and  close  by,  the  kitchen,  with  two  maids ;  and 
farther  off,  against  the  other  end  of  the  house,  our  stable, 
with  all  sorts  of  bovine,  swinish,  and  feathered  cattle,  and 
their  noises :  the  threshers,  with  their  flails,  also  at  work 
within  the  court- yard,  I  might  reckon  as  another  item.     In 
this  way,  with  nothing  but  society  on  all  hands,  the  whole 
male  portion  of  the  household  easily  spent  their  forenoon 
in  tasks  of  memory,  not  fer  from  the  female   portion,  as 
busily  employed  in  cooking. 
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'  Holidays  occur  in  every  occupation ;  thus  I  too  had  my 
airing  holidays,  —  analogous  to  watering  holidays,^- so  that 
I  could  travel  out  in  the  snow  of  the  court- yard,  and  to  the 
bam  with  its  threshing.  Nay,  was  there  a  delicate  embassy 
to  be  transacted  in  the  village,  —  for  example,  to  the  school- 
master, to  the  tailor,  —  I  was  sure  to  be  despatched  thither 
in  the  middle  of  my  lessons ;  and  thus  I  still  got  forth  into 
the  open  air  and  the  cold,  and  measured  myself  with  the  new 
snow.  At  noon,  before  our  own  dinner,  we  children  might 
also,  in  the  kitchen,  have  the  hung^  satisfaction  to  see  the 
threshers  fall-to  and  consume  their  victuals. 

'The  afternoon,  again,  was  still  more  important,  and 
richer  in  joys.  Winter  shortened  and  sweetened  our  lessons. 
In  the  long  dusk,  our  Father  walked  to  and  fro ;  and  the 
children,  according  to  ability,  trotted  under  his  night-gown, 
holding  by  his  hands.  At  sound  of  the  Vesper  bell,  we 
placed  ourselves  in  a  circle,  and  in  concert  devotionally 
chaunted  the  hymn.  Die  jmstre  Nacht  brkht  stark  herein 
(The  gloomy  Night  is  gathering  round).  Only  in  villages, 
not  in  towns,  where  probably  there  is  more  night  than  day 
labour,  have  the  evening  chimes  a  meaning  and  beauty,  and 
are  the  swan-song  of  the  day :  the  evening-bell  is  as  it  were 
the  muffle  of  the  over  loud  heart,  and,  like  a  ranee  des 
vaches  of  the  plains,  calls  men  from  their  running  and  toil- 
ing, into  the  land  of  silence  and  dreams.  After  a  pleasant 
watching  about  the  kitchen  door,  for  the  pioonrise  of  candle- 
light, we  saw  our  wide  room  at  once  illuminated  and  barri- 
caded ;  to  wit,  the  window  shutters  were  closed  and  bolted  ; 
and  behind  these  window  bastions  and  breast-works,  the 
child  felt  himself  snugly  nestled,  and  well  secured  against 
Knecht  Ruprecht,*  who  on  the  outside  could  not  get  in, 
but  only  in  vain  keep  growling  and  humming. 

<  About  this  period  too  it  was  that  we  children  might 
undress,  and  in  long  train-shirts  skip  up  and  down.  Idyllic 
joys  of  various  sorts  alternated :  our  Father  either  had  his 

*  The  Rawhead  (with  bloody  hones)  of  Germany. 
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<]uarto  Bible,  interleaved  with  blank  folio  sheets,  before  hins, 
and  was  marking,  at  each  verse,  the  book  wherein  he  had 
read  anything  concerning  it ;  —  or  more  commonly  he  had 
his  ruled  music-paper ;  and,  undisturbed  by  this  raeketting 
of  children,  was  composing  whole  concerts  of  church-music, 
with  all  their  divisions;  constructing  his  internal  melody 
without  any  help  of  external  tones  (as  Reichard  too  advises), 
or  rather  in  spite  of  all  external  mistones.  In  both  ca^es,  in 
the  last  with  the  more  pleasure,  I  looked  on  as  he  wrote ; 
and  rejoiced  specially,  when,  by  pauses  of  >'arious  instru- 
ments, whole  pages  were  at  once  filled  up.  The  children 
all  sat  sporting  an  that  long  writing  and  eating  table,  or 
even  under  it.  •  •  • 

'  Then,  at  length,  how  did  the  winter  evening,  once  a 
week,  mount  in  worth,  when  the  old  errand- woman,  coated 
in  snow,  with  her  fruit,  flesh,  and  general-ware  basket,  en- 
tered the  kitchen  from  Hof ;  and  we  all,  in  this  case,  bad 
the  distant  town  in  miniature  before  our  eyes,  nay,  before 
our  noses,  for  there  were  pastry  cakes  in  it ! ' 

Thus,  in  dull  winter  imprisonment,  among  all  man- 
ner of  bovine,  swinish,  and  feathered  cattle,  with  their 
noises,  may  Idyllic  joys  be  found,  if  there  is  an  eye  to 
see  them,  and  a  heart  to  taste  them.  Truly  happiness 
is  cheap,  did  we  apply  to  the  right  merchant  for  it. 
Paul  warns  us  elsewhere  not  to  believe^  for  these  Idyls, 
that  there  were  no  sour  days,  no  chidings,  «ad  the  like, 
at  Jodiz:  yet,  on  the  whole,  he  had  good  reason  to 
rejoice  in  his  parents.  They  loved  him  well;  his 
Father,  he  says,  would  '  shed  tears '  over  any  msA  of 
quickness  or  talent  in  little  Fritz :  they  were  virtuous 
6l8o,  and  devout,  which,  after  all,  is  better  than  being 
rich.  '  Ever  and  anon,'  says  he,  '  I  was  hearing  some 
'  narrative  from  my  father,  how  he  and  other  clergymen 
'  had  taken  parts  of  their  dress  and  given  them  to  the 
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'  poor ;  he  related  these  things  with  joy,  not  as  an 
'  admonition,  but  merely  as  a  necessary  occurrence  :  O 
'  God  !  I  thank  thee  for  my  Father  !' 

Richter's  education  was  not  of  a  more  sumptuous 
sort,  than  his  board  and  lodging.  Some  disagreement 
with  the  Schoolmaster  at  Jodiz  had  induced  the  Parson 
to  take  his  sons  from  school,  and  determine  to  teach 
them  himself.  This  determination  he  executed  faith- 
fully, indeed,  yet  in  the  most  limited  style ;  his  method 
being  no  Pestalozzian  one,  but  simply  the  old  scheme  of 
task- work  and  force- work,  operating  on  a  Latin  gram- 
mar and  a  Latin  vocabulary :  and  the  two  boys  sat  all 
day,  and  all  year,  at  home,  without  other  preceptorial 
nourishment  than  getting  by  heart  long  lists  of  words. 
Fritz  learned  honestly  nevertheless,  and  in  spite  of  his 
brother  Adam's  bad  example.  For  the  rest,  he  was 
totally  destitute  of  books,  except  such  of  his  Father's 
theological  ones  as  he  could  come  at  by  stealth :  these, 
for  want  of  better,  he  eagerly  devoured ;  understanding, 
as  he  says,  nothing  whatever  of  their  contents.  With 
no  less  impetuosity,  and  no  less  profit,  he  perused  the 
antiquated  sets  of  Newspapers,  which  a  kind  patroness, 
the  Lady  von  Plotho,  already  mentioned,  was  in  the 
habit  of  furnishing  to  his  Father,  not  in  separate  sheets, 
but  in  sheaves  monthly.  This  was  the  extent  of  his 
reading.  Jodiz,  too,  was  the  most  sequestered  of  all 
hamlets ;  had  neither  natural  nor  artificial  beauty ;  no 
memorable  thing  could  be  seen  there,  in  a  life-time. 
Nevertheless,  under  an  immeasurable  Sky,  and  in  a 
quite  wondrous  World  it  did  stand ;  and  glimpses  into 
the  infinite  spaces  of  the  Universe,  and  even  into  the 
infinite  spaces  of  Man's  Soul,  could  be  had  there  as  well 

VOL.  II.  p 
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as  elsewhere.  Fritz  had  his  own  thoughts,  in  spite  of 
schoolmasters :  a  little  heavenly  seed  of  Knowledge, 
nay  of  Wisdom,  had  heen  laid  in  him,  and  with  no 
gardener  hut  Nature  herself,  it  was  silently  growing. 
To  some  of  our  readers,  the  following  circumstance 
may  seem  unparalleled,  if  not  unintelligible ;  to  others 
nowise  so: 

'  In  the  future  Literary  History  of  our  hero,  it  will  be- 
come doubtful  whether  he  was  not  bom  more  for  Philo- 
sophy than  for  Poetry.  In  earliest  times,  the  word  IFVZf- 
weisheit  (Philosophy,  World'Wisdom)^  —  yet  also  another 
word,  MorgenJand  (East,  Mominff'land), — whs  to  me  an 
open  Heairen*8-gate,  through  which  I  looked  in  over  long, 
long  gardens  of  joy. — Never  shall  I  forget  that  inward 
occurrence,  till  now  narrated  to  no  mortal,  wherein  I  wit- 
nessed the  birth  of  my  Self-consciousness,  of  which  I  can 
still  give  the  place  and  time.  One  forenoon,  I  was  stand- 
ing, a  very  young  child,  in  the  outer  door,  and  looking 
leftward  at  the  stack  of  the  fuel  wood, — when,  all  at  once, 
the  internal  vision,  *M  am  a  Mb  (ick  bin  ein  Ich)^^^  came 
like  a  flash  from  heaven  before  me,  and  in  gleaming  light 
ever  afterwards  continued :  then  had  my  Mr,  for  the  first 
time,  seen  itself,  and  forever.  Deceptions  of  memory  are 
scarcely  conceivable  here ;  for,  in  regard  to  an  event  oc- 
curring altogether  in  the  veiled  Holy-of-Holies  of  man, 
and  whose  novelty  alone  has  given  permanence  to  such 
every-day  rec(»Ilection8  accompanying  it,  no  posterior  de- 
scription from  another  party  would  have  mingled  itself 
with  accompanying  circumstances  at  all.' 

It  was  in  his  thirteenth  year  that  the  family  removed 
to  that  better  church- living  at  Schwarzenbach ;  with 
which  change,  so  fiEur  as  school  education  was  concerned, 
prospects  considerably  brightened  for  him.     The  public 
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Teacher  there  was  no  deep  scholar  or  thinker,  yet  a 
lively,  genial  man,  and  warmly  interested  in  his  pupils ; 
among  whom  he  soon  learned  to  distinguish  Fritz,  as  a 
boy  of  altogether  superior  gifts.  What  was  of  still 
more  importance,  Fritz  now  got  access  to  books ;  en- 
tered into  a  course  of  highly  miscellaneous,  self- selected 
reading ;  and  what  with  Romances,  what  with  Belles- 
Lettres  works,  and  Hutchesonian  Philosophy,  and  con- 
troversial Divinity,  saw  an  astonishing  scene  opening 
round  him  on  all  hands.  His  Latin  and  Greek  were 
now  better  taught;  he  even  began  learning  Hebrew. 
Two  clergymen  of  the  neighbourhood  took  pleasure  in 
his  company,  young  as  he  was ;  and  were  of  great  ser- 
vice now  and  afterwards :  it  was  under  their  auspices 
that  he  commenced  composition,  and  also  speculating 
on  Theology,  wherein  he  'inclined  strongly  to  the  hete- 
rodox side.' 

In  the  'family  room,'  however,  things  were  not 
nearly  so  flourishing.  The  Professor's  three  Lectures 
terminate  before  this  date;  but  we  gather  from  his 
Notes  that  surly  clouds  hung  over  Schwarzenbach,  that 
'  his  evil  days  began  there.'  The  Father  was  engaged 
in  more  complex  duties  than  formerly,  went  often  from 
home,  was  encumbered  ^dth  debt,  and  lost  his  former 
cheerfulness  of  humour.  For  his  sons  he  saw  no  outlet 
except  the  hereditary  craft  of  School-keeping ;  and  let 
the  matter  rest  there,  taking  little  farther  charge  of 
them.  In  some  three  years,  the  poor  man,  worn  down 
with  manifold  anxieties,  departed  this  life ;  leaving  his 
pecuniary  affairs,  which  he  had  long  calculated  on  rec- 
tifying by  the  better  income  of  Schwarzenbach,  sadly 
deranged. 
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Meanwhile,  Friedrich  had  been  sent  to  the  Hof 
Gymnasium  (Town-school),  where,  notwithstanding  this 
event,  be  continued  some  time ;  two  years  in  all ;  appa- 
rently  the  most  profitable  period  of  his  whole  tuition ; 
indeed,  the  only  period  when,  properly  speaking,  he 
had  any  tutor  but  himself.  The  good  old  doth-maldng 
grandfother  and  grandmother  took  charge  of  him,  under 
their  roof;  and  he  had  a  body  of  teachers,  all  notable  in 
their  way.  Herr  Otto  represents  him  as  a  fine  trustful, 
kindly  yet  resolute  youth,  who  went  through  his  perse- 
cutions, preferments,  studies,  friendships,  and  other 
school-destinies  in  a  highly  creditable  manner;  and 
demonstrates  this,  at  great  length,  by  various  details  of 
facts,  fiEu*  too  minute  for  insertion  here.  As  a  trait  of 
Pbul's  intellectual  habitudes,  it  may  be  mentioned  that, 
at  this  time,  he  scarcely  made  any  progress  in  History 
or  Geography,  much  as  he  profited  in  all  other  branches; 
nor  was  the  dull  teacher  entirely  to  blame,  but  also  the 
indisposed  pupil:  indeed,  it  was  not  till  long  after- 
wards, that  he  overcame  or  suppressed  his  contempt 
for  those  studies,  and  with  an  effort  of  his  own  acquired 
some  skill  in  them.*  The  like  we  have  heard  of  other 
Poets  and  Philosophers,  espedally  when  their  teachers 


*  *  All  Historj,'  thus  he  writes  in  his  thirty-second  year,  '  in 
'  so  for  as  it  is  an  affair  of  memory,  can  only  be  reckoned  a  sapten 

*  heartless  thisUe  for  pedantic  chaffinches ; — but,  on  the  other  hand, 
'  like  Nature,  it  has  highest  Tslne,  in  as  far  as  we,  by  means  of  it, 

*  as  by  means  of  Nature,  can  dirine  and  read  the  Infinite  Spirit,  who, 

*  with  Nature  and  History,  as  with  letters,  legibly  writes  to  us.  He 

*  who  finds  a  God  in  the  physical  world,  will  also  find  one  in  the 

*  moral,  which  is  History.     Nature  forces  on  our  heart  a  Creator ; 

*  History  a  Providence.' 
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chanced  to  be  prosaists  and  unphilosophical.  Ricbter 
boasts  that  he  was  never  punished  at  school ;  yet  be- 
tween him  and  the  Historico-geographical  Conrector 
(Second  Master)  no  good  understanding  could  subsist. 
On  one  tragi-comical  occasion,  of  another  sort,  they 
came  into  still  more  decided  collision.  The  zealous 
Conrector,  a  most  solid  painstaking  man,  desirous  to 
render  his  G(3rmna8ium  as  like  a  University  as  possible, 
had  imagined  that  a  series  of '  Disputations,'  some  fore« 
shadow  of  those  held  at  College,  might  be  a  useful,  as 
certainly  enough  it  would  be  an  ornamental  thing.  By 
ill  luck,  the  worthy  President  had  selected  some  church- 
article  for  the  theme  of  such  a  Disputation :  one  boy  was 
to  defend,  and  it  fell  to  Paul's  lot  to  impugn  the  dogma ; 
a  task  which,  as  hinted  above,  he  was  very  specially 
qualified  to  undertake.  Now,  honest  Paul  knew  nothing 
of  the  limits  of  this  game ;  never  dreamt  but  he  might 
argue  with  his  whole  strength,  to  whatever  results  it 
might  lead.  In  a  very  few  rounds,  accordingly,  his 
antagonist  was  borne  out  of  the  ring,  as  good  as  lifeless; 
and  the  Conrector  himself,  seeing  the  danger,  had,  as  it 
were,  to  descend  from  his  presiding  chair,  and  clap  the 
gauntlets  on  his  own  more  experienced  hands.  But 
Paul,  nothing  daunted,  gave  him  also  a  Rowland  for  an 
Oliver ;  nay,  as  it  became  more  and  more  manifest  to 
all  eyes,  was  fast  reducing  him  also  to  the  frightfiillest 
extremity.  The  Conrector's  tongue  threatened  cleaving 
to  the  roof  of  his  mouth ;  for  his  brain  was  at  a  stand, 
or  whirling  in  eddies,  only  his  gall  was  in  active  play. 
Nothing  remained  for  him  but  to  close  the  debate 
abruptly  by  a  "  Silence,  Sirrah ! " — and  leave  the  room, 
with  a  face  (like  that  of  the  much  more  feimous  Subrector 
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Hans  von  Ftichslein'*')  'of  a  mingled  colour,  like  red 
'  bole,  green  chalk,  tin8el-3reUow,  and  vomisttment  de  Im 
'  reme,* 

With  his  studies  in  the  Leipzig  University,  whither 
he  proceeded  in  1781,  begins  a  hr  more  important  em 
for  Paul;  properly,  the  era  of  his  manhood,  and  first 
entire  dependence  on  himself.     In  regard  to  literary  or 
scientific  culture,  it  is  not  dear  that  he  derived  much 
furtherance  from  Leipzig ;  much  more,  at  least,  than  the 
mere  neighbourhood  of  libraries    and    feUow-leamen 
might  anywhere  else  have  afforded  him.     Certain  pro- 
fessorial courses  he  did  attend,  and  with  diligoice  ;  but 
too  much  in  the  character  of  critic,  as  well  as  of  pupil: 
he  was  in  the  habit  of  '  measuring  minds '  with  men  so 
much  old^  and  more  honourable  than  he ;  and  erelong, 
his  respect  for  many  of  them  had  not  a  little  abated. 
What  his  original  plan  of  studies  was,  or  whether  he 
had  any  fixed  plan,  we  do  not  learn ;  at  Hof,  without 
election  or  rejection  on  lus  own  part,  he  had  been  train- 
ed with  some  view  to  Theology ;  but  this  and  every  other 
professional  view  soon  faded  away  in  Leipzig,  owing  to  a 
variety  of  causes;  and  Richter,  now  still  more  decidedly  a 
self-teacher,  broke  loose  from  all  coiporafce  guilds  what* 
soever,  and  in  intellectual  culture,  as  in  other  respects, 
endeavoured  to  seek  out  a  basis  of  his  own.     He  read 
multitudes  of  books,  and  wrote  down  whole  volumes  of 
excerpts,  and  private  speculations ;  labouring  in  all  di- 
rections with  insatiable  eagerness ;  but  from  the  Uni- 
versity he  derived  little  guidance,   and  soon  came  to 
expect  little.     Emesti,  the  only  truly  eminent  man  of. 
the  place,  had  died  shortly  after  Paul's  arrival  there. 
• .  — ^— ^— 

♦  See  QuimugFixMny  c.  7. 
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Nay,  it  was  necessity  as  well  as  choice  that  detached 
him  from  professions  ;  he  had  not  the  means  to  enter 
any.  Quite  another  and  feur  more  pressing  set  of  cares 
lay  round  him  ;  not  how  he  could  live  easily  in  future 
years,  hut  how  he  could  live  at  all  in  the  present,  was 
the  grand  question  with  him.  Whatever  it  might  he  in 
regard  to  intellectual  matters,  certainly,  in  regard  to 
moral  matters,  Leipzig  was  his  true  seminary,  where, 
with  many  stripes,  Experience  taught  him  the  wisest 
lessons.  It  was  here  that  he  first  saw  Poverty,  not  in 
the  shape  of  Parsimony,  hut  in  the  far  sterner  one  of  ac- 
tual Want ;  and,  unseen  and  single  handed,  wrestling 
with  Fortune  for  life  or  death,  first  proved  what  a  rug- 
ged, deep-rooted,  indomitable  strength,  imder  such  ge- 
nial softness,  dwelt  in  him  ;  and  from  a  buoyant  cloud- 
capt  Youth,  perfected  himself  into  a  clear,  free,  benig- 
nant, and  lofty-minded  Man. 

Meanwhile  the  steps  towards  such  a  consummation 
were  painful  enough.  His  old  Schoolmaster  at  Schwar- 
zenbach,  himself  a  Leipziger,  had  been  wont  to  assure 
him  that  he  might  live  for  nothing  in  Leipzig,  so  easily 
were  *  fr«e-tables,*  *  stipendia*  private  teaching,  and  the 
like,  to  be  procured  there,  by  youths  of  merit.  That 
Richter  was  of  this  latter  species,  the  Rector  of  the 
Hof  G^ymnasium  bore  honourable  witness ;  inviting  the 
Leipzig  dignitaries,  in  his  Testimonium,  to  try  the  candi- 
date themselves ;  and  even  introducing  him  in  person 
(for  the  two  had  travelled  together)  to  various  influential 
men :  but  all  these  things  availed  him  nothing.  The 
Professors  he  found  beleaguered  by  a  crowd  of  needy 
sycophants,  diligent  in  season  and  out  of  season,  whose 
whole  tactics  were  too  loathsome  to  him ;  on  all  hands. 
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he  heard  the  sad  saying :  Lipsia  vuit  expectari,  Ldpzig 
preferments  must  be  waited  for.     Now,  waiting  was  of 
all  things  the  most  inconvenient  for  poor  Richter.     In 
his  pocket  he  had  little ;  friends,  except  one  fellow-sta- 
dent,  he  had  none ;  and  at  home  the  finance-department 
had  fellen  into  a  state  of  total  perplexity,  fieist  verging 
towards  final  ruin.     The  worthy  old  Cloth-manufiacturer 
was  now  dead ;  his  Wife  soon  followed  him ;  and  the 
Widow  Richter,  her  favourite  daughter,  who  had  re- 
moved to  Hof,  though  against  the  advice  of  all  friends, 
that  she  might  be  near  her,  now  stood  alone  there,  with 
a  young  fisunily,  and  in  the  most  forlorn  situation.     She 
was  appointed  chief  heir,  indeed  ;  but  former  benefisic- 
tions  had  left  feu*  less  to  inherit  than  had  been  expected; 
nay,  the  other  relatives  contested  the  whole  arrange- 
ment, and  she  had  to  waste  her  remaining  substance  in 
lawsuits,  scarcely  realizing  from  it,  in  the  shape  of  bor- 
rowed pittances  and  by  forced  sales,  enough  to  supply 
her  with  daily  bread.     Nor  was  it  poverty  alone  that 
she  had  to  sufier,  but  contumely  no  less ;  the  Hof  pub- 
lic openly  finding  her  guilty  of  Unthrift,  and,  instead  of 
assistance,  repeating  to  her  dispraise,  over  their  coffee, 
the  old  proverb,  '  Hard  got,  soon  gone ; '  for  all  which 
evils  she  had  no  remedy,  but  loud  complaining  to  Hea- 
ven and  Earth.    The  good  woman,  with  the  most  honest 
dispositions,  seems  in  feet  to  have  had  but  a  small  share 
of  wisdom ;  far  too  small  for  her  present  trying  situa- 
tion.    Herr  Otto  says  that  Richter 's  portraiture  of  Le- 
nette,  in  the  Blumen-  Frucht-  undDomen-  Slucke  (Flower, 
Fruit,  and  Thorn  Pieces),  contains  many  features  of  his 
mother:  Lenette  is  of  'an  upright,  but  common  and 
limited  nature ; '  assiduous,  even  to  excess,  in  sweeping 
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and  scouring;  true-hearted,  religious  in  her  way,  yet  full 
of  discontents,  suspicion,  and  headstrong  whims;  a 
spouse  for  ever  plagued  and  plaguing ;  as  the  hrave  Se* 
hastian  Siehenkas,  that  true  Diogenes  of  impoverished 
Poors'-Advocates,  often  felt,  to  his  cost,  beside  her. 
Widow  Richter's  family,  as  well  as  her  fortune,  was 
under  bad  government,  and  sinking  into  lower  and  lower 
degradation :  Adam,  the  brother,  mentioned  above,  as 
Paul's  yokefellow  in  Latin  and  potatoe«digging,  had  now 
follen  away  even  from  the  humble  pretension  of  being  a 
Schoolmaster,  or  indeed  of  being  anything ;  for,  after 
various  acts  of  vagrancy,  he  had  enlisted  in  a  marching 
regiment ;  with  which,  or  in  other  devious  courses,  he 
marched  on,  and  only  the  grand  billet-master.  Death, 
found  him  fixed  quarters.  The  Richter  establishment 
had  parted  from  its  old  moorings,  and  was  now,  with 
wind  and  tide,  fast  drifting  towards  fatal  whirlpools. 

In  this  state  of  matters,  the  scarcity  of  Leipzig  could 
nowise  be  supplied  from  the  fulness  of  Hof ;  but  rather 
the  two  households  stood  like  concave  mirrors  reflecting 
one  another's  keen  hunger  into  a  still  keener  for  both. 
What  outlook  was  there  for  the  poor  Philosopher  of  nine- 
teen ?  Even  his  meagre  '  bread  and  milk '  could  not  be 
hod  for  nothing ;  it  became  a  serious  consideration  for 
him  that  the  shoemaker,  who  was  to  sole  his  boots, '  did 
not  trust.'  Far  frt)m  affording  him  any  sufficient  monies, 
his  straitened  mother  would  willingly  have  made  him 
borrow  for  her  own  wants ;  and  was  incessantly  per- 
suading him  to  get  places  for  his  brothers.  Richter 
felt,  too,  that  except  himself,  desolate,  helpless  as  he 
was,  those  brothers,  that  old  mother,  had  no  stay  on 
earth.     There  are  men  with  whom  it  is  as  with  Schil- 

p2 
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ler's  Friedland :  '  Night  must  it  be  ere  Friedland's  star 
will  beam.'  On  this  forsaken  youth  Fortune  seemed  to 
have  let  loose  her  ban-dogs,  and  hungry  Ruin  had  him 
in  the  wind;  witiiout  was  no  help,  no  counsel:  but 
there  lay  a  giant  force  within ;  and  so  from  tiie  depths 
of  that  sorrow  and  abasement,  his  better  soul  rose  puri- 
fied and  invincible,  like  Hercules  from  his  long  Laboars. 
A  high,  cheerful  Stoicism  grew  up  in  the  man.  Poverty, 
Pain,  and  all  Evil,  he  learned  to  regard,  not  as  what 
they  seemed,  but  as  what  they  were ;  he  learned  to  des- 
pise them,  nay  in  kind  mockery  to  sport  with  them,  as 
with  bright- spotted  wild  beasts  which  he  had  tamed  and 
harnessed.  '  What  is  Poverty,'  said  he, '  who  b  the  man 
'  that  whines  under  it  ?  The  pain  is  but  as  that  of  pierc- 
'  ing  the  ears  is  to  a  maiden,  and  you  hang  jewels  in  the 
'  wound.'  Dark  thoughts  he  had,  but  they  settled  into 
no  abiding  gloom :  *  sometimes,'  says  Otto,  '  he  would 
'  wave  his  finger  across  his  brow,  as  if  driving  back  some 
'  hostile  series  of  ideas ; '  and  fiiurther  complaint  he  did 
not  utter.*  During  this  sad  period,  he  wrote  out  for 
himself  a  little  manual  of  practical  philosophy,  nnmtng 
it  Andachtsbuch  (Book  of  Devotion),  which  contains  such 
maxims  as  these : 

*  Every  unpleaMant  feeling  is  a  sig^  that  I  have  become 
untrue  to  my  resolutions.  —  Epictetus  was  not  unhappy.  — 


*  In  bodily  pain,  he  was  wont  to  show  the  like  endurance  and 
indifference.  At  one  period  of  his  life,  he  had  violent  headaches, 
which  forced  him,  for  the  sake  of  a  slight  alleviation,  to  keep  hb 
head  perfectly  erect ;  you  might  see  him  talking  with  a  calm  fiux, 
and  all  hit  old  gayety,  and  only  know  by  this  posture  that  he  was 
suffering. 
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*  Not  chance,  but  I  am  to  blame  for  my  sufferings. 

*  It  were  an  impossible  miracle  if  none  befel  thee  :  look 
for  their  coming,  therefore;  each  day  make  thyself  sure  of 
many. 

*  Say  not,  were  my  sorrows  other  than  these,  I  should 
bear  them  better. 

'  Think  of  the  host  of  Worlds,  and  of  the  plagues  on 
this  Worldmote.  —  Death  puts  an  end  to  the  whole.  — 

'  For  virtue's  sake  1  am  here :  but  if  a  man,  for  his  task, 
forgets  and  sacrifices  all,  why  shouldst  not  thou  P  — 

'  Expect  injuries,  for  men  are  weak,  and  thou  thyself 
doest  such  too  often. 

*  Mollify  thy  heart  by  painting  out  the  sufferings  of  thy 
enemy ;  think  of  him  as  of  one  spiritually  sick,  who  de- 
serves sympathy.  — 

<  Most  men  judge  so  badly ;  why  wouldst  thou  be  prais- 
ed by  a  child  P  —  No  one  would  respect  thee  in  a  beggar's 
coat :  what  is  a  respect  that  is  paid  to  woollen  cloth,  not  to 
theeP' 

These  are  vriae  maxims  for  so  young  a  man ;  but 
what  was  wiser  still,  he  did  not  rest  satisfied  with  mere 
maxims,  which,  how  true  soever,  are  only  a  dead  letter, 
till  Action  first  gives  them  life  and  worth.  Besides  de- 
vout prayer  to  the  gods,  he  set  his  own  shoulder  to  the 
wheel.  '  Evil,'  says  he,  '  is  like  a  nightmare ;  the  in- 
'  stant  you  begin  to  strive  with  it,  to  bestir  yourself,  it 
'  has  already  ended.'  Without  fsurther  parle3ring,  there  as 
he  stood,  Richter  grappled  witli  his  Fate,  and  resolutely 
determined  on  self-help.  His  means,  it  is  true,  were  of 
the  most  unpromising  sort,  yet  the  only  means  he  had  : 
the  writing  of  Books !  He  forthwith  commenced  writing 
them.  The  Gronlandische  Prozesse  (Ghreenland  Law- 
suits), a  collection  of  satirical  sketches,  full  of  wild  gay 
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Yfit,  and  keen  insight,  was  composed  in  that  base  envi- 
ronment of  his,  with  impaid  milkscores  and  unsoled 
boots  ;  and  even  still  survives,  though  the  Author,  be- 
sides all  other  disadvantages,  was  then  only  in  his  nine- 
teenth year.  But  the  heaviest  part  of  the  business  yet 
remained;  that  of  finding  a  purchaser  and  publisher. 
Richter  tried  all  Leipzig  with  his  manuscript,  in  vain; 
to  a  man,  with  that  total  contempt  of  Grammar  which 
Jedediah  Cleishbotham  also  complains  of,  they  '  declined 
the  article.'  Paul  had  to  stand  by,  as  so  many  have 
done,  and  see  his  sunbeams  weighed  on  hay-scales,  and 
the  hay-balance  give  no  symptoms  of  moving.  But 
Paul's  heart  moved  as  little  as  the  balance :  Leipzig  be- 
ing now  exhausted,  the  World  was  all  before  him  where 
to  try ;  he  had  nothing  for  it,  but  to  search  till  he 
found,  or  till  he  died  searching.  One  Voss  of  Berlin  at 
length  bestirred  himself;  accepted,  printed  the  Book,  and 
even  gave  him  sixteen  louis  (Tor  for  it.  What  a  Potosi 
was  here  !  Paul  determined  to  be  an  author  henceforth, 
and  nothing  but  an  author ;  now  that  his  soul  might 
even  be  kept  in  his  body  by  that  trade.  His  mother, 
hearing  that  he  had  written  a  book,  thought  that  per- 
haps he  could  even  write  a  sermon,  and  was  for  his  com- 
ing down  to  preach  in  the  High  Church  of  Hof .  '  What 
'  is  a  sermon,'  said  Paul,  '  which  every  miserable  student 
'  can  spout  forth  ?  Or,  think  you,  there  is  a  parson  in 
'  Hof  that,  not  to  speak  of  writing  my  Book,  can,  in  the 
'  smallest  degree,  understand  it  ? ' 

But  unfortunately  his  Potosi  was  like  other  mines ; 
the  metalliferous  vein  did  not  last ;  what  miners  call  a 
shift  or  trouble  occurred  in  it,  and  now  there  was  no- 
thing but  hard  rock  to  hew  on.     The  GroiUandiscke 
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Prozesse,  though  printed,  did  not  sell ;  the  public  was 
in  quest  of  pap  and  treacle,  not  of  fierce  curry  like  this. 
The  Reviewing  world  mostly  passed  it  by  without  notice ; 
one  poor  dog  in  Leipzig  even  lifted  up  his  leg  over  it. 

•  For  anything  we  know,'  saith  he,  *  much,  if  not  all  of 

•  what  the  Author  here,  in  bitter  tone,  sets  forth  on  book» 
'  making,  theologians,  women,  and  so  on,  may  be  true  ; 
'  but  throughout  the  whole  work,  the  determination  to 
'  be  witty  acts  on  him  so  strongly,  that  we  cannot  doubt 
'  but  his  book  will  excite  in  all  rational  readers  so  much 
'  disgust,  that  they  will  see  themselves  constrained  to 
'  close  it  again  without  delay/  And  herewith  the  ill- 
starred  quadruped  passes  on,  as  if  nothing  special  had 
happened.  *  Singular ! '  adds  Herr  Otto,  *  this  review, 
'  which  at  the  time  pretended  to  some  ephemeral  atten- 
'  tion,  and  likely  enough  obtained  it,  would  have  fallen 
'into  everlasting  oblivion,  had  not  its  connexion  with 

•  that  very  work,  which  every  rational  reader  was  to  dose 
'  again,  or  rather  never  to  open,  raised  it  up  for  mo- 
'  ments ! '  One  moment,  say  we,  is  enough :  let  it  drop 
again  into  that  murky  pool,  and  sink  there  to  endless 
depths ;  for  all  flesh,  and  reviewer-flesh  too,  is  fallible 
and  pardonable. 

Richter's  next  Book  was  soon  ready ;  but,  in  this 
position  of  aflairs,  no  man  would  buy  it.  The  Selection 
from  the  Papers  of  the  Devil,  such  was  its  wonderful 
tide,  lay  by  him,  on  quite  another  principle  than  the 
Horatian  one,  for  seven  long  years.  It  was  in  vain  that 
he  exhibited,  and  corresponded,  and  left  no  stone  un- 
turned ;  ransacking  the  world  for  a  publisher ;  there  was 
none  anywhere  to  be  met  with.  The  unwearied  Richter 
tried  other  plans.     He  presented  Magazine  Editors  with 
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Essays,  some  one  in  ten  of  which  might  be  accepted ;  he 
made  joint  stock  with  certain  provincial  literati  <^  tibe 
Hof  district,  who  had  cash,  and  published  for  thexn- 
selves ;  he  sometimes  borrowed,  but  was  in  hot  haste 
to  repay ;  he  lived  as  the  young  ravens ;  he  was  often 
in  danger  of  starving.  '  The  prisoner's  allowance/  says 
he,  '  is  bread  and  water,  but  I  had  only  the  latter.' 

'  Nowhere,'  observes  Richter  on  another  occasion, 
'  can  you  collect  the  stress-memorials  and  siege- medals 
'  of  Pbverty  more  pleasantly  and  philosophically  than  at 
'  College  :  the  Academic  Burschen  exhibit  to  us  how 
'  many  Humorists  and  Diogeneses  Germany  has  in  it.'* 
Travelling  through  this  pardied  Sahara,  with  nothing 
round  him  but  stem  sandy  solitude*  and  no  landmark  oo 
Earth,  but  only  loadstars  in  the  Heaven,  Richter  does 
not  anywhere  appear  to  have  faltered  in  his  progress ; 
for  a  moment  to  have  lost  heart,  or  even  to  have  lost 

*  By  certain  tpeculatora  on  German  affairs,  moch  has  beoi 
written  and  talked  about  what  is,  after  all,  a  very  slender  item  in 
German  affairs,  the  Bur$chenlebenf  or  manners  of  the  yonng  men 
at  UniTersities.  We  most  regret  that  in  dJHmssing  this  mat- 
ter, since  it  was  thought  wordi  discussing,  the  true  significanoe 
and  soul  of  it  should  not  have  been,  by  some  £unt  indicatjon, 
pointed  out  to  us.  Apart  from  its  duelling  punctilios,  and  beer- 
songs,  and  tobacco-smoking,  and  other  fopperies  of  the  system, 
which  are  to  the  Grerman  student  merely  what  coach-driving  and 
horse-dealing,  and  other  kindred  fopperies,  are  to  the  English, 
Burschenism  is  not  without  its  meaning  more  than  Oxfordism  or 
Cambridgeism.  The  Bursch  strxres  to  say  in  the  strongest  lan- 
guage he  can:  '*  See!  Iamanunmonied8cholar,andafreeM»;" 
the  Oxonian  and  Cantab  again  endeavour  to  say :  "  See !  I  am  a 
monied  scholar,  and  a  spirited  ffentlemam.**  We  rather  think  the 
Bursch's  assertion,  were  it  rightly  worded,  would  be  the  more  pro- 
fitable of  the  two. 
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good  hnmour.  '  The  man  who  fears  not  death/  says  the 
Gbeek  Poet,  '  will  start  at  no  shadows.'  Paul  had  looked 
Desperation  foil  in  the  £ace»  and  found  that  for  him  she 
was  not  desperate.  Sorely  pressed  on  from  without, 
his  inward  energy,  his  strength  both  of  thought  and  re- 
solve did  but  increase,  and  establish  itself  on  a  surer  and 
surer  foundation  ;  he  stood  like  a  rock  amid  the  beating 
of  continual  tempests ;  nay,  a  rock  crowned  with  foliage ; 
«nd  in  its  clefts,  nourishing  flowers  of  sweetest  perfume. 
For  there  was  a  passionate  fire  in  him,  as  well  as  a  stoical 
calmness;  tenderest  Love  was  there,  and  Devout  Re- 
verence ;  and  a  deep  genial  Himiour  lay,  like  warm  sun- 
shine, softening  the  whole,  blending  the  whole  into  light 
sportful  harmony.  In  these  its  hard  trials,  whatever 
was  noblest  in  his  nature  came  out  in  still  purer  clear- 
ness. It  was  here  that  he  learned  to  distinguish  what 
is  perennial  and  imperishable  in  man,  from  what  is  tran> 
sient  and  earthly;  and  to  prize  the  latter,  were  it 
king's  crowns  and  conqueror's  triumphal  chariots,  but 
as  the  wrappage  of  the  jewel ;  we  might  say,  but  as  the 
finer  or  coarser  Paper  on  which  the  Heroic  Poem  of  Life 
is  to  be  written.  A  lofty  indestructible  faith  in  the  dig- 
nity of  man  took  possession  of  him,  and  a  disbelief  in  all 
other  dignities  ;  and  the  vulgar  world,  and  what  it  could 
give  him,  or  withhold  from  him,  was,  in  his  eyes,  but  a 
small  matter.  Nay,  had  he  not  found  a  voice  for  these 
things ;  which,  though  no  man  would  listen  to  it,  he 
felt  to  be  a  true  one,  and  that  if  true  no  tone  of  it  could 
be  altogether  lost.  Preaching  forth  the  Wisdom,  which 
in  the  dark  deep  wells  of  Adversity  he  had  drawn  up, 
he  felt  himself  strong,  courageous,  even  gay.  He  had 
'  an  internal  world  wherewith  to  fence  himself  against 
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'  the  frosts  and  heats  of  the  external.'  Studying',  writing, 
in  this  mood,  though  grim  Scarcity  looked  in  on  him 
through  the  windows,  he  ever  looked  out  again  on  that 
fiend  with  a  quiet,  half- satirical  eye.  Surely,  we  ^ooU 
find  it  hard  to  wish  any  generous  nature  such  fortune : 
yet  is  one  such  man,  nursed  into  manhood,  amid  these 
stem,  truth-telling  influences,  worth  a  thousand  popnkff 
hallad-mongers,  and  sleek  literary  gentlemen,  kept  in 
perpetual  hoyhood  hy  influences  that  always  lie. 

*  In  my  Historical  Lectures,'  says  Paul,  *  the  basinet  of 
Hungering  will  in  truth  more  and  more  make  its  appearance, 
— with  the  hero  it  rises  to  a  great  height, — abo&t  as  often  as 
Feasting  in  numfneVs Travels, ^ndTen-dnnking  in  Richard- 
son's Clarissa;  nevertheless,  1  cannot  help  sajnng  to  Poverty: 
Welcome!  so  thou  come  not  at  quite  too  late  a  time !  Wealth 
bears  heavier  on  talent  than  Poverty;  under  gold-mountaios 
and  thrones,  who  knows  how  many  a  spiritual  giant  may  lie 
crushed  down  and  buried !  When  among  the  flames  of  youth, 
and  above  all  of  hotter  powers  as  w^ell,  the  oil  of  Riches  is 
also  poured  in, — little  will  remain  of  the  Phoenix  but  his 
ashes ;  and  only  a  Goethe  has  force  to  keep,  even  at  the  sun 
of  good  fortune,  his  phcenix- wings  unsinged.    The  poor  His- 
torical Professor,  in  this  place,  would  not,  for  much  money, 
have  had  much  money  in  his  youth.     Fate  manages  Poets, 
as  men  do  singing  birds ;  you  overhang  the  cage  of  the  singer 
and  make  it  dark,  till  at  length  he  has  caught  the  tunes  you 
play  to  him,  and  can  sing  them  rightly.* 

There  have  been  many  Johnsons,  He3mes,  and  other 
meaner  natures,  in  every  country,  that  have  passed 
through  as  hard  a  probation  as  Richter's  was,  and  borne 
permanent  traces  of  its  good  and  its  evil  influences: 
some,  with  their  modesty  and  quiet  endurance,  combin- 
ing a  sickly  dispiritment,  others  a  hardened  dullness  or 
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even  deadness  of  heart:  nay,  there  are  some  whom  Misery 
itself  cannot  teach,  but  only  exasperate ;  who  far  from 
parting  with  the  mirror  of  their  Vanity,  when  it  is  trod- 
den in  pieces,  rather  collect  the  hundred  fragments  of  it, 
and  with  more  fondness  and  more  bitterness  than  ever, 
behold  not  one  but  a  hundred  images  of  Self  therein ;  to 
these  men  Pain  is  a  pure  evil,  and  as  school-dunces  their 
hard  Pedagogue  will  only  whip  them  to  the  end.  But, 
in  modem  days,  and  even  among  the  better  instances, 
there  is  scarcely  one  that  we  remember  who  has  drawn, 
from  Poverty  and  suffering,  such  immixed  advantage  as 
Jean  Paul;  acquiring  imder  it  not  only  Herculean  strength, 
but  the  softest  tenderness  of  soul;  a  view  of  man  and 
man's  life  not  less  cheerful,  even  sportful,  than  it  is  deep 
and  calm.  To  Fear  he  is  a  stranger;  not  only  the  rage 
of  men, '  the  ruins  of  Nature  would  strike  him  fearless ; ' 
yet  he  has  a  heart  vibrating  to  all  the  finest  thrills  of 
Mercy,  a  deep  loving  S3rmpathy  with  all  created  things. 
There  is,  we  must  say,  something  Old-Gh-ecian  in  this 
form  of  mind;  yet  Old- Grecian  under  the  new  conditions 
of  our  own  time ;  not  an  Ethnic,  but  a  Christian  greatness. 
Bichter  might  have  stood  beside  Socrates,  as  a  faithful, 
though  rather  tumultuous  disciple;  or  better  still,  he 
might  have  bandied  repartees  with  Diogenes,  who,  if  he 
could  nowhere  find  Men,  must  at  least  have  admitted 
that  this  too  was  a  Spartan  Boy.  Diogenes  and  he,  much 
as  they  differed,  mostly  to  the  disadvantage  of  the  former, 
would  have  found  much  in  common :  above  all,  that  re- 
solute self-dependence,  and  quite  settled  indifference  to 
the  '  force  of  public  opinion.'  Of  this  latter  quality,  as 
well  as  of  various  other  qualities  in  Richter,  we  have  a 
curious  proof  in  the  Episode,  which  Herr  Otto  here  for 
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the  first  time  detaik  with  accuracy,  and  at  large,  '  coo- 
ceming  the  Costume  controversies.'    There  is  something 
great  as  well  as  ridiculous  in  this  whole  story  of  the 
Costume,  which  we  must  not  pass  unnoticed.    It  was  in 
the  second  year  of  his  residence  at  Leipzig,  and  when,  as 
we  have  seen,  his  necessities  were  pressing  enough,  that 
Bichter,  finding  himself  unpatronized  hy  the  World, 
thought  it  might  be  reasonable  if  he  paid  a  little  atten- 
tion, as  fEur  as  convenient,  to  the  wishes,  rational  orders, 
and  even  whims  of  his  only  other  Patrcm,  namely,  of 
Himself.     Now  the  long  visits  of  the  hair-dresser,  witii 
his  powders,  pu£^,  and  pomatums,  were  decidedly  irk- 
some to  him,  and  even  too  expensive;  besides,  his  love  of 
Swift  and  Sterne  made  him  love  the  Kngljah  and  their 
modes ;  which  things  being  considered,  Paul  made  firee 
to  cut  oflF  his  cue  altogether,  and  with  certain  other  alter- 
ations in  his  dress,  to  walk  abroad  in  what  was  called 
the  Englidi  fieishion.   We  rather  conjecture  that,  in  some 
poiuts,  it  was  after  all  but  Pseudo-English ;  at  least,  we 
can  find  no  tradition  of  any  such  mode  having  then  or 
ever  been  prevalent  here  in  its  other  details.  For  besides 
the  docked  cue,  he  had  shirts  h  la  Hamlet;  wore  his 
breast  open,  without  neckcloth:  in  such  guise  did  he 
appear  openly.    Astonishment  took  hold  of  the  minds  of 
men.     Grerman  students  have  more  license  than  most 
people  in  selecting  fantastic  garbs;  but  the  bare  neck 
and  want  of  cue  seemed  graces  beyond  the  reach  of  true 
art.    We  can  figure  the  massive,  portly  cynic,  with  what 
humour  twinkling  in  his  eye  he  came  forth  among  the 
elegant  gentlemen;  feeling,  like  that  juggler-divinity 
Ramdass,  well-known  to  Baptist  Missionaries,  that '  he 
'  had  fire  enough  in  his  stomach  to  bum  away  all  the 
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'  sins  of  the  world.'  It  was  a  species  of  pride,  even  of 
foppery,  w^e  will  admit;  but  a  tough,  strong-limbed 
species,  like  that  which  in  ragged  gown  '  trampled  on  the 
pride  of  Plato/ 

Nowise  in  so  respectable  a  light,  however,  did  a  cer- 
tain Magister,  or  pedagogue  dignitary,  of  Richter's  neigh- 
bourhood, regard  the  matter.  Poor  Richter,  poor  in 
purse,  rich  otherwise,  had,  at  this  time,  hired  for  himself 
a  small  mean  garden-house,  that  he  might  have  a  little 
fresh  air,  through  summer,  in  his  studies :  the  Magister, 
who  had  hired  a  large  sumptuous  one  in  the  same  garden, 
^naturally  met  him  in  his  walks,  bare-necked,  cue-less ; 
and  perhaps  not  liking  the  cast  of  his  countenance, 
strangely  twisted  into  Sardonic  wrinkles,  with  all  its 
broad  honest  benignity, — took  it  in  deep  dudgeon  that 
such  an  unauthorized  character  should  venture  to  enjoy 
Nature  beside  him.  But  what  was  to  be  done  ?  Super- 
cilious lodes,  even  frowning,  would  accomplish  nothing; 
the  Sardonic  visage  was  not  to  be  frt>wned  into  the 
smallest  terror.  The  Magister  vtrrote  to  the  landlord, 
demanding  that  this  nuisance  should  be  abated.  Richter, 
with  a  praiseworthy  love  of  peace,  wrote  to  the  Magister, 
promising  to  do  what  he  could :  he  would  not  approach 
hb  (the  Magister's)  house  so  near  as  last  night,  would 
walk  only  in  the  evenings  and  mornings,  and  thereby 
for  most  part  keep  out  of  sight  the  apparel '  which  con- 
venience, health,  and  poverty  had  prescribed  for  him.' 
These  were  fedr  conditions  of  a  boundary- treaty;  but  the 
Magister  interpreted  them  in  too  literal  a  sense,  and 
soon  foimd  reason  to  complain  that  they  had  been  in- 
fringed. He  again  took  pen  and  ink,  and  in  peremptory 
language  represented  that  Paul  had  actually  come  past  a 
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certain  Statue,  which,  without  doubt,  stood  within  the 
debatable  land;  threatening  him,  therefore,  with  Herr 
Komer,  the  landlord's  vengeance,  and  withal  openly  tes- 
tifying his  own  contempt  and  just  rage  against  him.  Paul 
answered,  also  in  writing.  That  he  had  nowise  infringed 
his  promise,  this  Statue  or  any  other  Statue  having 
nothing  to  do  with  it ;  but  that  now  he  did  altogether 
revoke  said  promise,  and  would  henceforth  walk  when- 
soever  and  wheresoever  seemed  good  to  him,  se^g  he 
too  paid  for  the  privilege.  *  To  me,'  observed  he,  '  Herr 
Komer  is  not  dreadful  (Jurchterlich)  ;'  and  fcu'  the  Ma- 
gister  himself  he  put  down  these  remaikable  words: 
'  You  despise  my  mean  name ;  nevertheless  take  note  ^ 
*  it ;  for  you  will  not  have  done  the  latter  long,  till  the 
'  former  will  not  be  in  your  power  to  do:  I  speak  am- 
'  biguously,  that  I  may  not  speak  arrogantly.'  Be  it 
noted,  at  the  same  time,  that  with  a  noble  spirit  d  ac- 
commodation, Richter  proposed  yet  new  terms  d  treaty; 
which  being  accepted,  he,  pursuant  thereto,  with  bag  and 
baggage  forthwith  evacuated  the  garden,  and  returned 
to  his  '  town-room  at  the  Three  Roses,  in  Peterstrasse;' 
glorious  in  retreat,  and  '  leaving  his  Paradise,'  as  Herr 
Otto  with  some  conceit  remarks, '  no  less  guiltleasly  than 
'  voluntarily,  for  a  certain  bareness  of  breast  and  neck ; 
'  whereas  our  First  Parents  were  only  allowed  to  retain 
'  theirs,  so  long  as  they  felt  themselves  innocent  in  total 
'  nudity.'  What  the  Magister  thought  of  the  '  mean 
name '  some  years  afterwards,  we  do  not  learn. 

But  if  such  tragical  things  went  on  in  Leipzig,  how 
much  more  when  he  went  down  to  Hof  in  the  holidays, 
where,  at  any  rate,  the  Richters  stood  in  slight  esteem ! 
It  will  surprise  our  readers  to  learn  that  Paul,  with  the 
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mildest-tempei^  pertinacity,  resisted  all  expostulations 
of  friends,  and  persecutions  of  foes,  in  this  great  cause  ; 
and  went  about  d  la  Hamlet,  for  the  space  of  no  less  than 
seven  years !  He  himself  seemed  partly  sensible  that  it 
was  affectation ;  but  the  man  would  have  his  humour  out. 
'  On  the  whole/  says  he,  '  /  hold  the  constant  regard  we 
*  pay,  in  all  our  actions  to  the  judgments  of  others,  as  the 
'  poison  of  our  peace,  our  reason,  and  our  virtue.  At  this 
'  slave-chain  I  have  long  filed,  and  I  scarcely  ever  hope  to 
'  break  it  entirely  asunder.  I  wish  to  accustom  myself 
'  to  the  censure  of  others,  and  appear  a  fool,  that  I  may 
'  learn  to  endure  fools. '  So  speaks  the  young  Diogenes, 
embracing  his  frozen  pillar,  by  way  of  '  exerdtation ;'  as 
if  the  world  did  not  give  us  frozen  pillars  enough  in  this 
kind,  without  our  wilfully  stepping  aside  to  seek  them ! 
Better  is  that  other  maxim, :  '  He  who  differs  from  the 
'  world  in  important  matters,  should  the  more  carefully 
'  conform  to  it  in  indifferent  ones. '  Nay,  by  degrees 
Richter  himself  saw  into  this,  and  having  now  proved 
satisfactorily  enough  that  he  could  take  his  own  way 
when  he  so  pleased,  —  leaving,  as  is  fedr,  the  *  most 
sweet  voices  '  to  take  theirs  also,  —  he  addressed  to  his 
friends  (chiefly  the  Voigtland  Literati  above  alluded  to) 
the  following  circular : 

*  Advertisement. 

*  The  Undersig^ned  begs  to  give  notice,  that  whereas 
cropt  hair  has  as  many  enemies  as  red  hair,  and  said  enemies 
of  the  hair  are  enemies  likewise  of  the  person  it  grows  on ; 
whereas  farther,  such  a  fashion  is  in  no  respect  Christian, 
since  otherwise  Christian  persons  would  have  adopted  it; 
and  whereas,  especially,  the  Undersigned  has  suffered  no  less 
from  his  hair  than  Absalom  did  from  his,  though  on  contrary 
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grounds;  and  whereas  it  has  been  notified  that  the  public 
purposed  to  send  him  into  his  grave,  since  the  hair  grew 
there  without  scissors :  he  hereby  gives  notice  that  he  wiU 
not  push  matters  to  such  extremity.  Be  it  known,  therefore, 
to  the  nobility,  gentr)',  and  a  discerning  public  in  general, 
that  the  Undersigned  proposes,  on  Sunday  next,  to  appear  in 
various  important  streets  (of  Hof )  with  a  short  false  cue; 
and  with  this  cue  as  with  a  magnet,  and  cord-of-lore,  and 
magic-rod,  to  possess  himself  forcibly  of  the  affections  of  all 
and  sundry,  be  who  they  may.' 

And  thus  ended  'gloriously/  as  Herr  Otto  thinks, 
the  long  '  clothes-martyrdom ; '  from  the  course  of 
which,  besides  its  intrinsic  comicality,  we  may  leani 
two  things :  first,  that  Paul  nowise  wanted  a  due  indif- 
ference to  the  popular  wind,  but,  on  fit  or  unfit  occasion, 
could  stand  on  his  own  basis  stoutly  enou^,  wrapping 
his  cloak  as  himself  listed ;  and  secondly,  that  he  had 
such  a  buoyant,  elastic  humour  of  spirit,  that  besides 
coimter-pressure  against  Poverty,  and  Famine  itself, 
there  was  still  a  clear  overplus  left  to  play  fantastic  tricks 
with,  at  which  the  angels  could  not  indeed  weep,  but 
might  well  shake  their  heads  and  smile.  We  return  to 
our  history. 

Several  years  before  the  date  of  this  '  Advertisement,' 
namely,  in  1784,  Paul,  who  had  now  determined  on 
writing,  with  or  without  readers,  to  the  end  of  the  chap^ 
ter.  finding  no  furtherance  in  Leipzig  but  only  hunger 
and  hardship,  bethought  him  that  he  might  as  well  write 
in  Hof  beside  his  mother,  as  there.  His  publishers, 
when  he  had  any,  were  in  other  cities;  and  the  two 
households,  like  two  dying  embers,  might  perhaps  show 
some  feeble  point  of  red-heat  between  them,  if  cunningly 
laid  together.     He  quitted  Leipzig,  after  a  three-yean 
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residence  there ;  and  fairly  commenced  housekeeping  on 
hb  own  score.  Probably  there  is  not  in  the  whole  his- 
tory of  Literature  any  record  of  a  literary  establishment 
like  this  at  Hof ;  so  ruggedly  independent,  so  simple, 
not  to  say  altogether  unfiimi&hed.  Lawsuits  had  now 
done  their  work,  and  the  Widow  Richter,  with  her  fami- 
ly, was  living  in  a  'house  containing  one  apartment.' 
Paul  had  no  books,  except  '  twelve  manuscript  volumes 
of  excerpts, '  and  the  considerable  library  which  he  car- 
ried in  his  head ;  with  which  small  resources,  the  public, 
especially  as  he  had  still  no  cue,  could  not  well  see  what 
was  to  become  of  him.  Two  great  furtherances,  how- 
ever, he  had,  of  which  the  public  took  no  sufficient  note : 
a  real  Head  on  his  shoulders,  not  as  is  more  common,  a 
mere  hat- wearing,  empty  effigies  of  a  head;  and  the 
strangest,  stoutest,  indeed,  a  quite  noble  Heart  within 
him.  Here,  then,  he  could,  as  is  the  duty  of  man, 
'  prize  his  existence  more  than  his  manner  of  existence,' 
which  latter  was,  indeed,  easily  enough  disesteemed. 
Come  of  it  what  might,  he  determined,  on  his  own 
strength,  to  try  issues  to  the  uttermost  with  Fortune ; 
nay,  while  fighting  like  a  very  Ajax  against  her,  to  '  keep 
'  laughing  in  her  face  till  she  too  burst  into  laughter,  and 
*  ceased  frowning  at  him.'  He  would  nowise  slacken  in 
his  Authorship,  therefore,  but  continued  stubbornly  toil- 
ing, as  at  his  right  work,  let  the  weather  be  sunny  or 
snowy.  For  the  rest.  Poverty  was  written  on  the  posts 
of  his  door,  and  within  on  every  equipment  of  his  exist- 
ence ;  he  that  ran  might  read  in  large  characters : 
"  Good  Christian  people,  you  perceive  that  I  have  little 
money;  what  inference  do  you  draw  from  it?"  So 
hung  the  struggle,  and  as  yet  were  no  signs  of  victory 
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for  Paul.  It  was  not  till  1788  tliat  he  could  find  a  pub- 
lisher for  his  Teufels  Papieren;  and  even  then  few  readers. 
But  no  disheartenment  availed  with  him;  Authorship 
was  once  for  all  felt  to  be  his  true  vocation ;  and  by  it 
he  was  minded  to  continue  at  all  hazards.  For  a  eboit 
while,  he  had  been  tutor  in  some  femUy,  and  had  again  a 
much  more  tempting  offer  of  the  like  sort,  but  he  refosed 
it,  purposing  henceforth  to  'bring  up  no  children  but 
his  own, — his  books,'  let  Famine  say  to  it  what  she 
pleased. 

<  With  his  mother,'  says  Otto,  '  and  at  times  also  with 
several  of  his  brothers,  but  always  with  one,  he  lived  in  a 
mean  house,  which  had  only  a  single  apartment;  and  this 
went  on  even  when, — after  the  appearance  of  the  AtHmien^ 
—-his  star  began  to  rise,  ascending  higher  and  higher,  and 
never  again  declining.     •     •     • 

*  As  Paul,  in  the  characters  of  Walt  and  Vult»  (it  is  his 
direct  statement  in  these  Notes),  meant  to  depict  himself;  j)o 
it  may  be  remarked,  that  in  the  delineation  of  Lenette,  his 
Mother  stood  before  his  mind,  at  the  period  when  this  down- 
pressed  and  humiliated  woman  began  to  gather  heart,  and 
raise  herself  up  again ;  t  seeing  she  could  no  longer  doubt  the 
the  truth  of  his  predictions,  that  Authorship  must,  and  would 

*  GottwaU  and  Q^oddeutnuli,  two  Brothers  (see  Pknl's  FU^ 
Jahre)  of  the  most  opposite  temperaments :  the  former  a  still,  soft- 
hearted, tearful  enthusiast,  the  other  a  madcap  humorist,  honest  at 
bottom,  but  bursting  out  on  all  hands  with  the  strangest  explosions, 
speculative  and  practical. 

t '  Quite  up  indeed,  she  could  never  more  rise ;  and  in  sikot 
'  humility,  avoiding  any  loud  expression  of  satisfiBction,  she  lived  to 

*  e^joy  with  timorous  gladness,  the  delight  of  seeing  her  son's  worth 
'  publicly  recognised,  and  his  acquaintance  sought  by  the  most  inflo- 

*  ential  men,  and  herself  too  honoured  on  this  account,  as  she  had 

*  never  before  been.' 
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prosper  with  him.  She  now  the  more  busily,  in  one  and  the 
same  room  where  Paul  was  writing  and  studying,  managed 
the  household  operations ;  cooking,  washing,  scouring, 
handling  the  broom,  and  these  being  Bnisbed,  spinning 
cotton.  Of  the  painful  income  earned  by  this  latter  employ- 
ment, she  kept  a  written  account.  One  such  revenue-book, 
under  the  title,  Was  ich  ersponnen  (Earned  by  spinning), 
which  extends  from  March,  1793,  to  September,  1794,  is  still 
in  existence.  The  produce  of  March,  the  first  year,  stands 
entered  there  as  2  florins,  51  kreutzers,  3  pfennigs'  (some- 
where about  four  shillings!);  '  that  of  April,'  &c. ;  *  at  last, 
that  of  September,  1794,  as  2  fl.  1  kr. ;  and  ou  the  last  page 
of  the  little  book,  stands  marked,  that  Samuel  (the  youngest 
son)  had,  on  the  9th  of  this  same  September,  got  new  boots, 
which  cost 3  thalers/ — almost  a  whole  quarter's  revenue! 

Considering  these  things,  how  mournful  would  it  have 
seemed  to  Paul  that  Bishop  Dogbolt  could  not  get  trans- 
lated, because  of  Politics ;  and  the  too  high-souled  Vis- 
count Plumcake,  thwarted  in  courtship,  was  seized  with 
a  perceptible  dyspepsia  I 

We  have  dwelt  the  longer  on  this  portion  of  Paul's 
history,  because  we  reckon  it  interesting  in  itself;  and 
that  if  the  spectacle  of  a  great  man  struggling  with  ad- 
versity be  a  fit  one  for  the  gods  to  look  down  on,  much 
more  must  it  be  so  for  mean  fellow-mortab  to  look  up 
to.  For  us  in  Literary  England,  above  all,  such  conduct 
as  Bichter's  has  a  peculiar  interest  in  these  times ;  the 
interest  of  entire  novelty.  Of  all  literary  phenomena, 
that  of  a  literary  man  daring  to  believe  that  he  is  poor, 
may  he  regarded  as  the  rarest.  Can  a  man  without 
capital  actually  open  his  lips  and  speak  to  mankind  ? 
Had  he  no  landed  property,  then :  no  connexion  with 
the  higher  classes;   did  he  not  even  keep  a  gig?  By 

VOL.  II.  Q 
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these  documents  it  would  appear  so.  Hiis  was  not  a 
nobleman,  nor  gentleman,  nor  gig-man ;  *  but  simpiy 
a  man! 

On  the  whole,  what  a  wondrous  spirit  of  gentilitj 
does  animate  our  British  Literature  at  this  era !  We 
have  no  Men  of  Letters  now,  but  only  Literary  G^entie- 
men.  Samuel  Johnson  was  the  last  that  ventured  to 
appear  in  that  former  character,  and  support  hima^,  oo 
his  own  legs,  without  any  crutches,  purchased  or  sto- 
len :  rough  old  Samuel,  the  last  of  all  the  Romans ! 
Time  was,  when  in  English  Literature,  as  in  English 
Life,  the  comedy  of  *  Every  Man  in  his  Humour '  was 
daily  enacted  among  us ;  but  now  the  poor  French 
word,  French  in  every  sense,  *  Qii*en  dira-Uon  ? '  speO- 
binds  us  all,  and  we  have  nothing  for  it  but  to  drill  and 
cane  each  other  into  one  uniform,  regimental  '  naticm  of 
gentlemen.'  '  Let  him  who  would  write  heroic  poems,' 
said  Milton,  '  make  his  life  a  heroic  poem.'  Let  him 
who  would  write  heroic  poems,  say  we,  put  money  in  his 
purse  ;  or  if  he  have  no  gold-money,  let  him  put  in  cop- 
per-money, or  pebbles,  and  chink  ^ith  it  as  with  true 
metal,  in  the  ears  of  mankind,  that  they  may  listen  to 
him.  Herein  does  the  secret  of  good  writing  now  con- 
sist, as  that  of  good  living  has  always  done.    When  we 

*  In  Thiirtell*8  trial  (sayi  the  Qnarterfy  Review)  oocuircd  tbe 
following  colloquy  :  '  Q.  What  sort  of  peraon  waa  Mr.  Weare  ?  A, 

*  He  was  always  a  respectable  person.  Q.  What  do  yon  mean  by 
'  respectable  ?    ^.  He  kept  a  gig.'  —  Since  then  we  have  seen  a 

*  D^entio  Gigmanieaf  or  Apology  for  the  Gigmen  of  Great  Bri- 
'  tain/  composed  not  withont  eloquence,  and  which  we  hope  one 
day  to  prerail  on  our  friend,  a  man  of  some  whims,  to  gire  to  the 
public. 
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first  visited  Grub-street,  and  with  bared  head  did  reve- 
rence to  the  genius  of  the  place,  with  a  "  Salve,  magna 
parens  !  "  we  were  astonished  to  learn,  on  inquiry,  that 
the  Authors  did  not  dwell  there  now,  but  had  all  removed, 
years  ago,  to  a  sort  of  '  High  Life  below  Stairs,*  far  in 
the  West.  For  why,  what  remedy  was  there ;  did  not 
the  wants  of  the  age  require  it  ?  How  can  men  write 
without  High  Life ;  and  how,  except  below  Stairs,  as 
Shoulder-knot,  or  as  talking  Katerfelto,  or  by  second- 
hand communication  with  these  two,  can  the  great  body 
of  men  acquire  any  knowledge  thereof  ?  Nay  has  not 
the  Atlantis,  or  true  Blissful  Island  of  Poesy,  been,  in 
all  times,  understood  to  lie  Westward,  though  never 
rightly  discovered  till  now  ?  Our  great  fault  with  wri- 
ters used  to  be,  not  that  they  were  intrinsically  more  or 
less  completed  Dolts,  with  no  eye  or  ear  for  the  *  open 
secret '  of  the  world,  or  for  anything,  save  the  '  open 
display '  of  the  world,  —  for  its  gilt  ceilings,  marketable 
pleasiu^s,  war-chariots,  and  all  manner,  to  the  highest 
manner,  of  Lord- Mayor  shows,  and  GKiildhall  dinners, 
and  their  own  small  part  and  lot  therein ;  but  the  head 
and  front  of  their  offence  lay  in  this,  that  they  had  not 
'  frequented  the  society  of  the  upper  classes.'  And  now, 
with  our  improved  age,  and  this  so  universal  extension 
of  *  High  Life  below  Stairs,'  what  a  blessed  change  has 
been  introduced ;  what  benign  consequences  will  follow 
therefit>m  !  One  consequence  has  already  been  a  degree 
of  Dapperism  and  Dilettantism,  and  ricketty  Debility, 
unexampled  in  the  history  of  Literature,  and  enough  of 
itself  to  make  us  *  the  envy  of  surrounding  nations ; ' 
for  hereby  the  literary  man,  once  so  dangerous  to  the 
quiescence  of  society,  has  now  become  perfectly  innoxi- 
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ous,  SO  that  a  look  will  quail  him,  and  he  can  be  tied 
hand  and  foot  by  a  spinster's  thread.  Hope  there  is, 
that  henceforth  neither  Church  nor  State  will  be  put  in 
jeopardy  by  Literature.  The  old  literary  man,  as  we 
have  said,  stood  on  his  own  legs ;  had  a  whole  heart 
within  him,  and  might  be  provoked  into  many  tilings. 
But  the  new  literary  man,  on  the  other  hand,  cannot 
stand  at  all,  save  in  stays ;  he  must  first  gird  up  his  weak 
sides  with  the  whalebone  of  a  certain  fashionable,  know- 
ing, half-squirarchal  air,  — be  it  inherited,  bought  or,  as 
is  more  likely,  borrowed  or  stolen,  whalebone ;  and  here- 
with he  stands  a  little  without  collapsing.  If  the  man 
now  twang  his  jew's-harp  to  please  the  children,  what  is 
to  be  feared  from  him ;  what  more  is  to  be  required  of 
him? 

Seriously  speaking,  we  must  hold  it  a  remarkable 
thing  that  every  Englishman  should  be  a  '  gentleman ; ' 
that  in  so  democratic  a  country,  our  common  title  of 
honour,  which  all  men  assert  for  themselves,  should  be 
one  which  professedly  depends  on  station,  on  accidents 
rather  than  on  qualities ;  or  at  best,  as  Coleridge  inter- 
prets it,  '  on  a  certain  indifiference  to  money  matters, ' 
which  certain  indifiference  again  must  be  wise  or  mad, 
you  would  think,  exactly  as  one  possesses  much  money, 
or  possesses  little !  We  suppose  it  must  be  the  com- 
mercial genius  of  the  nation,  counteracting  and  suppres- 
sing its  political  genius ;  for  the  Americans  are  said  to 
be  still  more  notable  in  this  respect  than  we.  Now, 
what  a  hollow,  windy  vacuity  of  internal  character  this 
indicates ;  how,  in  place  of  a  rightly  ordered  heart,  we 
strive  only  to  exhibit  a  fiill  purse ;  and  all  pushing,  rush- 
ing, elbowing  on  towards  a  &lse  aim,  the  courtier's  kibes 
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are  more  and  more  galled  by  the  toe  of  the  peasant : 
and  on  every  side,  instead  of  Faith,  Hope,  and  Charity, 
we  have  Neediness,  Ghreediness,  and  Vainglory ;  all  this 
is  palpable  enough.     Fools  that  we  are  !   Why  should 
we  wear  our  knees  to  horn,  and  sorrowfully  beat  our 
breasts,  praying  day  and  night  to  Mammon,  who«  if  he 
would  even  hear  us,  has  almost  nothing  to  give  ?     For, 
granting  that  the  deaf  brute-god  were  to  relent  for  our 
sacrifidngs ;    to  change  our  gilt  brass  into  solid  gold, 
and  instead  of  hungry  actors  of  rich  gentility,  make  us  all 
in  very  deed  Rothschild-Howards  to-morrow,  what  good 
were  it  ?  Are  we  not  already  denizens  of  this  wondrous 
England,   with  its  high  Shakspeares  and  Hampdens ; 
nay,  of  this  wondrous  Universe,  with  its  Ghdaxies  and 
Eternities,  and  unspeakable  Splendours,  that  we  should 
so  worry  and  scramble,  and  tear  one  another  in  pieces, 
for  some  acres  (nay,  still  oftener,  for  the  show  of  some 
acres),  more  or  less,  of  clay  property,  the  largest  of 
which  properties,  the  Sutherland  itself,  is  invisible  even 
from  the  Moon  ?     Fools  that  we  are !    To  dig,  and  bore 
like  ground-worms  in  those  acres  of  ours,  even  if  we 
have  acres ;  and  far  from  beholding  and  enjoying  the 
heavenly  lights,  not  to  know  of  them  except  by  unheed- 
ed and  unbelieved  report !   Shall  certain  pounds  sterling 
that  we  may  have  in  the  Bank  of  England,  or  the  ghosts 
of  certain  pounds  that  we  would  fsdn  seem  to  have,  hide 
from  us  the  treasures  we  are  all  bom  to  in  this  th6  'City 
of  God?' 

My  inheritance  how  wide  and  feir ; 
Time  is  my  estate,  to  Time  Vm  heir! 

But  leaving  the  money-changers,  and  honour-hun- 
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ters.  and  gigmen  of  every  degree,  to  their  own  wise 
ways,  which  they  will  not  alter,  we  must  again  remark 
as  a  singular  circumstance,  that  the  same  spirit  should, 
to  such  an  extent,  have  taken  possession  of  Literature 
also.     This  is  the  eye  of  the  world ;  enli^tenin^  alL 
and  instead  of  the  shows  of  things  unfolding  to  us  things 
themselves :  has  the  eye  too  gone  hlind ;  has  the  Poet 
and  Thinker  adopted  the  philosophy  of  the  Grocer  and 
Valet  in  Livery  ?     Nay,  let  us  hear  Lord  Byrcm  himself 
on  the  subject.     Some  years  ago,  there  appeared  in  the 
Magazines,  and  to  the  admiration  of  most  editorial  gen- 
tlemen, certain  extracts  from  Letters  of  Lord  Byron's, 
which  carried  this  philosophy  to  rather  a  high  pitch. 
His  Lordship,  we  recollect,  mentioned,  that  '  all  rules 
for  Poetry  were  not  worth  a  d — n'  (saving  and  ex- 
cepting, doubtless,  the  ancient  Rule-of-Thumb,  which 
must  still  have  place  here) ;  after  which  aphorism,  his 
Lordship  proceeded  to  state  that  the  great  ruin  of  ill 
British  Poets  sprang  from  a  simple  source ;  their  ex- 
clusion from  High  Life  in  London,  excepting  only  some 
shape  of  that  High  Life  below  Stairs,  which,  however, 
was  nowise  adequate :  he  himself  and  Thomas  Moore 
were  perfectly  familiar  in  such  upper  life ;  he  by  birth, 
Moore  by  hi^py  accident,  and  so  they  could  both  write 
Poetry ;  the  others  were  not  familiar,  and  so  could  not 
write  it.  —  Surely  it  is  fast  growing  time  that  all  this 
should  be  drummed  out  of  our  Planet,  and  forbidden  to 
return. 

Richter,  for  his  part,  was  quite  excluded  from  the 
West-end  of  Hof :  for  Hof  too  has  its  West-end ;  '  every 
'  mortal  longs  for  his  parade-place  ;  would  still  wish,  at 
'  banquets,  to  be  master  of  some  seat  or  other,  wherein 
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'  to  overtop  this  or  that  plucked  goose  of  the  neighbour- 
*  hood/  So  poor  Richter  could  only  be  admitted  to  the 
West-end  of  the  Universe,  where  truly  he  had  a  very 
superior  establishment.  The  legal,  clerical,  and  other 
conscript  fathers  of  Hof  might,  had  they  so  inclined, 
have  lent  him  a  few  books,  told  or  believed  some  fewer 
lies  of  him,  and  thus  positively  and  negatively  shown  the 
young  adventurer  many  a  little  service ;  but  they  inclined 
to  none  of  these  things,  and  happily  he  was  enabled  to 
do  without  liiem.  Gay,  gentle,  frolicsome  as  a  lamb, 
yet  strong,  forbearant,  and  royally  courageous  as  a  lion, 
he  worked  along,  amid  the  scouring  of  kettles,  the 
hissing  of  frying-pans,  the  hum  of  his  mother's  wheel ; 
—  and  it  is  not  without  a  proud  feeling  that  our  reader 
(for  he  too  is  a  man)  hears  of  victory  being  at  last 
gained,  and  of  Works,  which  the  most  reflective  nation 
in  Europe  regards  as  classical,  being  written  under  such 
accompaniments. 

However,  it  is  at  this  lowest  point  of  the  Narrative 
that  Herr  Otto  for  the  present  stops  short ;  leaving  us 
only  Ihe  assurance  that  better  days  are  coming :  so  that 
concerning  the  whole  ascendant  and  dominant  portion  of 
Richter's  history,  we  are  left  to  om*  own  resources;  and 
from  these  we  have  only  gathered  some  scanty  indi- 
cations, which  may  be  summed  up  with  a  very  dispro- 
portionate brevity.  It  iqppears  that  the  Unsicktbare  Loge 
(Invisible  Lodge),  sent  forth  from  the  Hof  spinning  es- 
tablishment in  1793,  was  the  first  of  his  works  that  ob- 
tained any  decisive  favour.  A  long  trial  of  fedth ;  for  the 
man  had  now  been  besieging  the  literary  citadel  upwards 
of  ten  years,  and  still  no  breach  visible !  With  the  ap- 
pearance of  Hesperus,  another  wondrous  Novel,  which 
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proceeded  firom  the  same  '  single  apartment/  in  1 796, 
the  siege  may  he  said  to  have  terminated  hy  storm  ;  and 
Jean  Paul,  whom  the  most  knew  not  what  in  the  'world 
to  think  of,  whom  here  and  there  a  man  of  weak  judg- 
ment had  not  even  scrupled  to  declare  half-mad,  made  it 
universaUy  indubitable,  that  though  encircled  with  dusky 
vapours,  and  shining  out  only  in  strange  many-hued 
irregular  bursts  of  flame,  he  was  and  would  be  one  of 
the  celestial  Luminaries  of  his  day  and  generation.   The 
keen  intellectual  energy  displayed  in  Hesperus,  still  more 
the  nobleness  of  mind,  the  sympathy  with  Nature,  the 
warm,  impetuous,  yet  pure  and  lofty  delineations  of 
Friendsh^)  and  Love ;  in  a  less  degree  perhaps,  the  wikl 
boisterous  humour  that  everywhere  prevails  in  it»  se- 
cured Richter  not  only  admirers,  but  personal  well- 
wishers  in  all  quarters  of  his  country.     Gleim,  for  ex- 
ample, though  then  eighty  years  of  age,  and  among  the 
last  survivors  of  a  quite  different  school,  could  not  con- 
tain himself  with  rapture.     'What    a  divine  genius 
'  (Gottgenius)*  thus  wrote  he  some  time  after¥rards,  '  is 
'  our  Friedrich  Richter !    I  am  reading  his  Bbtmemstucke 
'for  the  second  time:  here  is  more  than  Shakspeare, 
'  said  I,  at  fifty  passages  I  have  marked.   What  a  divine 
'  genius !   I  wonder  over  the  human  head,  out  of  whidi 
'these  streams,  these  brooks,  these  Rhine-fidls,  tiiese 
'Blandusian  fountains  pour  forth  over  human  nature 
'  to  make  human  nature  humane ;  and  if  to-day  I  object 
'  to  the  plan,  object  to  phrases,  to  words,  I  am  contented 
'  with  all  to-morrow.'     The  kind  lively  old  man,  it  ap- 
pears, had  sent  him  a  gay  letter,  signed  'Septimus 
Fixlein,'  with  a  present  of  money  in  it;  to  wbkh  Richter, 
with  great  heartiness,  and  some  curiosity  to  penetnte  the 
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secret,  made  answer  in  this  very  BlumenstUcke ;  and  so 
erelong  a  joyful  acquaintance  and  friendship  was  formed ; 
Paul  had  visited  Halberstadt,  with  warmest  welcome, 
and  sat  for  his  picture  there  (an  oil  painting  by  Pfenn- 
inger),  which  is  still  to  be  seen  in  Gleim's  Ehrentempel 
(Temple  of  Honour).  About  this  epoch  too,  the  Re- 
viewing world,  after  a  long  conscientious  silence,  again 
opened  its  thick  lips ;  and  in  quite  another  dialect ; 
screeching  out  a  rusty  Nunc  Domine  dimittas,  with  con- 
siderable force  of  pipe,  instead  of  its  last  monosyllabic 
and  very  unhandsome  grunt.  For  the  credit  of  our  own 
guild,  we  could  have  wished  that  the  Reviewing  world 
had  struck  up  its  Dimittas  a  little  sooner. 

In  1797,  the  widow  Richter  was  taken  away  from 
the  strange  variable  climate  of  this  world,  —  we  shall 
hope,  into  a  sunnier  one ;  her  kettles  hung  unscoured 
on  the  wall ;  ^d  the  spool,  so  often  filled  with  her  cotton- 
thread  and  wetted  with  her  tears,  revolved  no  more. 
Poor  old  weather-beaten,  heavy-laden  soul !  And  yet  a 
light-beam  firom  on  high  was  in  her  also ;  and  the 
'twelve  shillings  for  Samuel's  new  boots'  were  more 
bounteous  and  more  blessed  than  many  a  king's  ransom. 
Nay,  she  saw  before  departing,  that  she,  even  she,  had 
bom  a  mighty  man;  and  her  early  sunshine,  long 
drowned  in  deluges,  again  looked  out  at  evening  with 
sweet  farewell. 

The  Hof  household  being  thus  broken  up,  Richter 
for  some  years  led  a  wandering  life.  In  the  course  of 
this  same  1797,  we  find  him  once  more  in  Leipzig;  and 
truly  under  £Eur  other  circumstances  than  of  old.  For 
instead  of  silk-stockinged,  shovel-hatted,  but  too  im- 
perious Magisters,  that  would  not  let  him  occupy  his 

a2 
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own  hired  dog-hutch  in  peace,  '  he  here/  says  Heinrich 
Doring,*  '  became  acquainted  with  the  three  Princeases, 
'  adorned  with  every  charm  of  person  and  of  mind,  the 
'daughters  of  the  Duchess  of  Hildburghausen !  The 
'  Duke,  who  also  did  justice  to  his  extxBordinary  merits, 
'  conferred  on  him,  some  years  afterwards,  the  title  of 
*  LegatumsnUk  (Councillor  of  Legation)/  To  Princes 
and  Princesses,  indeed,  Jean  Paul  seems,  ever  hence* 
forth,  to  have  had  what  we  should  reckon  a  rarprising 
access.  For  example  :  —  'the  social  circles  where  the 
'Duchess  Amelia  (of  Weimar)  was  wont  to  assemble 
'  the  most  talented  men,  first,  in  Ettersburg,  afterwards 
'  in  Tiefurt ; '  —  then  the  '  Duke  of  Meinungen  at  Co- 
'  burg,  who  had  with  piessmg kindness  invited  him;'  — 
the  Prince  Primate  Dalberg,  who  did  much  more  than 
invite  him ;  — *  late  in  life,  '  the  gifted  Duchess  DoroUiea. 
'  in  Lobichau,  of  which  visit  he  has  himself  comme- 
'  morated  the  festive  days,'  &c.  &c. ;  —  all  which  small 
matters,  it  appears  to  us,  should  be  taken  into  conside- 
ration by  that  class  of  British  philosophers,  troublesome 
in  many  an  intellectual  tea-circle,  who  deduce  the  '  Ger- 
man bad  taste'  from  our  own  old  everlasting  '  want  of 
intercourse;'  whereby,  if  it  so  seemed  good  to  them, 
their  tea,  till  some  less  self-evident  proposition  were 
started,  might  be  'consumed  with  a  certain  stately 
silence/ 

But  next  year  (1798)  there  came  on  Paul  a  far 
grander  piece  of  good  fortune  than  any  of  these ;  namely, 
a  good  wife ;  which,  as  Solomon  has  long  recorded,  is  a 
'  good  thing/  He  had  gone  from  Leipzig  to  Bexlin, 
still  busily  writing ;  '  and  during  a  longer  residence  in 


*  Leben  Jean  PttuP$,     Gotha,  1826. 
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'  this  latter  city/  8a3r8  Doling,  '  Caroline  Mayer,  daugh- 

*  ter  of  the  Royal  Prussian  Privy  Councillor  and  ft^fes- 
'  sor  of  Medicine,  Dr.  John  Andrew  Mayer  *  (these  are 
all  his  titles)  '  gave  him  her  hand ;  nay  even/  continues 
the  microscopic  Doring,  '  as  is  said  in  a  public  paper,  be- 

*  stowed  on  him  (ar/druckte)  the  bride-kiss  of  her  own 

*  accord/  What  is  still  more  astonishing,  she  is  re- 
corded to  have  been  a  '  chosen  one  of  her  sex,'  one  that 
'  like  a  gentle,  guardian,  care-dispelling  genius,  went 
'  by  his  side  through  all  his  pilgrimage/ 

Shortly  after  this  great  event,  Paul  removed  with  his 
new  wife  to  Weimar,  where  he  seems  to  have  resided 
some  years,  in  high  favour  with  whatever  was  most 
illustrious  in  that  city.  His  first  impression  on  Schiller 
is  characteristic  enough.  '  Of  Hesperus,'  thus  writes 
Schiller,  '  I  have  yet  made  no  mention  to  you.  I  found 
'  him  pretty  much  what  I  expected  ;  foreign  like  a  man 
'  fallen  from  the  Moon ;  full  of  good  will,  and  heartily 
'  inclined  to  see  things  about  him,  but  without  the  organ 

*  for  seeing  them.  However,  I  have  only  spoken  to  him 
'  once,  and  so  I  can  say  little  of  him.'*  In  answer  to 
which,  Goethe  also  expresses  his  love  for  Richter,  but 
'  doubts  whether  in  literary  practice  he  will  ever  fall  in 
'  with  them  two,  much  as  his  theoretical  creed  inclined 
'  that  way.'  Hesperus  proved  to  have  more  '  organ ' 
than  Schiller  gave  him  credit  for ;  nevertheless  Goethe's 
doubt  had  not  been  unfounded.  It  was  to  Herder  that 
FbxjI  chiefly  attached  himself  here  ;  esteeming  the  others 
as  high-gifted,  friendly  men,  but  only  Herder  as  a  teacher 

*  Bri^echsel  zwiachen  Sehiiler  und  Goethe  (Correspon- 
dence between  Schiller  and  Goethe).    B.  ii.  77. 
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and  spiritual  fieither ;  of  which  latter  relation,  and  the 
warm  love  and  gratitude  accompanying  it  on  Paul's  side, 
his  writings  give  frequent  proof.     '  If  Herder  was  not 
'  a  Poet/  says  he  once,  '  he  was  something  more,  —  a 
'  Poem ! '  With  Wieland  too  he  stood  on  the  friendliest 
footing,  often  walking  out  to  visit  him  at  Osmanst&dt, 
whither  the  old  man  had  now  retired.     Perh^is  these 
years  spent  at  Weimar,  in  close  intercourse  with  so  many 
distinguished  persons,  were,  in  regard  to  outward  mat- 
ters, among  the  most  instructive  of  Richter's  life :  in 
regard  to  inward  matters,  he  had  already  served,  and 
with  credit,  a  hard  appenticeship  elsewhere.    We  must 
not  forget  to  mention  that  Titan,  one  of  his  chief  ro* 
mances  (published  at  Berlin  in  1800).  was  written  dur- 
ing his  abode  at  Weimar ;  so  likewise  the  FlegeljtJtre 
(Wild  Oats)  ;  and  the  eulogy  of  Charlotte  Carday,  which 
last,  though  originally  but  a  Magazine  Essay,  deserves 
notice  for  its  bold  eloquence,  and  the  antique  repuUican 
spirit  manifested  in  it.    With  respect  to  Titan,  wiadi^ 
together  with  its  Comic  Appendix,  forms  six  very  extra- 
ordinary volumes,  Richter  was  accustomed,  on  all  occa- 
sions, to  declare  it  his  masterpiece,  and  even  the  best 
he  could  ever  hope  to  do ;  though  there  are  not  wanting 
readers  who  continue  to  regard  Hesperus  with  prefer« 
ence.     For  ourselves,  we  have  read  Titan  with  a  certain 
disappointment,  after  hearing  so  much  of  it ;  yet  on  the 
whole,  must  incline  to  the  Author's  opinion.     One  day 
we  hope  to  afford  the  British  public  some  sketch  of  both 
these  works,  concerning  which,  it  has  been  said,  '  there 
'  is  solid  metal  enough  in  them  to  fit  out  whole  circulat- 
'  ing  libraries,  were  it  beaten  into  the  usual  filligree ; 
'  and  much  which,  attenuate  it  as  we  might,  no  Quarteriy 
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'  Subscriber  could  well  carry  with  him.'  Richter's  other 
Novels  published  prior  to  this  period  are  the  Invisible 
Lodge;  the  Siehenkds  (or  Flower-,  Fruit-  and  Thorn- 
Pieces);  the  Life  of  QtUntus  Fixlein;  the  JuheU 
senior  (Ptoson  in  Jubilee) :  Jean  PauVs  Letters  and  F\i- 
ture  History,  the  Dejeuner  in  Kuhschnappel,  the  JBio- 
graphical  Recreations  under  the  Cranium  of  a  Giantess^ 
scarcely  belong  to  this  species.  The  Novels  published 
afterwards,  which  we  may  as  well  catalogue  here,  are 
the  Lehen  Fihels  (Life  of  Fibel) ;  Katzenhergers  Bade- 
reise  (Katzenberger's  Journey  to  the  Bath) ;  Sckmelzle's 
Reise  nach  Fl'dtz  (Schmelzle's  Journey  to  Flatz);  the 
Comet,  named  also  Nicholaus  Margraf 

It  seems  to  have  been  about  the  year  1802,  that  Paul 
had  a  pension  bestowed  upon  him  by  the  Fiirst  Primas 
(Prince  Primate)  von  Dalberg,  a  prelate  famed  for  his 
munificence,  whom  we  have  mentioned  above.  What  the 
amount  was  we  do  not  find  specified,  but  only  that  it 
'  secured  him  the  means  of  a  comfortable  life,'  and  was 
'  subsequently,'  we  suppose  after  the  Prince  Primate's 
decease,  '  paid  him  by  the  King  of  Bavaria.'  On  the 
strength  of  which  fixed  revenue,  Paul  now  established 
for  himself  a  fixed  household ;  selecting  for  this  purpose, 
after  various  intermediate  wanderings,  the  city  of  Bai- 
reuth,  '  with  its  kind  picturesque  environment ; '  where, 
with  only  brief  occasional  excursions,  he  continued  to 
live  and  write.  We  have  heard  that  he  was  a  man  uni- 
versally loved,  as  well  as  honoured  there :  a  friendly, 
true,  and  high-minded  man ;  copious  in  speech,  which 
was  full  of  grave  genuine  humour ;  contented  with  sim- 
ple people  and  simple  pleasures ;  and  himself  of  the  sim- 
plest habits  and  wishes.     He  had  three  childrec  *  and  a 
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guardian  angel,  doubtless  not  wi&out  her  flaws,  yet  a 
reasonable  angd  notwithstanding.  For  a  man  with  such 
obdured  Stoicism,  like  triple  steel,  round  his  breast ;  and 
of  such  gentle, deep-  lying,  ever-living  springsof  Love  with- 
in it,  —  all  this  may  well  have  made  a  happy  life.  Besides, 
P&ul  was  of  exemplary,  unwearied  diligence  in  his  voca- 
tion ;  and  so  had,  at  all  times,  '  perennial,  fire-proof 
Joys,  namely  £mplo3rments.'  In  addition  to  the  latter 
part  of  the  Novels  named  above,  which,  with  the  others, 
as  all  of  them  are  more  or  less  genuine  poetical  produc- 
tions, we  feel  reluctant  to  designate  even  transient  by 
so  despicable  an  English  word,  —his  philosophical  and 
critical  performances,  especially  the  Vorsckule  der  Act- 
thetik  (Introduction  to  ^Esthetics),  and  tiie  Levana  (Doc- 
trine of  Education),  belong  wholly  to  Baireuth  ;  not  to 
enumerate  a  multitude  of  miscellaneous  writings  (on 
moral,  literary,  scientific  subjects,  but  alwajrs  in  a  hu- 
morous, fantastic,  poetic  dress),  which  of  themadvet 
might  have  made  the  fortune  of  no  mean  man.  His 
heart  and  conscience,  as  well  as  his  head  and  hand,  were 
in  the  work ;  from  which  no  temptation  could  withdraw 
him.  '  I  hold  my  duty,'  says  he  in  these  Biographical 
Notes,  '  not  to  lie  in  enjoying  or  acquiring,  but  in  writ- 
'  ing, — whatever  time  it  may  cost,  whatever  money 
'  may  be  forborne,  —  nay  whatever  pleasure  ;  for  exam- 
'  pie,  that  of  seeing  Switzeiiand,  which  nothing  but  tht 
'  sacrifice  of  time  forbids.'  — '  I  deny  myself  my  evening 
'  meal  (Vespertsien)  in  my  eagerness  to  work,  but  tiie 
'  interruptions  by  my  children  I  cannot  deny  myself.' 
And  again :  '  A  Poet,  who  presumes  to  give  poetic  de- 
*  light,  should  contemn  and  willingly  forbear  all  enjoy- 
'  ments,  the  sacrifice  of  which  afifects  not  his  creative 
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'  powers ;  that  so  he  may  perhaps  delight  a  century  and 
'  a  whole  people/  In  Bichter's  advanced  years*  it  was 
happy  for  him  that  he  could  say :  '  When  I  look  at  what 
'  has  heen  made  out  of  me,  I  must  thank  God  that  I 
'  paid  no  heed  to  external  matters,  neither  to  time  nor 
'  toil,  nor  profit  nor  loss ;  the  thing  is  there,  and  the  in- 
'  struments  that  did  it  I  have  forgotten,  and  none  else 
'  knows  them.  In  this  wise,  has  the  unimportant  series 
'  of  moments  been  changed  into  something  higher  that 
'  remains/  —  '  I  have  described  so  much,'  says  he  eke- 
'  where,  '  and  I  die  without  ever  having  seen  Switzer- 
'  land,  and  the  Ocean,  and  so  many  other  sights.  But 
'  the  Ocean  of  Eternity  I  shall  in  no  case  fail  to  see/ 

A  heavy  stroke  fell  on  him  in  the  year  1821,  when 
his  only  son,  a  young  man  of  great  promise,  died  at  the 
University.  Paul  lost  not  his  composure ;  but  was 
deeply,  incurably  wounded.  '  Epistolary  lamentations 
'  on  my  misfortune,'  says  he,  '  I  read  unmoved,  for  the 
'  bitterest  is  to  be  heard  within  myself,  and  I  must  shut 
'  the  ears  of  my  soul  to  it ;  but  a  single  new  trait  of 
'  Max's  fair  nature  opens  the  whole  lacerated  heart 
*  asimder  again,  and  it  can  only  drive  its  blood  into  the 
'  eyes.'  New  personal  sufferings  awaited  him :  a  decay  of 
health,  and  what  to  so  indefatigable  a  reader  and  writer 
was  still  worse,  a  decay  of  eyesight,  increasing  at  last 
into  almost  total  blindness.  This  too  he  bore  with  his 
(dd  steadfeistness,  cheerfully  seeking  what  help  was  to  be 
had ;  and  when  no  hope  of  help  remained,  stiU  cheer- 
fully labouring  at  his  vocation,  though  in  sickness  and 
in  blindness.^    Dark  without,  he  was  inwardly  fuU  of 

*  He  beg^ins  a  letter  applying  for  spectades  (August,  1824) 
in  these  terms :  —  <  Since  last  winter,  my  eyes  (the  left  had  al- 
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light ;  busied  on  his  fiavourite  theme,  the  Immortality  of 
the  Soul;  when  (on  the  14th  of  November,  1825)  Death 
came,  and  Paul's  work  was  all  accomplished,  and  that 
great  question  settled  for  him  on  feu-  higher  and  indis- 
putable evidence.  The  unfinished  Volume  (which  under 
the  title  of  Selina  we  now  have)  was  carried  on  his  bier 
to  the  grave ;  for  his  funeral  was  public,  and  in  Baireuth, 
and  elsewhere,  all  possible  honour  was  done  to  his 
memory. 

In  regard  to  Paul's  character  as  a  man  we  have  little 
to  say,  beyond  what  the  facts  of  this  Narrative  have  al- 
ready said  more  plainly  than  in  words.  We  learn  from 
all  quarters,  in  one  or  the  other  dialect,  that  the  pure 
high  morahty  which  adorns  his  writings,  stamped  itself 
also  on  his  life  and  actions.  '  He  was  a  tender  husband 
'  and  father/  says  Doring,  '  and  goodness  itself  towards 
'  his  friends  and  all  that  was  near  him.'  The  significance 
of  such  a  spirit  as  Richter's,  practically  manifested  in 
such  a  Hfe,  is  deep  and  manifold,  and  at  this  era 
will  merit  careful  study.  For  the  present,  however, 
we  must  leave  it,  in  this  degree  of  clearness,  to  the 
reader's  own  consideration ;  another  and  still  more  im- 
mediately needful  department  of  our  task  still  remains 
for  us. 

Richter's  intellectual  and  Literary  character  is,  per- 
haps, in  a  singular  degree  the  counterpart  and  image 
of  his  practical  and  moral  character  :  his  Works  seem 

'  ready,  withont  cataract,  been  long  half  blind,  and  like  Reriewers 
*  and  Litteraieun,  read  nothing  but  title-pages)  have  been  seized 
'  by  a  daily  increasing  Night- Ultra  and  Enemy-to-Ligfat,  who,  did 
'  I  not  withstand  him,  would  shortly  drive  me  into  tiie  Orcns  of 
'  Amaurosifl.    Then,  Addio,  opera  omnia  / '  —  Doring,  32. 
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to  US  a  more  than  usually  £edthful  transcript  of  bis  mind ; 
written  with  great  warmth  direct  from  the  heart,  and, 
like  himself,  wild,  strong,  original,  sincere.     Viewed 
under  any  aspect,  whether  as  lliinker.  Moralist,  Sati- 
rist,  Poet,  he  is  a  phenomenon ;  a  vast,  many-sided, 
tumultuous,  yet  noble  nature ;  for  faults  as  for  merits, 
'  Jean  Paul  the  Unique.'     In  all  departments,  we  find 
in  him  a  subduing  force ;  but  a  lawless,  untutored,  as  it 
were,  half-savage  force.     Thus,  for  example,  few  im* 
derstandings  known  to  us  are  of  a  more  irresistible  cha- 
racter than  Richter's ;  but  its  strength  is  a  natural,  un- 
armed, Orson-like  strength :  he  does  not  cunningly  un- 
dermine his  subject,  and  lay  it  open,  by  syllogistic  im- 
plements or  any  rule  of  art ;  but  he  crushes  it  to  pieces 
in  his  arms,  he  treads  it  asunder,  not  without  gay  tri- 
umph, under  his  feet;    and  so  in  almost  monstrous 
fashion,  yet  with  piercing  clearness,  lajrs  bare  the  inmost 
heart  and  core  of  it  to  all  eyes.     In  passion  again,  there 
is  the  same  wild  vehemence  :  it  is  a  voice  of  softest  pity, 
of  endless  boundless  wailing,  a  voice  as  of  Rachel  weep- 
ing for  her  children ;  —  or  the  fierce  bellowing  of  lions 
amid  savage  forests.    Thus,  too,  he  not  only  loves  Na- 
ture, but  he  revels  in  her;   plunges  into  her  infinite 
bosom,  and  fills  his  whole  heart  to  intoxication  with 
her  charms.     He  teUs  us  that  he  was  wont  to  study,  to 
write,  almost  to  live,  in  the  open  air ;  and  no  skyey  as- 
pect was  so  dismal  that  it  altogether  wanted  beauty  for 
him.    We  know  of  no  Poet  with  so  deep  and  passionate 
and  universal  a  feeling  towards  Nature :    '  from  the 
'  solemn  phases  of  the  starry  heaven  to  the   simple 
'  floweret  of  the  meadow,  his  eye  and  his  heart  are  open 
'  for  her  charms  and  her  mystic  meanings.'     But  what 
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most  of  all  shadows  forth  the  inborn,  essential  tempo' 
of  Paul's  mind,  is  the  sportfolness,  the  wild  heaitfidt 
Humour,  which,  in  his  highest  as  in  his  lowest  moods, 
ever  exhibits  itself  as  a  quite  inseparable  ingredient. 
His  Humour,  with  all  its  wildness,  is  of  the  gravest  and 
kindliest,  a  genuine  Humour ;  '  connstent  with  utmost 
earnestness,  or  rather,  inconsistent  with  the  want  of  it.' 
But  on  the  whole,  it  is  impossible  for  him  to  write  in 
other  than  a  humorous  manner,  be  his  subject  what  it 
may.  His  Philosophical  Treatises,  nay,  as  we  have 
seen,  his  Autobiography  itself,  everything  that  comes 
from  him,  is  encased  in  some  quaint  fEmstatic  framing ; 
and  roguish  eyes  (yet  with  a  strange  sympathy  in  the 
matter,  for  his  Humour,  as  we  said,  is  heartfelt  and 
true)  look  out  on  us  through  many  a  grave  delineation. 
In  his  Novels,  above  all,  this  is  ever  an  indispensable 
quality,  and,  indeed,  announces  itself  in  the  very  en- 
trance of  the  business,  often  even  on  the  tide-page. 
Think,  for  instance,  of  that  Selection  from  the  Ptqpen 
of  the  Devil;  Hesperus,  or  the  Dog'post'days ;  Sieben- 
kas*8  Wedded'life,  Death  and  Nuptials  / 

*  The  first  aspect  of  these  peculiarities,*  says  one  of  Rich- 
ter's  English  critics,  'cannot  prepossess  us  in  his  favour;  we 
are  too  forcibly  reminded  of  theatrical  claptraps  and  literary 
quackery :  nor  on  opening  one  of  the  works  themselves  is 
the  case  much  mended.  Piercing  gleams  of  thought  do  not 
escape  us ;  singular  truths,  conveyed  in  a  form  as  singular ; 
grotesque,  and  often  truly  ludicrous  delineations ;  pathetic, 
magnificent,  far-sounding  passages ;  effusions  full  of  wit, 
knowledge,  and  imagination,  but  difilcult  to  bring  under 
any  rubric  whatever ;  all  the  elements,  in  short,  of  a  glori- 
ous intellect,  but  dashed  together  in  such  wild  arrangement, 
that  their  order  seems  the  very  ideal  of  confasioiu    The 
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style  and  structure  of  the  book  appear  alike  incomprehen- 
sible. The  narrative  is  every  now  and  then  suspended,  to 
make  way  for  some  '*  Extra-leaf,"  some  wild  digression 
upon  any  subject  but  the  one  in  hand ;  the  language  groans 
with  indescribable  metaphors,  and  allusions  to  all  things 
human  and  divine ;  flowing  onward,  not  like  a  river,  but  like 
an  inundation ;  circling  in  complex  eddies,  chafing  and  gurg* 
ling,  now  this  way,  now  that,  till  the  proper  current  sinks 
out  of  view  amid  the  boundless  uproar.  We  close  the  work 
with  a  mingled  feeling  of  astonishment,  oppression,  and 
perplexity;  and  Richter  stands  before  us  in  brilliant  cloudy 
vagueness,  a  giant  mass  of  intellect,  but  without  form,  beauty, 
or  intelligible  purpose. 

*  To  readers  who  believe  that  intrinsic  is  inseparable  from 
superficial  excellence,  and  that  nothing  can  be  good  or  beauti- 
ful which  is  not  to  be  seen  through  in  a  moment,  Richter  can 
occasion  little  difficulty.  They  admit  him  to  be  a  man  of  vast 
natural  endowments,  but  he  is  utterly  uncultivated,  and  with« 
out  command  of  them;  full  of  monstrous  affectation,  the  very 
high-priest  of  Bad  Taste ;  knows  not  the  art  of  writing, 
scarcely  that  there  is  such  an  art ;  an  insane  visionary,  float- 
ing forever  among  baseless  dreams  that  hide  the  firm  earth 
from  his  view :  an  intellectual  Polyphemus,  in  short,  a  mon' 
strum  horrendufHf  wforme^  ingens^  (carefully  adding)  cui 
lumen  ademptum;  and  they  close  their  verdict  reflectively 
with  his  own  praise- worthy  maxim :  <*  Providence  has  given 
to  the  English  the  empire  of  the  sea,  to  the  French  that  of 
the  land,  to  the  Germans  that  of —  the  air." 

*  In  this  way  the  matter  is  adjusted ;  briefly,  comfortably, 
and  wrong.  The  casket  was  difficult  to  open :  did  we  know, 
by  its  very  shape,  that  there  was  nothing  in  it,  that  so  we 
should  cast  it  into  the  sea?  Affectation  is  often  singularity, 
but  singularity  is  not  always  affectation.  If  the  nature  and 
condition  of  a  man  be  really  and  truly,  not  conceitedly  and 
untruly,  singular,  so  also  will  his  manner  be,  so  also  ought  it 
to  be.    Affectation  is  the  product  of  Falsehood,  a  heavy  sin. 
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and  the  parent  of  numerous  heavy  sins ;  let  it  be  severely 
punished,  but  not  too  lightly  imputed.    Scarcely  any  mortal 
is  absolutely  free  frt>m  it,  neither  most  probably  is  Ricfater; 
but  it  is  in  minds  of  another  substance  than  his  that  it  grows 
to  be  the  ruling  product.     Moreover,  he  is  actually  not  a 
visionary ;  but,  with  all  his  visions,  will  be  found  to  see  the 
firm  Earth,  in  its  whole  figures  and  relations,  much  more 
cleariy  than  thousands  of  such  critics,  who  too  probably  c:an 
see  nothing  else.    Far  from  being  untrained  or  unculti^-ated, 
it  will  surprise  these  persons  to  discover  that  few  moi  have 
studied  the  art  of  writing,  and  many  other  arts  besides,  more 
carefully  than  he ;  that  his  Vorschule  der  Ae^hetik  aboundu 
with  deep  and  sound  maxims  of  criticism ;  in  the  course  of 
which,  many  complex  works,  his  own  among  others,  are 
rigidly  and  justly  tried,  and  even  the  graces  and  minutest 
qualities  of  style  are  by  no  means  overlooked  or  unwisely 
handled. 

*  Withal,  there  is  something  in  Richter  that  incites  us  to 
a  second,  to  a  third  perusal.  His  works  are  hard  to  under- 
stand, but  they  always  have  a  meaning,  often  a  true  and  deep 
one.  In  our  closer,  more  comprehensive  glance,  thdr  truth 
steps  forth  with  new  distinctness,  their  error  dissipates  and 
recedes,  passes  into  veniality,  often  even  into  beauty;  and  at 
last  the  thick  haze  which  encircled  the  form  of  the  writer 
melts  away,  and  he  stands  revealed  to  us  in  his  own  stead- 
fSast  features,  a  colossal  spirit,  a  lofty  and  original  thinker, 
a  genuine  poet,  a  high-minded,  true,  and  most  amiable  man. 

'  I  have  called  him  a  colossal  spirit,  for  this  impression 
continues  with  us :  to  the  last  we  figure  him  as  something 
gigantic :  for  all  the  elements  of  his  structure  are  vast,  and 
combined  together  in  living  and  life-giving,  rather  than  in 
beautiful  or  symmetrical  order.  His  Intellect  is  keen,  im- 
petuous, fiir-grasping,  fit  to  rend  in  pieces  the  stubbomeet 
materials,  and  extort  from  them  their  most  hidden  and  re- 
fractory truth.  In  his  Humour  he  sports  with  the  highest 
and  the  lowest,  he  can  play  at  bowls  with  the  Son  and  Moon. 
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His  Imagination  opens  for  us  the  Land  of  Dreams ;  we  sail 
with  him  through  the  boundless  Abyss ;  and  the  secrets  of 
Space,  and  Time,  and  Life,  and  Annihilation,  hover  round 
us  in  dim,  cloudy  forms ;  and  darkness,  and  immensity,  and 
dread  encompass  and  overshadow  us.     Nay,  in  handling  the 
smallest  matter,  he  works  it  with  the  tools  of  a  giant.    A 
common  truth  is  wrenched  from  its  old  combinations,  and 
presented  to  us  in  new,  impassable,  abysmal  contrast  with  its 
opposite  error.     A  triOe,  some  slender  character,  some  jest, 
or  quip,  or  spiritual  toy,  is  shaped  into  most  quaint,  yet 
often  truly  living  form ;  but  shaped  somehow  as  with  the 
hammer  of  Vulcan,  with  three  strokes  that  might  have  helped 
to  forge  an  iEgis.    The  treasures  of  his  mind  are  of  a  similar 
description  with  the  mind  itself;  his  knowledge  is  gathered 
from  all  the  kingdoms  of  Art,  and  Science,  and  Nature,  and 
lies  round   him   in   huge  unwieldy  heaps.     His  very  lan- 
guage isTitanian;  deep,  strong,  tumultuous;  shining  with 
a  thousand  hues,  fused  from  a  thousand  elements,  and  wind- 
ing in  labyrinthic  mazes. 

'  Among  Richter^s  gifts,*  continues  this  critic,  '  the  first 
that  strikes  us  as  truly  great  is  his  Imagination ;  for  he  loves 
to  dwell  in  the  loftiest  and  most  solemn  provinces  of  thought ; 
his  works  abound  with  mysterious  allegories,  visions,  and 
typical  adumbrations;  his  Dreams,  in  particular,  have  a 
gloomy  vastness,  broken  here  and  there  by  wild  for-darting 
splendour ;  and  shadowy  forms  of  meaning  rise  dimly  from 
the  bosom  of  the  void  Infinite.  Yet,  if  I  mistake  not.  Hu- 
mour is  his  ruling  quality,  the  quality  which  lives  most 
deeply  in  his  inward  nature,  and  most  strongly  influences 
his  manner  of  being.  In  this  rare  gift,  for  none  is  rarer 
than  true  Humour,  he  stands  unrivalled  in  his  own  country, 
and  among  late  writers,  in  every  other.  To  describe  Humour 
is  difficult  at  all  times,  and  would  perhaps  be  more  than 
usually  difficult  in  Richter's  case.  Like  all  his  other  quali- 
ties, it  is  vast,  rude,  irregular;  often  perhaps  overstrained 
and  extravagant :  yet,  fundamentally,  it  is  genuine  Humour, 
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th«  Humour  of  Cervantes  and  Sterne;  the  product  not  of 
Contempt,  but  of  Lore,  not  of  superficial  distortion  of  natunl 
forms,  but  of  deep  though  playful  sympathy  with  all  forms 
of  Nature.    •    •    • 

<  So  long  as  Humour  will  avail  him,  his  management  even 
of  higher  and  stronger  characters  may  still  be  pronounced 
successful;  but  wherever  Humour  ceases  to  be  applicable^ 
his  success  is  more  or  less  imperfect.     In  the  treatment  of 
heroes  proper  he  is  seldom  completely  happy.     They  shoot 
into  rugged  exaggeration  in  his  hands :  their  sensibility  be- 
comes too  copious  and  tearful,  their  magnanimity  too  fierce, 
abrupt,  and  thorough-going.     In  some  few  instances,  ther 
verge  towards  absolute  failure :  compared  with  their  less  am- 
bitious brethren,  they  are  almost  of  a  vulgar  cast ;  with  all 
their  brilliancy  and  vigour,  too  like  that  positive,  deter- 
minate, volcanic  class  of  personages  whom  we  meet  with  so 
frequently  in  Novels;  they  call  themselves  Men,  and  do  their 
utmost  to  prove  the  assertion,  but  they  cannot  make  us  be- 
lieve it;  for  after  all  their  vapouring  and  storming,  we  see 
well  enough  that  they  are  but  Engines,  with  no  more  life 
than  the  Freethinkers'  model  in  Martinus  Scribierms,  the 
Nuremberg  Man,  who  operated  by  a  combination  of  pipes 
and  levers,  and  though  he  could  breathe  and  digest  perfectly, 
and  even  reason  as  well  as  most  country  parsons,  was  made 
of  wood  and  leather.     In  the  general  conduct  of  such  his- 
tories and  delineations,  Richter  seldom  appears  to  advantage: 
the  incidents  are  often  startling  and  extravagant ;  the  whole 
structure  of  the  story  has  a  ruggred,  broken,  huge,  artificial 
aspect,  and  will  not  assume  the  air  of  truth.    Yet  its  chasms 
are  strangely  filled  up  with  the  costliest  materials ;  a  world, 
a  tmiv«rse  of  wit,  and  knowledge,  and  fancy,  and  imagina- 
tion has  sent  its  fairest  products  to  adorn  the  edifice ;  the 
rude  and  rent  Cyclopean  walls  are  resplendent  with  jewels 
and  beaten  gold ;  rich  stately  foliage  screens  it,  the  balmiest 
odours  encircle  it;  we  stand  astonished  if  not  captivated, 
delighted  if  not  charmed,  by  the  artist  and  his  art.* 
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With  these  views,  so  far  as  they  go,  we  see  little 
reason  to  disagree.   There  is  doubtless  a  deeper  meaning 
in  the  matter,  but  perhaps  this  is  not  the  season  for 
evolving  it.    To  depict,  with  true  scientific  accuracy,  the 
essential  purport  and  character  of  Richter's  genius  and 
literary  endeavour ;  how  it  originated,  whither  it  tends, 
how  it  stands  related  to  the  general  tendencies  of  the 
world  in  this  age ;  above  all,  what  is  its  worth  and  want . 
of  worth  to  oiu'selves, — may  one  day  be  a  necessary 
problem ;  but,  as  matters  actuaUy  stand,  would  be  a  dif- 
ficult, and  no  very  profitable  one.     The  English  public 
has  not  yet  seen  Richter;  and  must  know  him  before  it 
can  judge  him.    For  us,  in  the  present  circumstances,  we 
hold  it  a  more  promising  plan  to  exhibit  some  specimens 
of  his  workmanship  itself,  than  to  attempt  describing  it 
anew  or  better.     The  general  outline  of  his  intellectual 
aspect,  as  sketched  in  few  words  by  the  writer  already 
quoted,  may  stand  here  by  way  of  preface  to  these  Ex- 
tracts :  as  was  the  case  above,  whatever  it  may  want,  it 
contains  nothing  that  we  dissent  firom. 

*  To  characterize  Jean  Paurs  Works,'  says  he,  *  would 
be  difficult  after  the  fullest  inspection :  to  describe  them  to 
English  readers  would  be  next  to  impossible.  Whether 
poetical,  philosophical,  didactic,  fantastic,  they  seem  all  fo 
be  emblems,  more  or  less  complete,  of  the  singular  mind 
where  they  originated.  As  a  whole,  the  first  perusal  of 
them,  more  particularly  to  a  foreigner,  is  almost  infallibly 
offensive ;  and  neither  their  meaning  nor  their  no-meaning 
is  to  be  discerned  without  long  and  sedulous  study.  They 
are  a  tropical  wilderness,  full  of  endlei^s  tortuosities ;  but 
with  the  fiairest  flowers  and  the  coolest  fountains;  now 
overarching  us  with  high  umbrageous  gloom,  now  opening 
in  long  gorgeous  vistas.     We  wander  through  them,  enjoy- 
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iog  their  wild  g^randeor;  and,  by  degrees,  our  half-con- 
teroptuou8  wonder  at  the  Author  passes  into  reverence  and 
love      His  face  was  long  hid  from  as ;  but  we  see  him,  at 
length,  in  the  firm  shape  of  spiritual  manhood ;  a  vast  and 
most  singular  nature,  but  vindicating  his  singular  nature  br 
the  force,  the  beauty,  and  benignity  which  pervade  it.     In 
fine,  we  joyfully  accept  him  for  what  he  is  and  was  meant 
to  be.     The  graces,  the  polish,  the  sprightly   eleganciea, 
.  which  belong  to  men  of  lighter  make,  we  cannot  look  for 
or  demand  from  him.     His  movement  is  essentially  slow 
and  cumbrous,  for  he  advances  not  with  one  faculty,  bat 
with  a  whole  mind ;  with  intellect,  and  pathos,  and  wit,  and 
humour,  and  imagination,  moving  onward  like  a  mighty 
host,  motley,  ponderous,  irregular,  irresistible.     He  is  not 
airy,  sparkling,  and  precise;  but  deep,  billowy,  and  vast. 
The  melody  of  his  nature  is  not  expressed  in  common  note- 
marks,  or  written  down  by  the  critical  gamut:  for  it  is 
wild  and  manifold ;  its  voice  is  like  the  voice  of  cataracts, 
and  the  sounding  of  primeval  forests.     To  feeble  ears  it 
is  discord,  but  to  ears  that  understand  it,  deep  majestic 
music'  • 

As  our  first  epecimen,  which  also  may  serve  for  proof 
that  Richter,  in  adopting  his  own  extraordinary  style, 
did  it  with  clear  knowledge  of  what  excellence  in  style, 
and  the  various  kinds  and  degrees  of  excellence  therein, 
properly  signified,  we  select,  firom  his  Vorschule  der 
Aesthetik  (above  mentioned  and  recommended),  the  fol- 
lowing miniature  sketches :  the  reader  acquainted  with 
the  persons,  will  find  these  sentences,  as  we  believe, 
strikingly  descriptive  and  exact. 

*  Visit  Herder's  creations,  where  Greek  life-freshness, 
and  Hindoo  life-weariness  are  wonderfully  blended:  you 

*  Gemum  Ronumeef  iii.  6,  18. 
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walk,  as  it  were,  amid  moonshine,  into  which  the  red  dawn 
is  already  falling;  but  one  hidden  sun  is  the  painter  of 
both.' 

'  Similar,  but  more  compacted  into  periods,  is  Friedrich 
Heinrich  Jacobi's  vigorous,  German -hearted  prose;  musical 
in  every  sense,  for  even  his  images  are  often  derived  from 
tones.  The  rare  union  between  cutting  force  of  intellectual 
utterance,  and  infinitude  of  sentiment,  gives  us  the  tense 
metallic  chord  with  its  soft  tones.' 

*  In  Goethe's  prose,  on  the  other  hand,  his  fixedness  of 
form  gives  us  the  Memnon's-tone.  A  plastic  rounding,  a 
pictorial  determinateness,  which  even  betrays  the  manual 
artist,  make  his  works  a  fixed  still  gallery  of  figures  and 
bronze  statues.* 

'  Luther's  prose  is  a  half-battle ;  few  deeds  are  equal  to 
his  words.' 

<  Klopstock's  prose  frequently  evinces  a  sharpness  of 
diction  bordering  on  poverty  of  matter ;  a  quality  peculiar 
to  Grammarians,  who  most  of  all  know  disHnctly,  but  least 
of  all  know  mticA.  From  want  of  matter,  one  is  apt  to 
think  too  much  of  language.  New  views  of  the  world,  like 
these  other  poets,  Klopstock  scarcely  gave.  Hence  the 
naked  winter-boughs,  in  his  prose;  the  multitude  of  cir- 
cumscribed propositions ;  the  brevity ;  the  return  of  the 
same  small  sharp-cut  fig^es,  for  instance,  of  the  Resurrec- 
tion, as  of  a  Harvest-field.' 

'The  perfection  of  pomp-prose  we  find  in  Schiller: 
what  the  utmost  splendour  of  reflection  in  images,  in  fulne8:« 
and  antithesis  can  give,  he  gives.  Nay,  often  he  plays  on 
the  poetic  strings  with  so  rich  and  jewel-loaded  a  hand, 
that  the  sparkling  mass  disturbs,  if  not  the  playing,  yet  our 
hearing  of  it'* 

That  Richter's  own  playing  and  painting  dififered 

_____^ —  - 

*  VoTMchuUt  s.  545. 
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from  all  of  tlieae,  the  reader  has  already  heard, 
and  may  now  conTince  himsdf.  Take,  for  example,  the 
following  of  a  fiedr-weather  scene,  selected  firom  a  thou- 
sand such  that  may  be  found  in  his  writings ;  nowise  as 
the  best,  but  simply  as  the  briefest.  It  is  in  the  May 
season,  the  last  evening  of  Spring : 

*  Such  a  May  as  the  present  (of  17^4)  Nature  has  not 
in  the  memory  of  man — began ;  for  this  is  but  the  fifteenth 
of  it.  People  of  reflection  have  long  been  vexed  once  every 
year,  that  our  German  singers  should  indite  May-soogs^ 
since  several  other  months  deserve  such  a  poetical  Night- 
music  better;  and  I  m3^elf  have  often  gone  so  £ur  as  to 
adopt  the  idiom  of  our  market-women,  and  instead  of  May 
butter  to  say  June  butter,  as  also  June,  March,  April  songs. 
But  thou,  kind  May  of  thb  year,  thou  deservest  to  thyself 
all  the  songs  which  were  ever  made  on  thy  rude  namesakes! 
— By  Heaven !  when  I  now  issue  from  the  wavering  che- 
quered acacia-grove  of  the  Castle,  in  which  I  am  writing 
this  Chapter,  and  come  forth  into  the  broad  living  light, 
and  look  up  to  the  warming  Heaven,  and  over  its  Earth 
budding  out  beneath  it,* — the  Spring  rises  before  me  like  a 
vast  full  cloud,  with  a  splendour  of  blue  and  green.  I  see 
the  Sun  standing  amid  roses  in  the  western  sky,  into  which 
he  has  thrown  his  ray-brush  therewith  he  has  to-day  been 
painting  the  Earth; — and  when  I  look  round  a  little  in  our 
picture  exhibition, — his  enamelling  is  still  hot  on  the  moun- 
tains ;  on  the  moist  chalk  of  the  moist  earth,  the  flowers, 
full  of  sap-colours,  are  laid  out  to  dry,  and  the  forget-me- 
not  with  miniature  colours ;  under  the  varnish  of  the  stream* 
the  skyey  Painter  has  pencilled  his  own  eye;  and  the  clouds, 
like  a  decoration-painter,  he  has  touched  off  with  wild  out- 
lines, and  single  tints ;  and  so  he  stands  at  the  border  of  the 
Earth,  and  looks  back  on  his  stately  Spring,  whose  robe- 
folds  are  valleys,  whose    breast-bouquet  is  gardens,  and 
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whose  blush  is  a  vernal  ereniDg,  and  who,  when  she  arises, 
will  be — Summer ! '  • 

Or  tiie  following,  in  which  moreorer  are  two  happy 
fiving  figures,  a  bridegroom  and  a  bride  on  their  mar- 
riage-day: 

*  He  led  her  from  the  crowded  dancing-room  into  the 
cool  evening.  Why  does  the  evening,  does  the  night,  put 
warmer  love  in  our  hearts  ?  Is  it  the  nightly  pressure  of 
helplessness ;  or  is  it  the  exalting  separation  from  the  tur- 
moils of  life,  that  veiling  of  the  world,  in  which  for  the  soul 
nothing  then  remains  but  souls :  —  is  it  therefore  that  the 
letters  in  which  the  loved  name  stands  written  on  our  spirit, 
appear,  like  phosphorus  writing,  by  night,  onfirey  while  by 
day  in  their  cloudy  traces  they  but  smoke  P 

'  He  walked  with  his  bride  into  the  Castle-garden :  she 
hastened  quickly  through  the  Castle,  and  past  its  servants'- 
hall,  where  the  fetr  flowers  of  her  young  life  had  been 
crushed  broad  and  dry,  under  a  long  dreary  pressure ;  and 
her  soul  expanded,  and  breathed  in  the  free  open  garden, 
on  whose  flowery  soil  Destiny  had  cast  forth  the  first  seeds 
of  the  blossoms  which  to-day  were  gladdening  her  existence. 
Still  Eden!  Green,  flower-chequered  chiaroscuro!  —  The 
moon  is  sleeping  under  ground,  like  a  dead  one ;  but  beyond 
the  garden,  the  sun's  red  evening-clouds  have  fallen  down 
Uke  rose-leaves ;  and  the  evening-star,  the  brideman  of  the 
sun,  hovers  like  a  glancing  butterfly  above  the  rosy  red,  and, 
modest  as  a  bride,  deprives  no  single  starlet  of  its  light.' 

<  The  wandering  pair  arrived  at  the  old  gardener's-hut ; 
now  standing  locked  and  dumb,  with  dark  windows  in  the 
light  garden,  like  a  fragment  of  the  Past  sunriviog  in  the 
Present.  Bared  twigs  of  trees  were  folding,  with  clammy 
half-formed  leaves,  over  the  thick  intertwisted  tangles  of 
the  bushes.     The  Spring  was  standing,  like  a  conqueror, 

*  FixletHt  I.  11. 
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with  Winter  at  his  feet.  In  the  bine  pond,  now  hloodleM^ 
a  dusky  evening-sky  lay  hollowed  oat;  and  the  gushinf 
waters  were  moistening  the  flower-beds.  The  silver  sparks 
of  stars  were  rising  on  the  altar  of  the  East,  and  falling 
down  extinguished  in  the  red-sea  of  the  West.' 

*  The  wind  whirred,  like  a  night  bird,  louder  through  the 
trees;  and  gave  tones  to  the  acacia-grove,  and  the  tonei 
called  to  the  pair  who  had  first  become  happy  within  it: 
**  Enter,  new  mortal  pair,  and  think  of  what  is  past,  and  of 
my  withering  and  your  own ;  and  be  holy  as  Eternity,  and 
weep,  not  for  joy  only,  but  for  gratitude  also  J "  •  •  • 

*  They  reached  the  blazing,  rustling  marriage-house,  but 
their  softened  hearts  sought  stillness ;  and  a  foreign  touch, 
afl  in  the  blossoming  vine,  would  have  disturbed  the  flower- 
nuptials  of  their  souls.    They  turned  rather,  and  winded  up 
into  the  church-yard,  to  preserve  their  mood.     Majestic  on 
the  groves  and  mountains  stood  the  Night  before  man^s 
heart,  and  made  it  also  great.  Over  the  white  steeple-obelisk 
the  sky  rested  bluer  and  darker;  and  behind  it,  wavered  the 
Mothered  summit  of  the  Maypole  with  faAed  flag.     The  son 
noticed  his  father's  g^ve,  on  which  the  wind  was  opening 
and  shutting,  with  harsh  noise,  the  small  lid  on  the  metal 
cross,  to  let  the  year  of  his  death  be  read  on  the  brass  plate 
within.  An  overpowering  grief  seized  his  heart  with  violent 
streams  of  tears,  and  drove  him  to  the  sunk  hillock;  and 
he  led  his  bride  to  the  grave,  and  said :  *'  Here  sleeps  he, 
my  good  father ;  in  his  thirty-second  year  he  was  carried 
hither  to  his  long  rest.     O  thou  good  dear  father,  couldst 
thou  to-day  but  see  the  happiness  of  thy  son,  like  my  mother! 
But  thy  eyes  are  empty,  and  thy  breast  is  full  of  ashes,  and 
thou  seest  us  not." — He  was  silent.  The  bride  wept  aloud; 
she  saw  the  mouldering  coffins  of  her  parents  open,  and  the 
two  dead  arise,  and  look  round  for  their  daughter,  who  had 
staid  so  long  behind  them,  forsaken  on  the  ^u*th.     She  fell 
on  his  neck  and  faltered :  "  O  beloved,  I  have  neither  father 
nor  mother,  do  not  forsake  me !" 
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'  O  thou  who  hast  still  a  &ther  and  a  mother,  thank  God 
for  it  on  the  day  when  thy  soul  is  full  of  glad  tears,  and 
needs  a  bosom  wherein  to  shed  them 

*  And  with  this  embracing  at  a  father's  grave,  let  this  day 
of  joy  be  holily  concluded. '  * 

In  such  passages,  sli^t  as  they  are,  we  hncj  an 
experienced  eye  will  trace  some  features  of  originality, 
as  well  as  of  uncommonness  :  an  open  sense  for  Nature, 
a  soft  heart,  a  warm  rich  foncy,  and  here  and  there  some 
under-current  of  Humour  are  distinctly  enough  discerni- 
ble. Of  this  latter  quality,  which,  as  has  been  often 
said,  forms  Richter's  grand  characteristic,  we  would  fain 
give  our  readers  some  correct  notion ;  but  see  not  well 
how  it  is  to  be  done.  Being  genuine  poetic  humour,  not 
drollery  or  vulgar  caricature,  it  is  like  a  fine  essence, 
like  a  soul ;  we  discover  it  only  in  whole  works  and 
delineations  ;  as  the  soul  is  only  to  be  seen  in  the  living 
body,  not  in  detached  limbs  and  fragments.  Richter's 
Humour  takes  a  great  variety  of  forms,  some  of  them 
sufficiently  grotesque  and  piebald;  ranging  from  the 
light  kindly-comic  vein  of  Sterne  in  his  Trim  and  Uncle 
Toby,  over  all  intermediate  degrees,  to  the  rugged  grim 
force-tragedy  often  manifested  in  Hogarth's  pictures; 
nay,  to  still  darker  and  wilder  moods  than  this.  Of  the 
former  sort  are  his  characters  of  Flxlein,  Schmelzle, 
Fibel;  of  the  latter  his  Vult,  Giannozzo,  Leibgeber, 
Schoppe,  which  last  two  are  indeed  one  and  tiie  same. 
Of  these,  of  the  spirit  that  reigns  in  them,  we  should 
despair  of  giving  other  than  the  most  inadequate  and 
even  incorrect  idea,  by  any  extracts  or  expositions  that 
could  possibly  be  fomished  here.     Not  without  reluc- 

*  FUMn,  z.  9. 
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tance  we  have  acoordiBgly  reBounced  that  enterprise; 
and  must  content  onrselves  with  some  *  Sxtra-leaf/  or 
other  separable  passage ;  which,  if  it  afford  no  emblem 
of  Richter's  Humour,  may  be,  in  these  circumstances, 
our  best  approximation  to  such.  Of  the  '  Extra-leaves  * 
in  Hetpertu  itsdf ,  a  considerable  vcdumc  ni^htt  be  form- 
ed, and  truly  one  of  the  strangest.  Moot  of  tiMm, 
however,  are  national ;  could  not  be  apprehended  with- 
out  a  commentarj ;  and  even  then*  much  to  thdr  <&- 
advantage,  for  Humour  must  be  seen*  not  tiiuroog^  a 
glass,  but  hot  to  face.  The  following  is  nowise  one  of 
the  best ;  but  it  turns  on  what  wa  believe  is  a  quite 
European  subject,  at  all  events  is  certaudj  an  English 
one. 

'  Eatra-leafon  Daughter-fitU  Houses. 

*  The  Minister's  bouse  was  an  open  bookshop^  the  books 
in  which  (the  daughters)  you  might  read  there,  bat  could 
not  take  home  with  you.  Though  five  other  daoghta<s  were 
already  standing  in  five  private  libraries,  as  wives,  and  one 
under  the  ground  at  Maienthsi  was  sleeping  off  the  child's- 
play  of  Kfe,  yet  still  in  this  daughter-warehouse  tiiere  re- 
mained three  gratis  copies  to  be  disposed  of  to  good  fneDds. 
The  Minister  was  always  prepared^  in  drawings  from  the 
office-lottery,  to  give  his  daugfaten  as  premiums  to  winners, 
and  holders  of  the  lucky  ticket.  Whom  God  gives  an  offi«:e, 
he  also  gives,  if  not  sense  for  it,  at  least  a  wife.  In  a 
daughter-full  house,  there  must,  as  in  the  Church  of  St. 
Peter's,  be  confessionals  for  all  nations,  for  all  characters,  for 
all  faults ;  that  the  daughters  may  sit  as  confessoresses  there- 
in, and  absolve  from  all,  bachelorship  only  excepted.  As  a 
Natural- Philosopher,  I  have  many  times  admwed  the  wise 
methods  of  Nature  for  distributing  danghters  aad  planta:  Is 
it  not  a  fine  arrangement,  said  I  to  the  Natural-Historian 
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Ooete,  that  Nature  sboald  have  bestowed  specially  oo  yoang 
MTomen,  who  for  their  growth  require  a  rich  inineralogical 
soil,  some  sort  of  hooking  apparatus,  wherehy  to  stick  them- 
selves on  miserable  marriage-cattle,  that  they  may  carry 
them  to  fat  places  ?  Thus  Linnaeus,  *  as  yon  know,  observes 
that  such  seeds  as  can  flourish  only  in  fat  earth  are  famished 
with  baihs,  and  so  fasten  themselres  the  better  on  graaing 
quadnqieds,  which  transport  them  to  stalls  and  dunghills. 
Strangely  does  Nalare,  by  the  wind, — which  fitther  and 
mother  must  raise,  —  scatter  daughters  and  fir-seeds  into  the 
arable  spots  of  the  forest.  Who  does  not  remark  the  final 
cause  here,  and  how  Nature  has  equipped  many  a  daughter 
with  such  and  such  charms,  simply  that  some  Pe^,  some 
mitred  Abbot,  Cardinal-deacon,  appanaged  Prioce,  or  mere 
country  Baron,  may  lay  hold  of  said  charmer,  and  in  the 
character  of  Father  or  Brideman,  hand  her  over  ready-made 
to  some  gawk  of  the  like  tort,  as  a  wife  acqim«d  by  pur- 
chase ?  And  do  we  find  in  bilberries  a  slighter  attention  on 
the  part  of  Nature  ?  Does  not  the  same  Linnttus  notice,  in 
the  same  treatise,  that  they,  too,  are  cased  in  a  nutritive  juice 
to  incite  the  Fox  to  eat  them ;  after  which,  the  villain,  — 
digest  them  he  cannot,  —  in  such  sort  as  he  may,  becomes 
their  sower  ?  — 

*  Oh,  my  heart  is  more  in  earnest  than  you  think ;  the 
parents  anger  me,  who  are  soul-brokers;  the  daughters  sad- 
den me,  who  are  made  slave-Negressee.  —  Ah,  is  it  wonder- 
fill  that  these,  who,  in  their  West- Indian  marketplace,  must 
dance,  laugh,  speak,  sing,  till  some  lord  of  a  plantation  take 
them  home  with  him,  —  that  these,  I  say,  should  be  as  sla- 
vishly treated,  as  they  are  sold  and  bought  ?  Ye  poor  lambs  I 
—  And  yet  ye  too  are  as  bad  as  your  sale-matherB  and  sale- 
fathers  :  —  what  is  one  to  do  wtUi^  his  enthusiasm  for  yoor 
sex,  when  one  travels  tiirough  German  towns,  where  every 
heaviest^pursed,  every  longest-titled  individual,  were  he  se- 


*  *  His  AnMtn.  Acad,^  The  Treatise  on  the  Habitable  Globe/ 
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cond  coiitin  to  the  Devil  himself,  can  point  with  his  finger  to 
thirty  houses,  and  say :  **  1  know  not,  shall  it  he  firom  the 
pearl-coloured,  or  the  nut-brown,  or  the  steel-green  house, 
that  I  wed;  open  to  customers  are  they  all  !'* — How,  my 
girls !  Is  your  heart  so  little  worth  that  you  cut  it,  like  old 
clothes,  after  any  fashion,  to  fit  any  hreast ;  and  does  it  wax 
or  shrink,  then,  like  a  Chinese  ball,  to  fit  itself  into  the  ball- 
mould  and  marriage  ring-case  of  any  male  heart  whatever  f 
"  Well,  it  must ;  unless  we  would  sit  at  home,  and  grow  Old 
Maids, "  answer  they ;  whom  I  will  not  answer,  but  turn 
scornfully  away  from  them,  to  address  that  same  Old  Maid 
in  these  words : 

* "  Forsaken,  but  patient  one !  misknown  and  mistreated! 
Think  not  of  the  times  when  thou  hadst  hope  of  better  than 
the  present  are,  and  repent  the  noble  pride  of  thy  heart  ne- 
ver !  It  is  not  always  our  duty  to  marry,  but  it  is  always  our 
duty  to  abide  by  right,  not  to  purchase  happiness  by  loss  of 
honour,  not  to  avoid  unweddedness  by  untruthfulness.  Lone 
ly,  unadmired  heroine!  in  thy  last  hour,  when  all  Life  and 
the  bygone  possessions  and  scaffoldings  of  Life  shall  crumble 
to  pieces,  ready  to  fall  down ;  in  that  hour  thou  wilt  look 
back  on  thy  untenanted  life ;  no  children,  no  husband,  no 
wet  eyes  will  be  there ;  but  in  the  empty  dusk,  one  high, 
pure,  angelic,  smiling,  beaming  Figure,  godlike  and  moont- 
ing  to  the  Godlike,  will  hover,  and  beckon  thee  to  mount 
with  her;  — mount  thou  with  ho*,  the  Figure  is  thy  Vir- 
tue. "  * 

We  have  spoken  above*  and  warmly,  of  Jean  Paul's 
Ima^ation,  of  hb  high  devout  feeling,  which  it  were 
now  a  still  more  grateful  part  of  our  task  to  exhilat 
But  in  this  also  our  readers  must  content  themselves 
with  some  imperfect  glimpses.  What  religious  opinicHU 
and  aspirations  he  specially  entertained,  how  that  noblest 
portion  of  man's  interest  represented  itself  in  such,  a 
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inind»  were  long  to  describe,  did  we  even  know  it  with 
certainty^  He  hints  somewhere  that '  the  soul,  which 
'  by  nature  looks  Heaven- ward,  is  without  a  Temple,  in 
'  this  age ; '  in  which  little  sentence,  the  careful  reader 
will  decipher  much. 

'  But  there  will  come  another  era,'  says  Paul,  *  when  it 
shall  be  light,  and  man  will  awaken  from  bis  lofty  dreams, 
and  find — bis  dreams  still  there,  and  that  nothing  is  gone 
save  his  sleep. 

*  The  stones  and  rocks,  which  two  veiled  Figures  (Neces- 
sity and  Vice),  like  Deucalion  and  Pyrrlia,  are  casting  behind 
them,  at  Goodness,  will  themselves  become  men. 

*  And  on  the  Western-gate  (*^fefi<ftAor,  evening-gate')  of 
this  century  stands  written :  Here  is  the  way  to  Virtue  and 
Wisdom;  as  on  the  Western-gate  at  Cherson  stands  the 
proud  Inscription :  Here  is  the  way  to  Byzance. 

'  Infinite  Providence,  Thou  wilt  cause  the  day  to  dawn. 

*  But  as  yet,  struggles  the  twelfth-hour  of  the  Night :  the 
nocturnal  birds  of  prey  are  on  the  wing,  spectres  uproar, 
the  dead  walk,  the  living  dream.'* 

Connected  with  this,  there  is  one  other  piece,  which 
also  for  its  singular  poetic  qualities,  we  shall  translate 
here.  The  reader  has  heard  much  of  Richter's  Dreams, 
with  what  strange  prophetic  power  he  rules  over  that 
chaos  of  spiritual  Nature,  bodying  forth  a  whole  world 
of  Darkness,  broken  by  pallid  gleams,  or  wild  sparkles  of 
light,  and  peopled  with  huge,  shadowy,  bewildered  shapes, 
full  of  grandeur  and  meaning.  No  Poet  known  to  us, 
not  Milton  himself,  shows  such  a  vastness  of  Imagina- 
tion; such  a  rapt,  deep.  Old- Hebrew  spirit,  as  Richter  in 
these  scenes.     He  mentions,  in  his  Biographical  Note?, 

♦  Heaperut :  Prtfaee. 
r2 


370  MI8CBLLANTB8. 

the  impression  whidi  these  Knes  of  the  Ttmpesi  had  oil 
him,  as  recited  by  one  of  his  cxmipaiiions : 

*  We  are  such  stuff 
As  Dreams  are  made  of,  and  our  little  Life 
Is  rounded  with  a  sleep.* 

'  The  passage  of  Shakspeare/  says  he,  '  rmmied  with  m 
'  sleep  (mit  Schlaf  umgehen),  in  Flattner's  nKratii,  created 
'  whole  books  in  me.' — The  following  Dream  is  perhi^ 
his  grandest,  as  undoubtedly  it  is  among  his  most  cele- 
brated. We  shall  give  it  entire,  long  as  it  is,  and  there- 
with finish  our  quotations.  What  value  he  himself  put 
on  it,  may  be  gathered  fixnn  the  fbUowing  Note :  '  If  ever 
'  my  heart,'  says  he,  '  were  to  grow  so  wretched  and  so 
'  dc»d  thftt  all  feelings  in  it  whidi  announce  the  being 
'  of  a  God  were  extinct  there,  I  would  terrify  mysdf  with 
'  this  sketch  of  mine ;  it  would  heal  me,  and  give  me 
'  my  feelings  back.'  We  translate  from  Siehenkas,  where 
it  forms  the  first  Chapter,  or  BhtmenstUck  (Flower- 
piece). 

'  The  purpose  of  this  Fiction  is  the  excuse  of  its  boldness. 
Men  deny  the  Divine  Existence  with  as  Iktte  feefing^  as  the 
most  assert  it  JBven  in  oar  true  systevs  we  go  ou  ceUeotin^ 
mere  words,  playmarka,  and  medals,  as  misers  do  eotns ;  and 
not  till  late  do  we  transform  the  words  into  ieeliifgs,  the  eoins 
into  enjoyments.  A  man  may,  for  twenty  years,  believe  the 
Immortality  of  the  Soul ; — in  the  one-and- twentieth,  in  some 
great  moment,  he  for  the  first  time  discovers  with  amaae- 
ment,  the  rich  meaning  of  this  belief,  the  warmth  of  this 
Naphtha-well. 

'  Of  such  sort,  too,  was  my  terror,  at  the  poisonous  stifitng 
vapour  which  floats  out  round  the  heart  of  him  who,  for  the 
first  time,  enters  the  school  of  Atheism.  I  could  with  less 
pain  deny  Immortality,  than  Deity;  there  I  should  lose  but 
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a  world  covered  with  mists^  here  I  should  lose  the  present 
world,  namely,  the  Sun  thereof :  the  whole  ^iritual  Universe 
is  dashed  asunder  by  the  hand  of  Atheism  into  numberless 
quidcsilver-points  of  Mt^i^  which  glitter,  run,  waver,  fly  to- 
gether or  asunder,  withont  unity  or  continuance.  No  one  in 
Creation  is  so  alone,  as  the  denier  of  God ;  he  mourns,  with 
an  orphaned  heart  that  has  lost  its  great  Father,  by  the 
Corpse  of  Nature,  which  no  World- spirit  moves  and  holds 
together,  and  which  grows  in  its  grave ;  and  he  mourns  by 
that  Corpse  till  he  himself  crumble  off  from  it.  The  whole 
world  lies  before  him,  like  the  Egyptian  Sphinx  of  stone, 
half-buried  in  the  sand ;  and  the  All  is  the  cold  iron  mask  of 
a  formless  Eternity.  •  *  * 

*  1  merely  remark  fiirther,  that  with  the  belief  of  Atheism, 
the  belief  of  Immortality  is  quite  compatible ;  for  the  same 
Necessity,  which  in  this  Life  threw  my  light  dew-drop  of  a 
Me  into  a  flower-bell  and — under  a  Sun,  can  repeat  that 
process  in  a  seeond  life;  nay^  more  easily  embody  me  the 
second  time,  than  the  first* 


*  If  we  bear,  in  childhood^  that  the  Dead,  about  midnight, 
when  omr  $Hidtp  reaekes  near  the  ieui,  and  darkens  even  our 
dreams,  awake  out  of  theirs,  and  in  the  church  mimic  the 
worship  of  the  living,  we  shudder  at  Death  by  reason  of  the 
dead,  and  in  the  night-solitude  turn  away  our  eyes  from 
the  long  silent  windows  of  tiie  church,  and  fear  to  search  in 
their  gleaming,  whether  it  proeeod  from  the  moon. 

*  Childhood,  uid  rather  its  terrors  than  its  natures,  take 
wings  and  radiance  again  in  dreams,  and  sport  like  fire-flies 
in  the  little  night  of  the  soul.  Crush  not  these  flickering 
sparks!-— 'Leave  us  even  our  dark  painfiil  dreams  as  higher 
half-shadows  of  reality!  —  And  wherewith  will  you  rephuie 
to  us  ihoH  dreams,  which  bear  us  away  from  undbr  the  tu- 
mult of  the  water&U  into  the  still  heights  of  chMdhood,  where 
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the  streftm  of  life  yet  ran  silent  in  its  little  pkin,  and  flowed 
towards  its  abysses,  a  mirror  of  the  Heaven  ? — 

*  I  was  lying  once,  on  a  summer-evening,  in  the  sunshine; 
and  I  fell  asleep.  Methought  I  awoke  in  the  Chnrdiyard. 
The  down-rolling  wheels  of  the  steeple-clodc,  which  was 
striking  eleven,  had  awakened  me.  In  the  emptied  night-hea- 
ven I  looked  for  the  Son ;  for  I  thought  an  edipse  was  vdling 
him  with  the  Moon.  All  the  Graves  were  open,  and  the  iron 
doors  of  the  charnel-house  were  swinging  to  and  fro  by  in- 
visible hands.  On  the  walls,  flitted  shadows,  which  |ffoceeded 
from  no  one,  and  other  shadows  stretched  upwards  in  the 
pale  air.  In  the  open  coffins  none  now  lay  sleeping,  hat  the 
children.  Over  the  whole  heaven  hung,  in  large  folds,  a  grey 
sultry  mist;  which  a  giant  shadow,  like  vapour,  was  drawing 
down,  nearer,  closer,  and  hotter.  Above  me  I  heard  the  dis- 
tant £U1  of  avalanches;  under  me  the  first  step  of  a  boundless 
earthquake.  The  Church  wavered  up  and  down  with  two 
interminable  Dissonances,  which  struggled  with  each  other 
in  it;  endeavouring  in  vain  to  mingle  in  unison.  At  times, 
a  grey  glimmer  hovered  along  the  windows,  and  under  it  the 
lead  and  iron  fell  down  molten.  The  net  of  the  mist,  and 
the  tottering  Earth  brought  me  into  that  hideous  Temple; 
at  the  door  of  which,  in  two  poison-bushes,  two  ^ttering 
Basilisks  lay  brooding.  I  passed  through  unknown  Shadows, 
on  whom  ancient  centuries  were  impressed. — All  the  Sln- 
dows  were  standing  round  the  empty  Altar ;  and  in  all,  not 
the  heart,  but  the  breast  quivered  and  pulsed.  One  dead  man 
only,  who  had  just  been  buried  there,  still  lay  on  his  coflb 
without  quivering  breast;  and  on  his  smiling  countenance, 
stood  a  happy  dream.  But  at  the  entrance  of  one  Living,  he 
awoke,  and  smiled  no  longer;  he  lifted  his  heavy  e3relids,  but 
within  was  no  eye ;  and  in  his  beating  breast  there  lay,  in- 
stead of  a  heart,  a  wound.  He  held  up  his  hands,  and  folded 
them  to  pray;  but  the  arms  lengthened  out  and  dissolved; 
and  the  hands,  still  folded  together  fell  away.    Above,  on 
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the  Gburoh-dome,  stood  the  dial-plate  of  Eiemitjf  whereon 
no  number  appeared,  and  which  was  its  own  index :  but  a 
black  finger  pointed  thereon,  and  the  Dead  sought  to  see  the 
time  by  it 

*  Now  sank  from  aloft  a  noble,  high  Form,  with  a  look 
of  unefiaceable  sorrow,  down  to  the  Altar,  and  all  the  Dead 
cried  out,  '*  Christ !  is  there  no  God  ? "  He  answered, 
**  There  is  none !"  The  whole  Shadow  of  each  then  shud- 
dered, not  the  breast  alone ;  and  one  after  the  other,  all,  in 
this  shuddering,  shook  into  pieces. 

*  Christ  continued :  *<  I  went  through  the  Worlds,  I 
mounted  into  the  Suns,  and  flew  with  the  Galaxies  through 
the  wastes  of  Heaven ;  but  there  is  no  God !  I  descended  as 
far  as  Being  casts  its  shadow,  and  looked  down  into  the  Abyss 
and  cried.  Father,  where  art  thou  P  But  I  heard  only  the 
everlasting  storm  which  no  one  guides,  and  the  gleaming 
Rainbow  of  Creation  hung  without  a  Sun  that  made  it,  over 
the  Abyss,  and  trickled  down.  And  when  I  looked  up  to  the 
immeasurable  world  for  the  Divine  Eye^  it  glared  on  me  with 
an  empty,  black,  bottomless  Eye-socket;  and  Eternity  lay 
upon  Chaos,  eating  it  and  ruminating  it.  Cry  on,  ye  Dis- 
sonances ;  cry  away  the  Shadows,  for  He  is  not ! " 

'  The  pale-grown  Shadows  flitted  away,  as  white  \'apoui- 
which  frost  has  formed  with  the  warm  breath  disappears; 
and  all  was  void.  O,  then  came,  fearful  for  the  heart,  the 
dead  Children  who  had  been  awakened  in  the  Church3^d, 
into  the  Temple,  and  cast  themselves  before  the  high  Form 
on  the  Altar,  and  said, ''  Jesus,  have  we  no  Father?  "  And 
he  answered,  with  streaming  tears,  "  We  are  all  orphans,  I 
and  you ;  we  are  without  Father !  *' 

'  Then  shrieked  the  Dissonances  still  louder, — the  quiver- 
ing walls  of  the  Temple  parted  asunder;  and  the  Temple  and 
the  Children  sank  down,  and  the  whole  Earth  and  the  Sun 
sank  after  it,  and  the  whole  Universe  sank  with  its  immensity 
before  us ;  and  above,  on  the  summit  of  immeasurable  Nature, 
stood  Christ,  and  gaaed  down  into  the  Universe  chequered 
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with  it»  thouMod  Suns^  as  into  the  Mine  bored  out  of  eh* 
Eternal  Nigbt,  in  which  the  Suns  run  like  mine-lniupi,  and 
the  Galaxies  like  silver  veins. 

*  And  as  he  saw  the  grinding  press  of  Worlds,  the  torch- 
dance  of  celestial  wildfires,  and  the  coral- bai^  of  beating 
hearts ;  and  as  he  saw  how  world  after  world  ahook  <iff  its 
glimmering  souls  upon  the  Sea  of  Death,  as  a  water-bobble 
scatters  swimming  lights  on  the  waves,  then  majestic  aa  the 
Highest  of  the  Finite,  he  raised  his  eyes  towamls  the  Nothmf- 
ness,  and  towards  the  void  Immensity,  and  said :  "  Demdf 
dumb  Nothingness!  Gold,  everlasting^  Keeessity!  Frantic 
Chance!  Know  ye  what  this  is  that  Hes  beneath  yoaP 
When  will  ye  crush  the  Universe  in  pieees,  and  me  f  Chance, 
knowest  thou  what  thou  doest,  when  with  thy  hurricanes 
thou  walkest  through  that  snow-powder  of  Stars,  and  extin- 
guishest  Sun  after  Sun,  and  that  sparkling  dew  of  heacvenly 
lights  goes  out,  as  thou  paasest  over  it  f  How  is  each  so  sola* 
tary  in  this  wide  grave  of  the  All  I  I  am  alone  with  myself! 
O  Father,  O  Father!  where  is  thy  iainiCe  bosom  that  I  might 
rest  on  it?  Ah,  if  each  soul  ia  ita  own  father  and  creator^ 
why  can  it  not  be  its  own  destroyw  toe  ? 

*'*  Is  this  beside  me  yet  a  Man ?  Uah^pyone!  Your 
little  life  is  the  sigh  of  Nature,  or  only  its  echo ;  a  convex- 
mirror  throws  its  rays  into  that  dust-clond  of  dead  men's 
ashes,  down  on  the  Earth;  and  thua  you,  clond-formed 
wavering  phantasms,  arise.  —  Look  down  into  ^e  Abyss, 
over  which  clouds  of  ashea  are  moving ;  mista  fiidl  of  Worlds 
reek  up  from  ^e  Sea  of  Death }  the  #Wtire  is  a  mountiuf 
mist,  and  the  Preteni  is  a  fidling  one.*-  Kaoweat  thou  thy 
Earth  again  ?  " 

<  Here  Christ  looked  down,  and  his  eye  filled  with  tears, 
and  he  said :  *'  Ah,  I  waa  once  there;  I  was  stMl  happy 
then ;  I  had  still  my  Infinite  Father,  and  laoked  up  cheer* 
fully  from  the  mountains,  into  tba  immeasurable  Heavca, 
and  pressed  my  mangled  breast  on  his  healing  form,  and 
said  even  in  the  bittemesa  of  death :  Father,  take  thy  sen 
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from  UiM  bleeding  hull,  and  hit  him  to  thy  heart!  —  Ah,  ye 
too  happy  iaihahtaits  of  Earth,  ye  still  believe  in  Him. 
Perhaps  even  now  your  Sun  is  going  down,  and  ye  kneel  amid 
blossoms,  and  brightness,  and  tears,  and  lift  trustful  hands, 
and  cry  with  joy-streaming  eyes,  to  the  opened  Heaven : 
"  Me  too  thou  knowest.  Omnipotent,  and  all  my  wounds ; 
and  at  death  thou  receivest  me,  and  closest  them  all !"  Un- 
happy creatures,  at  death  they  will  not  be  closed !  Ah,  when 
the  sorrow-laden  lays  himself,  with  galled  back,  into  the 
Earth,  to  sleep  till  a  fairer  Morning  full  of  Truth,  foil  of 
Virtue  and  Joy, — he  awakens  in  a  stormy  Chaos,  in  the  ever« 
lasting  Midnight,  —  and  there  comes  no  Morning,  and  no  soft 
healing  hand,  and  no  Infinite  Father!  — Mortal,  beside  me! 
if  thou  still  livest,  pray  to  Him  ;  else  hast  thou  lost  him  for- 
ever ! " 

*  And  as  I  fell  down,  and  looked  into  the  sparkling  Uni- 
verse, T  saw  the  upborne  Ring^  of  the  Giant- Serpent,  the 
Serpent  of  Eternity,  which  had  coiled  itself  round  the  All  of 
Worlds,  —  and  the  Rings  sank  down,  and  encircled  the  All 
doubly ;  —  and  then  it  wound  itself,  innumerable  ways,  round 
Nature,  and  swept  the  Worlds  from  their  plaoes,  and  crash** 
ing,  squeezed  the  Temple  of  Immensity  together,  into  the 
Church  of  a  Burying-ground,  —  and  all  grew  strait,  dark, 
fearfiil,  —  and  an  immeasurably  extended  Hammer  was  to 
strike  the  last  hour  of  Time,  and  shiver  the  Universe  asunder, 

.    .    .   WHBN  I  AWOKB. 

*  My  soul  wept  for  joy  that  I  could  still  pray  to  God ;  and 
the  joy,  and  the  weeping,  and  the  faith  on  him  were  my 
prayer.  And  as  I  arose,  the  Sun  was  glowing  deep  behind 
the  foil  purpled  com- ears,  and  casting  meekly  the  gleam  of 
its  twilight-red  on  the  little  Moon,  whtcb  waa  rising  in  the 
East  without  an  Aurora ;  and  between  the  sky  and  the  earth, 
a  gay  transient  air-people  was  stretching  out  its  short  wing^ 
and  living,  as  I  did,  before  the  Infinite  Father ;  and  from  all 
Nature  around  me  flowed  peaceful  tones  as  from  distant 
evening-bells ' 
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Without  commentiiig  on  this  aingular  pieoe»  we 
must  here  for  the  present  close  our  Incubratums  on  Jean 
FbxjI.  To  delineate,  with  any  correctness,  the  spedfie 
features  of  such  a  genius,  and  of  its  operations  and  re- 
sults in  the  great  variety  of  provinces  where  it  dwelt  and 
worked,  were  a  long  task;  for  which,  perhaps,  some 
groundwork  may  have  been  laid  here,  and  which,  as  oc- 
casion serves,  it  will  be  pleasant  for  us  to  resume. 

Probably  enough,  our  readers,  in  considering  these 
strange  matters,  will  too  often  bethink  them  of  that 
'  Episode  concerning  Paul's  Costume ; '  and  conclude 
that,  as  in  living,  so  in  writing,  he  was  a  Mannerist,  and 
man  of  continual  Affectations.  We  will  not  quarrel  with 
them  on  this  point ;  we  must  not  venture  among  the  in- 
tricacies it  would  lead  us  into.  At  the  same  time,  we 
hope,  many  will  agree  with  us  in  honouring  ^chter, 
such  as  he  was  ;  and  '  in  spite  of  his  hundred  real,  and 
his  ten  thousand  seeming  faults,'  discern  under  tiiis 
wondrous  guise  the  spirit  of  a  true  Poet  and  PhiloBopher. 
A  Poet,  and  among  the  highest  of  his  time,  we  must 
reckon  him,  though  he  wrote  no  verses ;  a  Philosopher, 
thou^  he  promulgated  no  systems:  for  on  the  whole, 
that '  Divine  Idea  of  the  World '  stood  in  dear  ethereal 
light  before  his  mind ;  he  recognised  the  Invisible*  even 
under  the  mean  forms  of  these  days,  and  with  a  high, 
strong,  not  uninspired  heart,  strove  to  represent  it  in  the 
Visible,  and  publish  tidings  of  it  to  his  feUow-men. 
This  one  virtue,  the  foundation  of  all  other  virtues,  and 
and  which  a  long  study  more  and  more  clearly  reveals 
to  us  in  Jean  Paul,  will  cover  for  greater  sins  than  his 
were.  It  raises  him  into  quite  another  sphere  than  that 
of  the  thousand  elegant  Sweet-singers,  and  cause-and- 


JEAN  PAUL  FEIXDRICH  RICHTXB.  377 

efiect  PkUosopkes,  in  his  own  country,  or  in  this ;  the 
million  Novel-mannfetctiirers,  Sketchers,  practical  Dis- 
couraers,  and  so  forth,  not  once  reckoned  in.  Such  a 
man  we  can  safely  recommend  to  universal  study ;  and 
for  those  who,  in  the  actual  state  of  matters,  may  the 
most  blame  him,  repeat  the  old  maxim :  '  What  is  ex- 
traordinary try  to  look  at  with  your  own  eyes.' 
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Clio  was  figured  by  the  ancients  as  the  eldest  daughter 
of  Memory*  and  chief  of  the  Muses;  which  dignity, 
whether  we  regard  the  essential  qualities  of  her  art, 
or  its  practice  and  acceptance  among  men,  we  shall  still 
find  to  have  been  fitly  bestowed.  History,  as  it  lies 
at  the  root  of  all  science,  is  also  the  first  distinct  pro- 
duct of  man's  spiritual  nature ;  his  earliest  expression 
of  what  can  be  called  Thou^t.  It  is  a  looking  both  be- 
fore and  after;  as,  indeed,  the  coming  Time  already 
waits,  unseen,  yet  definitely  shiqped,  predetermined,  and 
inevitable,  in  the  Time  come ;  and  only  by  the  combi- 
nation of  both  is  the  meaning  of  either  completed.  The 
Sibylline  Books,  though  old,  are  not  the  oldest.  Some 
nations  have  prophecy,  some  have  not :  but,  of  all 
mankind,  there  b  no  tribe  so  rude  that  it  has  not  at- 
tempted History,  though  several  have  not  aritimietic 
enough  to  count  Five.  History  has  been  written  widi 
quipo-threads,  with  feather-pictures,  with  wampum- 
belts  ;  stOl  oftener  with  earth-mounds  and  monumental 
stone-heaps,  whether  as  pyramid  or  cairn ;  for  the  Celt 
and  the  Copt,  the  Red  man  as  well  as  the  White,  lives 
between  two  eternities,  and,  warring  against  Oblivion, 
he  would  fain  unite  himself  in  dear  conscious  relation, 

*  Fnaer'u  Mi^uiiie,  No.  10. 
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as  in  dim  unconscious  relation  he  is  already  united,  with 
the  whole  Future  and  the  whole  Past. 

A  talent  for  History  may  be  said  to  be  bom  with  U8» 
as  our  chief  inheritance.  In  a  certain  sense  all  men  are 
historians.  Is  not  every  memory  written  quite  full  with 
Annals,  wherein  joy  and  mourning,  conquest  and  loss, 
manifokQy  alternate  ;  and,  with  or  without  philosophy, 
the  whole  fortunes  of  one  little  inward  Kingdom,  and  all 
its  pditics,  foreign  and  domestic,  stand  laeffttceMj  re- 
corded ?  Our  very  speech  is  curiously  historical.  Most 
men,  you  may  observe,  speak  only  to  narrate ;  not  in  im- 
parting what  they  have  thought,  which  indeed  were  often 
a  very  small  matter,  but  in  exhibiting  what  they  have 
undergone  or  seen,  which  is  a  quite  unlimited  one,  do 
talkers  dilate.  Cut  us  off  from  Narrative,  how  would 
the  stream  of  conversaticm,  even  among  the  wisest, 
languish  into  detached  handfuls,  and  among  the  foc^h 
utterly  evaporate !  Thus,  as  we  do  nothing  but  enact 
History,  we  say  little  but  recite  it :  nay  rather,  in  that 
widest  sense,  our  whole  spiritual  life  is  built  thereon. 
For,  strictly  considered,  what  is  dl  Knowledge  too  but 
recorded  Experience,  and  a  product  of  History ;  of  whidi, 
therefore.  Reasoning  and  Belief,  no  less  tiian  Action  and 
Passion,  are  essential  materials  ? 

Under  a  Hmited,  and  the  only  practicable  shape. 
History  proper,  that  part  of  Hist(»y  which  treats  ai  re- 
markaUe  action,  has,  in  all  modem  as  well  as  ancient 
times,  ranked  among  the  highest  arts,  and  perhaps  never 
stood  higher  than  in  these  times  of  oiffs.  For  whereas* 
of  M,  the  charm  of  History  lay  chiefly  in  gratifying  our 
common  appetite  fcHr  the  woncterful,  for  the  unknown ; 
and  her  ofHce  was  but  as  that  of  a  Minstrel  and  Story- 
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teller,  she  has  now  &itfaer  become  a  ScbocdmiBtresft,  and 
professes  to  instruct  in  gratifying.  Whether,  with  the 
stateliness  of  that  yenerable  character,  she  may  not  hare 
taken  up  something  of  its  austerity  and  frigidity ;  vihe- 
ther,  in  the  logical  terseness  of  a  Hume  or  Robertson, 
the  graceful  ease  and  gay  pictorial  heartiness  of  a  Hero- 
dotus or  Froissart  may  not  be  wanting,  is  not  the  ques- 
tion firar  us  here.  Enough  that  all  learners,  all  inquiring 
minds  of  every  order,  are  gathered  round  her  footstooL 
and  reverently  pondering  her  lessons,  as  the  true  bests 
of  Wisdom.  Poetry,  Divinity,  Politics,  Physics,  have 
each  their  adherents  and  adversaries ;  each  little  guild 
supporting  a  defensive  and  offensive  war  fbr  its  own 
special  domain ;  while  the  domain  of  History  is  as  a  FVee 
Emporium,  where  all  these  belligerents  peaceably  meet 
and  furnish  themselves ;  and  Sentimentalist  and  Utili- 
tarian, Sceptic  and  Theologiaii,  with  one  voice  advise 
us :  Examine  History,  for  it  is  '  Philosophy  t<?sarhing  by 
Experience.' 

Far  be  it  from  us  to  disparage  such  teaching,  the  very 
attempt  at  which  must  be  precious.  Neither  shall  we 
too  rigidly  inquire :  How  much  it  has  hitherto  profited  ? 
Whether  most  of  what  little  practical  wisdom  m^i  have, 
has  come  from  study  of  professed  History,  or  from  other 
less  boasted  souxoes,  whereby,  as  matters  now  stand,  a 
Marlborough  may  become  great  in  the  world's  business, 
with  no  History  save  what  he  derives  from  Shakspeare's 
Plays  ?  Nay,  whether  in  that  same  teaching  by  Ex- 
perience, historical  Philosophy  has  yet  properly  de- 
ciphered the  first  element  of  all  science  in  this  kind 
What  the  aim  and  significance  of  that  wondrous  change- 
ful Life  it  investigates  and  paints  may  be  ?  Whence  the 
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course  of  man's  destinies  in  this  Earth  originated,  and 
whither  they  are  tending  ?  Or,  indeed,  if  they  have  any 
course  and  tendency,  are  really  guided  forward  by  an 
unseen  mysterious  Wisdom,  or  only  circle  in  blind  mazes 
without  recognisable  guidance?  Which  questions,  al- 
together fundamental,  one  might  think,  in  any  Philosophy 
of  History,  have,  since  the  era  when  Monkish  Annalists 
were  wont  to  answer  them  by  the  long-ago  extinguished 
light  of  their  Missal  and  Breviary,  been  by  most  philo- 
sophical Historians  only  glanced  at  dubiously,  and  from 
afar ;  by  many,  not  so  much  as  glanced  at. 

The  truth  is,  two  difficulties,  never  wholly  surmount- 
able, lie  in  the  way.    Before  Philosophy  can  teach  by 
Experience,  the  Philosophy  has  to  be  in  readiness,  the 
Experience  must  be  gathered  and  intelligibly  recorded. 
Now,  overlooking  the  former  consideration,  and  with 
regard  only  to  the  latter,  let  any  one  who  has  examined 
the  current  of  human  affairs,  and  how  intricate,  per- 
plexed, unfathomable,  even  when  seen  into  with  our  own 
eyes,  are  their  thousandfold  blending  movements,  say 
whether  the  true  representing  of  it  is  easy  or  impossible. 
Social  Life  is  the  aggregate  of  all  the  individual  men's 
Lives  who  constitute  society ;  History  is  the  essence  of 
innumerable  Biographies.  But  if  one  Biography,  nay 
our  own  Biography,  study  and  recapitulate  it  as  we  may, 
remains  in  so  many  points  unintelligible  to  us;  how 
much  more  must  these  million,  the  very  (sets  of  which, 
to  say  nothing  of  the  purport  of  them,  we  know  not,  and 
cannot  know ! 

Neither  will  it  adequately  avail  us  to  assert  that  the 
general  inward  condition  of  Life  is  the  same  in  all  ages ; 
and  that  only  the  remarkable  deviations  from  the  com- 
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mon  endowment,  and  common  lot,  and  the  BKure  m- 
portant  variations  which  the  oatward  figure  c^  life  hu 
from  time  to  time  undergone,  deserve  memory  and  re- 
cord. The  inward  condition  of  Life,  it  may  rather  be 
affirmed,  the  conscious  or  half-conscious  aim  <^  mankind 
so  fur  as  men  are  not  mere  digesting  mariiines,  is  the 
same  in  no  two  ages ;  neither  are  the  more  important 
outward  variations  easy  to  ^  on,  or  always  well  capable 
of  representation.  Which  was  the  greater  innovator, 
which  was  the  more  important  jpeanooBge  in  man's  his- 
tory, he  who  first  led  armies  over  the  A^,  and  gained 
the  victories  of  Cann»  and  Thrasym^ie  ;  or  the  name- 
less boor  who  first  hammered  out  for  himself  an  inn 
spade  ?  When  the  oak-tree  is  felled,  the  whole  fnest 
echoes  with  it;  butahimdred  acoms  are  planted  mkndy 
hy  some  unnoticed  hreeze.  Battles  and  wu'-tumuhs, 
which  for  the  time  din  every  ear,  and  with  joy  or  tenor 
intoxicate  every  heart,  pass  away  like  tavem-hrmwls ; 
and,  except  some  few  Marathons  and  Morgartens,  are 
rememhered  by  accident,  not  hy  desert.  Laws  them- 
selves, political  Constitutions,  are  not  our  Life,  hut  only 
the  house  wherein  our  Life  is  led :  nay,  they  are  hut  the 
bare  walls  of  the  house ;  all  whose  essential  ftimitiire, 
the  inventions  and  traditions,  and  daily  haUts  that  re- 
gulate and  support  our  existence^  Bie  the  work  not  of 
Dracos  and  Hampdens,  hut  of  Phcmiician  mariners,  of 
Italian  masons  and  Saxon  metallurgists,  of  philoeophen, 
alchymists,  prophets,  and  all  the  long  forgotten  train  of 
artists  and  artisans ;  who  from  the  first  have  been  jointly 
teaching  us  how  to  think  and  how  to  act,  how  to  rule 
over  spiritual  and  over  physical  Nature.  WeH  may  we 
say  that  of  our  History  the  more  important  part  is  lost 
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without  recovery;  and»  —  as  thanksgivings  were  once 
wont  to  be  offered  'for  unrecognised  mercies/  —  lode 
with  reverence  into  the  dark  untenanted  places  of  the 
Fast,  where,  in  formless  oblivicm,  our  chief  benefactors, 
with  all  their  sedulous  endeavours,  but  not  with  the 
^ruit  of  these,  lie  entcHnbed. 

So  imperfect  is  that  same  Experience,  by  which 
Philosophy  is  to  teach.  Nay,  even  with  regard  to  those 
occurrences  which  do  stand  recorded,  which,  at  their 
origin  have  seemed  worthy  of  record,  and  the  summary 
of  which  constitutes  what  we  now  call  History,  is  not 
our  understanding  of  them  altogether  incomplete  ;  is  it 
even  possible  to  represent  them  as  they  were  ?  The  old 
story  of  Sir  Walter  Raleigh's  looking  from  his  prison 
Mrindow,  on  some  street  tumult,  which  afterwards  three 
witnesses  reported  in  three  different  ways,  himself  dif- 
fering from  them  all,  is  still  a  true  lesson  for  us.  Con- 
aider  how  it  is  that  historical  documents  and  records 
(Hriginate ;  even  hcmest  records,  where  the  reporters  were 
unbiassed  by  personal  r^ard ;  a  case  which,  weace  no- 
thing m<»^  wanted,  must  ever  be  among  the  rarest. 
The  real  leading  features  of  a  historical  Transaction, 
those  movements  that  essentially  dharacterize  it,  and 
alone  deserve  to  be  recorded,  are  nowise  the  foremost  to 
be  noted.  At  first,  among  the  various  witnesses,  who 
are  also  parties  interested,  there  is  only  vague  wonder, 
and  fear  or  hope>  and  the  noise  of  Rumour's  thousand 
tongues ;  till,  after  a  season,  the  conflict  of  testimonies 
has  subsided  into  some  general  issue;  and  then  it  is 
settled,  by  majority  of  votes,  that  such  and  such  a 
'  Crossing  of  the  Rubicon,'  an  '  Impeachment  of  Straf- 
ford,' a  '  Convocation  of  the  Notables/  are  epochs  in 
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the  wodd's  history,  cardinal  points  on  which  grand 
world-revolutions  have  hinged.  Suppose,  however,  that 
the  majority  of  votes  was  all  wrong ;  that  the  real  car- 
dinal points  lay  hr  deeper ;  and  had  been  passed  over 
unnoticed,  because  no  Seer,  but  only  mere  Onkxdcers. 
chanced  to  be  there  I  Our  dock  strikes  when  there  is  a 
change  from  hour  to  hour ;  but  no  hammer  in  the  Horo- 
loge of  lime  peals  through  the  universe,  when  there  is 
a  change  from  Era  to  Era.  Men  understand  not  what 
is  among  their  hands :  as  calmness  is  the  characteristic 
of  strength,  so  the  weightiest  causes  may  be  most  silent. 
It  is,  in  no  case,  the  real  historical  Transaction,  but  only 
some  more  or  less  plausible  scheme  and  theory  oi  the 
Transaction,  or  the  harmonized  result  of  many  sudi 
schemes,  each  varying  from  the  other,  and  all  varying 
from  truth,  that  we  can  ever  hope  to  behold. 

Nay,  were  our  frumlty  of  insight  into  passing  things 
never  so  complete,  there  is  still  a  iiatal  discrepancy  be- 
tween our  manner  of  observing  these,  and  their  manner 
of  occurring.  The  most  gifted  man  can  observe,  stiD  more 
can  record,  only  the  series  of  his  own  impressions :  his 
observation,  therefore,  to  say  nothing  of  its  other  imper- 
fections, must  be  successive,  while  the  things  done  were 
often  simultaneous;  the  things  dcme  were  not  a  series,  bat 
a  group.  It  is  not  in  acted,  as  it  is  in  written  History : 
actual  events  are  nowise  so  simply  related  to  eadi  other 
as  parent  and  offiapring  are;  every  single  event  is  the 
offspring  not  of  one,  but  of  all  otiier  events,  prior  or  con- 
temporaneous, and  will  in  its  turn  combine  wi^  all  others 
to  give  birth  to  new :  it  is  an  ever-living,  ever- working 
Chaos  of  Being,  wherein  sht^  after  shape  bodies  itself 
forth  fh)m  innumerable  elements.  And  this  Chaos,  bound- 
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less  as  the  habitation  and  duration  of  man,  unfathomable 
as  the  soul  and  destiny  of  man,  is  what  the  historian  will 
depict,  and  scientifically  gauge,  we  may  say,  by  threading 
it  with  single  lines  of  a  few  elb  in  length !     For  as  all 
Action  is,  by  its  nature,  to  be  figured  as  extended  in 
breadth  and  in  depth,  as  well  as  in  length;  that  is  to  say, 
is  based  on  PaSsion  and  Mystery,  if  we  investigate  its 
origin ;  and  spreads  abroad  on  all  hands,  modifying  and 
modified;  as  well  as  advances  towards  completion, —  so 
all  Narrative  is,  by  its  nature,  of  only  one  dimension ; 
only  travels  forward  towards  one,  or  towards  successive 
points  :  Narrative  is  linear.  Action  is  solid,    Alas,  for  our 
•  chains,'  or  chainlets,  of  '  causes  and  effects,*  which  we 
so   assiduously  track  through  certain  handbreadths   of 
years  and  square  miles,  when  the  whole  is  a  broad,  deep 
Immensity,  and  each  atom  is  '  chained  *  and  complected 
with  all !     Truly,  if  History  is  Philosophy  teaching  by 
Experience,  the  writer  fitted  to  compose  History  is  hither- 
to an  unknown  man.   The  Experience  itself  would  require 
All-knowledge  to  record  it, — were  the  All- wisdom  need- 
ful for  such  Philosophy  as  would  interpret  it,  to  be  had 
for  asking.    Better  were  it  that  mere  earthly  Historians 
should  lower  such  pretensions,  more  suitable  for  Omni- 
science than  for  human  science;  and  aiming  only  at  some 
picture  of  the  things  acted,  which  picture  itself  will  at 
best  be  a  poor  approximation,  leave  the  inscrutable  pur- 
port of  them  an  acknowledged  secret;  or  at  most,  in 
reverent  Faith,  far  different  from  that  teaching  of  Philo- 
sophy, pause  over  the  mysterious  vestiges  of  Him,  whose 
path  is  in  the  great  deep  of  Hme,  whom  History  indeed 
reveals,  but  only  all  History,  and  in  Eternity,  will  clearly 
reveal. 

VOL.  IJ.  8 
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Such  considerations  truly  were  of  small  pn^  ^ 
they,  instead  of  teaching  us  vigilance  and  reverent  humi- 
lity in  our  inquiries  into  History,  abate  our  esteem  kt 
them,  or  discourage  us  from  unweariedly  prosecutiiig 
them.     Let  us  search  more  and  more  into  the  Past ;  kt 
all  men  explore  it,  as  the  true  foimtain  of  knowledge; 
by  whose  light  alone,  consciously  or  unconsciously  em- 
ployed, can  the  Present  and  the  Future  be  interpreted  or 
guessed  at.    For  though  the  whole  meaning  lies  fieu'  be- 
yond our  ken ;  yet  in  that  complex  Manuscript,  covexed 
over  with  formless  inextricably-entangled  unknown  cba- 
racters,  -—nay  which  is  a  Palimpsest,  and  had  once  pro- 
phetic writing,  still  dimly  legible  there, — some  lettns, 
some  words,  may  be  deciphered ;  and  if  no  complete 
Philosophy,  here  and  there  an  intelligible  precept,  avail- 
able in  practice,  be  gathered :  well  understanding,  in  the 
mean  while,  that  it  is  only  a  little  portion  we  have  deci- 
phered ;  that  much  still  remains  to  be  interpreted ;  that 
History  is  a  real  Prophetic  Manuscript,  and  can  be  faUy 
interpreted  by  no  man. 

But  the  Artist  in  History  may  be  disdngoished  from 
the  Artisan  in  History ;  for  here,  as  in  all  other  provinces, 
there  are  Artists  and  Artisans ;  men  who  labour  media- 
nically  in  a  department,  without  eye  for  the  Whole,  not 
feeling  that  there  is  a  Whole ;  and  men  who  inform  and 
ennoble  the  humblest  department  with  an  Idea  of  the 
Whole,  and  habitually  know  that  only  in  the  Whole  is 
the  Partial  to  be  truly  discerned.  The  proceedings,  and 
the  duties  of  these  two,  in  regard  to  History,  must  be 
altogether  different.  Not,  indeed,  that  each  has  not  a 
real  w(»rth,  in  his  several  degree.  The  simple  husband- 
man can  till  his  field,  and  by  knowledge  he  has  gained 
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of  its  soil,  sow  it  with  the  fit  grain,  though  the  deep  rocks 
and  central  fires  are  unknown  to  him:  his  little  crop 
hangs  under  and  over  the  firmament  of  stars,  and  sails 
through  whole  untracked  celestial  spaces,  between  Aries 
and  Libra;  nevertheless,  it  ripens  for  him  in  due  season, 
and  he  gathers  it  safe  into  his  bam.  As  a  husbandman 
he  is  blameless  in  disregarding  those  higher  wonders;  but 
as  a  thinker,  and  faithful  inquirer  into  Nature,  he  were 
wrong.  So,  likewise,  is  it  with  the  Historian,  who  ex- 
amines some  special  aspect  of  History;  and  from  this  or 
that  combination  of  circimistances,  political,  moral,  eco- 
nomical, and  the  issues  it  has  led  to,  infers  that  such  and 
such  properties  belong  to  human  society,  and  that  the 
like  circumstances  will  produce  the  like  issue;  which  in- 
ference, if  other  trials  confirm  it,  must  be  held  true  and 
practically  valuable.  He  is  wrong  only,  and  an  artisan, 
when  he  fimdes  that  these  properties,  discovered  or  dis- 
coverable, exhaust  the  matter;  and  sees  not,  at  every 
step,  that  it  is  inexhaustible. 

However,  that  class  of  cause- and-effect  speculators, 
with  whom  no  wonder  would  remain  wonderful,  but  all 
things  in  Heaven  and  Earth  must  be  computed  and  '  ac- 
counted for;'  and  even  the  Unknown,  the  Infinite  in 
man's  Life,  had,  under  the  words  enthusiasm,  superstition, 
spirit  of  the  age,  and  so  forth,  obtained,  as  it  were,  an 
algebraical  symbol  and  given  value, — have  now  wellnigh 
played  their  part  in  European  culture ;  and  may  be  con- 
sidered, as  in  most  countries,  even  in  England  itself  where 
they  linger  the  latest,  verging  towards  extinction.  He 
who  reads  the  inscrutaUe  Book  of  Nature,  as  if  it  were 
a  Merchant's  Ledger,  is  justly  suspected  of  having  never 
seen  that  Book,  but  only  some  school  Synopsis  thereof; 
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from  which,  if  taken  for  the  real  Book,  more  error  duD 
insight  is  to  he  derived. 

Douhtless  also,  it  is  with  a  growing  feeling  of  the 
infinite  nature  of  History,  that  in  these  times,  the  old 
principle,  division  of  hdiour,  has  heen  so  widely  apjdied 
to  it.    The  Political  Historian,  once  almost  the  sole  cul- 
tivator of  History,  has  now  found  various  associates,  who 
strive  to  elucidate  other  phases  of  human  Life;  of  which, 
as  hinted  above,  the  political  conditions  it  is  passed  under, 
are  but  one,  and  though  the  primary,  perhaps  not  the 
most  important,  of  the  many  outward  arrangements.  Of 
this  Historian  himself,  moreover,  in  his  own  special  de- 
partment, new  and  higher  things  are  beginning  to  be 
expected.    From  of  old,  it  was  too  often  to  be  reproadi- 
fully  observed  of  him,  that  he  dwelt  with  disproportionate 
fondness  in  Senate-houses,  in  Battle-fields,  nay  even  in 
Kings'  Antechambers ;   forgetting,  that  far  away  firom 
such  scenes,  the  mighty  tide  of  Thought,  and  Action,  wis 
still  rolling  on  its  wondrous  course,  in  gloom  and  bright- 
ness ;  and  in  its  thousand  remote  valleys,  a  whole  world 
of  Existence,  with  or  without  an  earthly  sun  of  Hi^pi- 
ness  to  warm  it,  with  or  without  a  heavenly  sun  of 
Holiness  to  purify  and  sanctify  it,  was  blossoming  and 
fading,  whether  the  '  famous  victory '  were  won  or  lost 
The  time  seems  coming  when  much  of  this  must  be 
amended ;  and  he  who  sees  no  world  but  that  of  courts 
and  camps ;  and  writes  only  how  soldiers  were  drilled 
and  shot,  and  how  this  ministerial  conjuror  out-conjured 
that  other,  and  then  guided,  or  at  least  held,  something 
which  he  called  the  rudder  of  Gbvemment,  but  which  was 
rather  the  spigot  of  Taxation,  wherewith,  in  place  of 
steering,  he  could  tap,  and  the  more  cunnin^y  the  nearer 
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the  lees, — will  pass  for  a  more  or  less  instructiye  Gbizet- 
teer,  but  will  no  longer  be  called  a  Historian. 

However,  the  Political  Historian,  were  his  work 
performed  with  all  conceivable  perfection,  can  accom- 
plish but  a  part,  and  still  leaves  room  for  numerous  fel- 
low-labourers. Foremost  among  these,  comes  the  Ec- 
clesiastical Historian;  endeavouring,  with  catholic  or 
sectiuian  view,  to  trace  the  progress  of  the  Church  ;  of 
that  portion  of  the  social  establishments,  which  respects 
our  religious  condition ;  as  the  other  portion  does  our 
civil,  or  rather,  in  the  long  run,  our  economical  condi- 
tion. Rightly  conducted,  this  departmeot  were  un- 
doubtedly the  more  important  of  the  two ;  inasmuch  as 
it  concerns  us  more  to  understand  how  man's  moral 
well-being  had  been  and  might  be  promoted,  than  to 
understand  in  the  like  sort  his  physical  well-being; 
which  latter  is  ultimately  the  aim  of  all  Political  arrange- 
ments. For  the  physically  happiest  is  simply  the  safest, 
the  strongest ;  and,  in  all  conditions  of  Gbvemment, 
Power  (whether  of  wealth  as  in  these  days,  or  of  arms 
and  adherents  as  in  old  days)  is  the  only  outward  em- 
blem and  purchase-money  of  Good.  True  Ghx>d,  how- 
ever, unless  we  reckon  Pleasure  S3rnonymou8  with  it,  is 
said  to  be  rarely,  or  rather  never,  offered  for  sale  in  the 
market  where  that  coin  passes  current.  So  that,  for 
man's  true  advantage,  not  the  outward  condition  of  his 
life,  but  the  inward  and  spiritual,  is  of  prime  influence ; 
not  the  form  of  Gbvemment  he  lives  under,  and  the 
power  he  can  accumulate  there,  but  the  Church  he  is  a 
member  of,  and  the  degree  of  moral  elevation  he  can 
acquire  by  means  of  its  instruction.  Church  History, 
then,  did  it  speak  wisely,  would  have  momentous  secrets 
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to  teach  us :  nay,  in  its  highest  degree,  it  were  a  scnrt  oi 
continaed  Holy  Writ ;  our  Sacred  Books  being,  indeed, 
only  a  History  of  the  primeval  Church,  as  it  first  aroee 
in  man's  soul,  and  symbolicaUy  embodied  itself  in  his 
external  life.     How  far  our  actual  Church  Historians 
fall  below  such  unattainable  standards,  nay  below  quite 
attainable  approximations  thereto,  we  need  not  point 
out.     Of  the  Ecclesiastical  Historian  we  have  to  com- 
plain, as  we  did  of  his  Political  fellow-craftsman,  that 
his  inquiries  turn  rather  on  the  outward  mechanism,  the 
mere  hulls  and  superficial  accidents  of  the  object,  than 
on  the  object  itself:  as  if  the  Church  lay  in  Bishops' 
Chapter-houses,  and  Ecumenic  Coimdl  HaUs,  and  Car- 
dinals' Condaves,   and  not  far  more  in  the  hearts  of 
Believing  Men ;  in  whose  walk  and  conversation,  as  in- 
fluenced thereby,    its  chief  manifestations  were  to  be 
looked  for,  and  its  progress  or  decline  ascertained.    The 
History  of  the  Church  is  a  History  of  the  Invisible  as 
well  as  of  the  Visible  Church ;  which  latter,  if  disjoined 
firom  the  former,  is  but  a  vacant  edifice ;  gilded,  it  may 
be,  and  overhung  with  old  votive  gifts,  yet  useless,  nay 
pestilentially  unclean ;    to  write  whose  history  is  less 
important  than  to  forward  its  downfidl. 

Of  a  less  ambitious  character  are  the  Histories  that 
relate  to  special  separate  provinces  of  human  Action ; 
to  Sciences,  Practical  Arts,  Institutions,  and  the  like ; 
matters  which  do  not  imply  an  epitome  of  man's  whole 
interest  and  form  of  life ;  but  wherein,  though  each  b 
still  connected  with  all,  the  spirit  of  each,  at  least  its 
material  results,  may  be  in  some  degree  evolved  without 
so  strict  a  reference  to  that  of  the  others.  Highest  in 
dignity  and  difficulty,  under  this  head,  would  be  oor 
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hiBtories  of  Philosophy,  of  man's  opinions  and  theories 
respecting  the  nature  of  his  Being,  and  relations  to  the 
Universe  Viidhle  and  Invisible ;  which  History,  indeed, 
-were  it  fitly  treated,  or  fit  for  right  treatment,  would 
be  a  province  of  Church  History ;  the  logical  or  dog- 
matical province  thereof;  for  Philosophy,  in  its  true 
sense,  is  or  should  be  the  soul,  of  which  Religion, 
"Worship,  is  the  body ;  in  the  healthy  state  of  things  the 
Philosopher  and  Priest  were  one  and  the  same.  But 
Philosophy  itself  is  far  enough  from  wearing  this  cha- 
racter ;  neither  have  its  Historians  been  men,  generally 
speaking,  that  could  in  the  smallest  degree  approximate 
it  thereto.  Scarcely  since  the  rude  era  of  the  Magi  and 
Druids  has  that  same  healthy  identification  of  Priest  and 
Philosopher  had  place  in  any  country :  but  rather  the 
worship  of  divine  things,  and  the  scientific  investiga- 
tion of  divine  things,  have  been  in  quite  difiPerent  hands, 
their  relations  not  friendly  but  hostile.  Neither  have  the 
Briickers  and  Biihles,  to  say  nothing  of  the  many  un- 
happy Enfields  who  have  treated  of  that  latter  depart- 
ment, been  more  than  barren  reporters,  often  unintelli- 
gent and  uninteUi^ble  reporters,  of  the  doctrine  uttered ; 
without  force  to  discover  how  the  doctrine  originated, 
or  what  reference  it  bore  to  its  time  and  country,  to 
the  spiritual  position  of  mankind  there  and  then.  Nay, 
such  a  task  did  not  perhaps  lie  before  them,  as  a  thing 
to  be  attempted. 

Art  also,  and  Literature  are  intimately  blended  with 
Religion;  as  it  were,  outworks  and  abutments,  by 
which  that  highest  pinnacle  in  our  inward  world  gradu- 
ally connects  itself  with  the  general  level,  and  becomes 
accessible  therefrom.  He  who  should  write  a  proper 
History  of  Poetry,  would  depict  for  us  the  successive 
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RevelatioiiB  which  man  had  obtained  of  the  Spirit  of 
Nature  ;  under  what  aspects  he  had  caught  and  endea- 
voured to  body  forth  some  glimpse  of  that  unspeakable 
Beauty,  which  in  its  highest  clearness  is  Religion,  is 
the  in^iration  of  a  Prophet,  yet  in  one  or  the  other 
deg^ree  must  inspire  every  true  Singer,  were  his  theme 
never  so  humble.  We  should  see  by  what  st^>s  men 
had  ascended  to  the  Temple ;  how  near  they  had  ap- 
proached ;  by  what  ill  hap  they  had,  for  long  periods, 
turned  away  from  it,  and  grovelled  on  the  plain  wi^  no 
music  in  the  air,  or  blindly  struggled  towards  other 
heights.  That  among  all  our  Eichhoms  and  Waztons 
there  is  no  such  Historian,  must  be  too  clear  to  every 
one.  Nevertheless  let  us  not  despair  of  far  nearer  ap- 
proaches to  that  excellence.  Above  all  let  us  keep  the 
Ideal  of  it  ever  in  our  eye ;  for  thereby  alone  have  we 
even  a  chance  to  reach  it. 

Our  histories  of  Laws  and  Constitutions,  wherein 
many  a  Montesquieu  and  Hallam  has  laboured  with 
acceptance,  are  of  a  much  simpler  nature ;  yet  deep 
enough  if  thoroughly  investigated ;  and  useful,  when 
authentic,  even  with  little  depth.  Then  we  have  His- 
tories of  Medicine,  of  Mathematics,  of  Astvonomy,  Com- 
merce, Chivalry,  Monkery;  and  Gk>guets  and  Beck- 
manns  have  come  forward  with  what  might  be  the  most 
bountiful  contribution  of  aU,  a  History  of  Inventions. 
Of  all  which  sorts,  and  many  more  not  here  enumerated, 
not  yet  devised  and  put  in  practice,  the  merit  and  the 
proper  scheme  may  require  no  exposition. 

In  this  manner,  though,  as  above  remarked,  all 
Action  is  extended  three  ways,  and  the  general  sum  of 
human  Action  is  a  whole  Universe,  with  all  limits  of  it 
unknown,  does  History  strive  by  running  path  after 
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path,  through  the  Impassable,  in  manifold  directions 
and  intersections,  to  secure  for  us  some  oversight  of  the 
Whole ;  in  which  endeayour,  if  each  Historian  look  well 
around  him  from  his  path,  tracking  it  out  with  the  eye, 
not,  as  is  more  common,  with  the  nose,  she  may  at  last 
prove  not  altogether  unsuccessful.  Praying  only  that 
increased  division  of  labour  do  not  here  as  elsewhere, 
aggravate  our  already  strong  Mechanical  tendencies,  so 
that  in  the  manual  dexterity  for  parts  we  lose  all  com- 
mand over  the  whole ;  and  the  hope  of  any  Philosophy 
of  History  be  farther  off  than  ever ;  let  us  all  wish  her 
great  and  greater  success. 


8  2 
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LUTHER'S  PSALM.* 

[1831.] 

Among  Lather's  Spuitual  Songs,  of  whi<^  various  col- 
lections have   appeared  of  late    3rears,  f  ^^    o^^^    c^* 
titled  Einefeste  Burg  ist  nnser  Gott,  is  universally  re- 
garded as  the  hest ;  and  indeed  still  retains  its  (dace  and 
devotional  use  in  the  Psalmodies  of  Protestant  Gennanj. 
Of  the  Tune,  which  also  ib  hj  Luther,  we  have  no  oopf, 
and  only  a  second-hand  knowledge :   to  the  original 
Words,  probahly  never  hefore  printed  in  England,  we 
subjoin  the  following  Translation ;  which,  if  it  possess 
the  only  merit  it  can  pretend  to,  that  of  literal  adherence 
to  the  sense,  will  not  prove  unacceptable  to  our  readers. 
Luther's  music  is  heard  daily  in  our  churches,  sevendof 
our  finest  Psalm-tunes  being  of  his  composition.    La- 
ther's sentiments,   also,  are,  or  should  be,  present  in 
many  an  English  heart ;  the  more  interesting  to  us  is 
any  the  smallest  articulate  expression  of  these. 

The  great  Reformer's  love  of  music,  of  poetry,  it  has 
often  been  remarked,  is  one  of  the  most  significant  fea- 

*  Fraser's  Magaxine,  No.  12. 

t  For  example:  Lather's ^ett^^Ae  ZAedernebit  detten  Gedtu- 
ken  iiber  die  Muaiea  (Berlin,  1817)  :  Die  Lieder  Lather's  fetm- 
melt  von  Koeegarten  und  Eambaek,  4fv. 
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tureB  in  his  character.  But,  indeed,  if  every  great  man« 
Napoleon  himself,  is  intrinsically  a  poet,  an  idealist,  with 
more  or  less  completeness  of  utterance,  which  of  all  our 
great  men,  in  these  modem  ages,  had  such  an  endow- 
ment in  that  kind  as  Luther  ?  He  it  was,  emphatically, 
who  stood  based  on  the  Spiritual  World  of  man,  and 
only  by  the  footing  and  miraculous  power  he  had  obtain- 
ed  there,  could  work  such  changes  in  the  Material 
World.  As  a  participant  and  dispenser  of  divine  influ- 
ences, he  s]|ows  himself  among  human  affEurs ;  a  true 
connecting  medium  and  visible  Messenger  between  Hea- 
ven and  Earth ;  a  man,  therefore,  not  only  permitted  to 
enter  the  sphere  of  Poetry,  but  to  dwell  in  the  purest 
centre  thereof :  perhaps  the  most  inspired  of  all  Teach- 
ers since  the  first  apostles  of  his  fetith ;  and  thus  not  a 
Poet  only,  but  a  Prophet  and  god-ordained  Priest,  which 
is  the  highest  form  of  that  dignity,  and  of  all  dignity. 

.  Unhappily,  or  happily,  Luther's  poetic  feeling  did 
not  so  much  learn  to  express  itself  in  fit  Words  that 
take  captive  every  ear,  as  in  fit  Actions,  wherein  truly, 
under  still  more  impressive  manifestation,  the  spirit  of 
spheral  melody  resides,  and  still  audibly  addresses  us. 
In  his  written  Poems  we  find  little,  save  that  strength 
of  one  '  whose  words,'  it  has  been  said,  '  were  half- 
battles  ; '  little  of  that  still  harmony  and  blending  soft- 
ness of  union,  which  is  the  last  perfection  of  strength  ; 
less  of  it  than  even  his  conduct  often  manifested.  With 
Words  he  had  not  learned  to  make  pure  music ;  it  was 
by  Deeds  of  love  or  heroic  valour  that  he  spoke  freely ; 
in  tones,  only  through  his  Flute,  amid  tears,  could  the 
sigh  of  that  strong  soul  find  utterance. 
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Neverthelefls,  though  in  imperfect  aiticulatiaii,  the 
same  voice,  if  we  will  listen  well,  is  to  be  heard  also  in  his 
writings,  in  his  Poems.  The  following,  for  example, 
jars  upon  our  ears :  yet  there  is  something  in  it  like  the 
sound  of  Alpine  avalanches,  or  the  first  murmur  of  earth* 
quakes;  in  the  very  vastness  of  which  dissonance  a 
higher  unison  is  revealed  to  us.  Luther  wrote  this  Song 
in  a  time  of  blackest  threatenings,  which  however  could 
in  nowise  become  a  time  of  Despair.  In  those  tones, 
rugged,  broken  as  they  are,  do  we  not  recofpuae  the  ac- 
cent of  that  summoned  man  (summoned  not  by  Charles 
the  Fifth,  but  by  God  Almighty  also),  who  answered  his 
friends'  warning  not  to  enter  Worms,  in  this  wise: 
"  Were  there  as  many  devils  in  Worms  as  there  are 
roof-tiles,  I  would  on ;  "  —  of  him  who^  alone  in  that 
assemblage,  before  all  emperors  and  principalities  and 
powers,  spoke  forth  these  final  and  forever  memorable 
words:  "It  is  neither  safe  nor  prudent  to  do  aught 
against  conscience.  Here  stand  I,  I  cannot  otherwise. 
Qod  assist  me.  Amen ! "  *  It  is  evident  enough  that 
to  this  man  all  Pope's  Conclaves,  and  Imperial  Diets,  and 
hosts,  and  nations,  were  but  weak ;  weak  as  the  forest, 
with  all  its  strong  trees,  may  be  to  the  smallest  spark  of 
electric  ^re. 


*  '  Till  such  time,  as  either  by  proofs  fipom  Holy  Scripture,  or 
by  fair  reason  or  argument  I  hare  been  confuted  and  convicted,  1 
cannot  and  will  not  recant,  weii  weder  sicker  nock  germtken  iii, 
etwM  wider  Gewieeem  xu  tktm,  Hier  eteke  tcA,  ick  kanm  niekt 
andere,  Gott  keffe  mir.    Amem  !  * 
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EINB  FE8TE  EURO  1ST  UN8ER  OOTT . 

Einefeste  Burg  ist  unser  GoU, 
Ein  gutes  ff^ehr  und  Wqffen; 
Er  hilft  unsfrey  aus  aUer  Nothy 
Die  tmsjetzt  hat  betroffen, 
Der  aUe  bUse  Fiendy 
Mit  Ernst  ersjetzt  meirU; 
Gross  Macht  und  vtel  List 
Sein  grausani'  Riistzet$ch  ist, 
A'uf  Erd^n  ist  nicht  seins  Gleichen. 

Mit  unsrer  Macht  ist  Nichts  gethan, 

fFir  sindgar  bald  verloren: 

Es  streitUfUr  uns  der  reohie  Mann, 

Den  Gatt  selbst  hat  erkoren. 

Fragst  du  wer  er  istf 

Er  heisst  Jesus  Christ, 

Der  Herre  2jebaoth, 

Und  ist  kein  ander  Gott, 

Das  Feld  muss  er  behalten. 

Undwenn  die  fFek  voU  Teufel  wUr, 
Und  wolWn  uns  gar  verschHngen, 
So/Urchten  wir  uns  nicht  so  sehr, 
Es  soil  uns  doch  gelingen. 
Der  FUrste  dieser  fFeU, 
fFie  sauer  er  sich  steUt, 
TTiut  er  uns  doch  Nichts; 
Das  macht  er  ist  gerichtt, 
Ein  fTMlein  kann  ihn  fallen. 

Das  JFort  sie  sollen  lassen  stahn, 
Undheinen  Dank  dazu  haben; 
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Er  ist  hey  uns  wohl  auf  dem  Plan 

MU  seinem  Oeist  und  Gaben* 

Nehmen  sie  tins  den  Leib, 

Gut\  Ehr\  Kind  und  fTeib, 

Lass/ahren  dahm. 

Sie  habeh's  kein  Oewinn, 

Das  Reich  Gottes  muss  uns  bkiben. 

A  safe  stronghold  oar  God  is  still, 
A  trusty  shield  and  weapon ; 
He'll  help  us  clear  from  all  the  ill 
That  hath  us  now  o'ertaken. 
The  ancient  Prince  of  Hell, 
Hath  risen  with  purpose  fell ; 
Strong  mail  of  Craft  and  Power 
He  weareth  in  this  hour, 
On  Earth  b  not  his  fellow. 

With  force  of  arms  we  nothing  can. 
Full  soon  were  we  down-ridden ; 
But  for  us  fights  the  proper  Man, 
Whom  God  himself  hath  bidden. 
Ask  ye.  Who  is  this  same  ? 
Christ  Jesus  is  his  name. 
The  Lord  Zebaoth's  Son, 
He  and  no  other  one 
Shall  conquer  in  the  battle. 

And  were  this  world  all  Devils  o'er 
And  watching  to  devour  us. 
We  lay  it  not  to  heart  so  sore. 
Not  they  can  overpower  us. 
And  let  the  Prince  of  III 
Look  grim  as  e'er  he  will. 
He  harms  us  not  a  whit, 
For  why?     His  doom  is  writ, 
A  word  shall  quickly  slay  him. 
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God's  Word,  for  all  their  craft  and  force, 

One  moment  will  not  linger, 

But  spite  of  Hell,  shall  have  its  course, 

'Tis  written  by  his  finger. 

And  tho'  they  take  oar  life. 

Goods,  honour,  children,  wife. 

Yet  is  their  profit  small; 

These  things  shall  vanish  all. 

The  City  of  God  remaineth. 
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JBAN  PAUL  FRIBDRICH  RICHTBr's  RBVIBW  OF  MADAMR 
DB  STABL's  "  ALLBMAONB." 

[1830.] 

^^*  There  are  few  of  our  readers  but  have  read  and  partially  admi- 
red Madame  de  Stael's  Germany ;  the  work,  indeed,  which,  with 
all  its  vagueness  and  manifold  shortcomings,  must  be  regarded 
as  the  precursor,  if  not  parent,  of  whatever  acquaintance  witii 
German  literature  exists  among  us.  lliere  are  few  also  but 
have  heard  of  Jean  Paul,  here  and  elsewhere,  as  of  a  huge  mass  of 
intellect,  with  the  strangest  shape  and  structure,  yet  with  thews 
and  sinews  like  a  real  Son  of  Anak.  Students  of  German  li- 
terature will  be  curious  to  see  such  a  critic  as  Madame  de  StaDl 
adequately  criticised,  in  what  fashion  the  best  of  the  Germans 
write  reviews,  and  what  worth  the  best  of  them  acknowledge  in 
this  their  chief  eulogist  and  indicator  among  foreigners.  We 
translate  the  Essay  from  Bichter's  Kleine  BUcherMchau,  as  it 
stands  there  reprinted  firom  the  Heidelberg /aAr6iicA«r,  in  which 
periodical  it  first  appeared,  in  1815.  We  have  done  our  endea- 
vour to  preserve  the  quaint  grotesque  style  so  characteristic  of 
Jean  Paul ;  rendering  with  literal  fidelity  whatever  stood  before 
us,  rugged  and  unmanageable  as  it  often  seemed.  This  article 
on  Madame  de  Sta^l  passes,  justly  enough,  for  the  best  of  his 
reviews ;  which,  however,  let  our  readers  understand,  are  no  im- 
portant part  of  his  writings.  This  is  not  the  lion  that  we  see, 
but  only  a  claw  of  the  lion,  whereby  some  few  may  recognise 
him. 

To  review  a  Revieweress  of  two  literary  Nations  is  not 
easy ;  for  you  have,  as  it  were,  three  things  at  once  to  give 

*  Eraser's  Mag.,  Nos.  1  and  4. 
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account  of.  With  regard  to  France  and  Germany,  howerer, 
it  is  chiefly  in  reference  to  the  judgment  which  the  intel- 
lectual Amazon  of  these  two  countries  has  pronounced  on 
them,  and  therehy  on  herself,  that  they  come  b^ore  us  here. 
To  write  such  a  Literary  Gazette  of  our  whole  litcfary  Past, 
enacting  editor  and  so  many  contributors  in  a  single  person, 
not  to  say  a  female  one ;  above  all,  summoning  and  spell- 
binding the  spirits  of  German  philosophy — this,  it  must  be 
owned,  would  have  been  even  for  a  Villers,  though  Villcrs 
can  now  retranslate  himself  firom  German  into  French,  no 
unheroic  undertaking.  Meanwhile,  Madame  de  Staiil  had 
this  advantage,  that  she  writes  specially  for  Frenchmen ; 
who,  knowing  about  German  art  and  the  German  language 
simply  nothing,  still  gain  somewhat,  when  they  learn  never 
so  little.  On  this  subject  you  can  scarcely  tell  them  other 
truths  than  new  ones,  whether  pleasant  or  not.  They  even 
know  more  of  the  English, — as  these  do  of  them, — than  of 
the  Germans.  Our  invisibility  among  the  French  proceeds, 
it  may  be  hoped,  like  that  of  Mercury,  from  our  proximity 
to  the  6un-god ;  but  in  regard  to  other  countries,  we  should 
consider,  that  the  constellation  of  our  New  Literature  having 
risen  only  half  a  century  ago,  the  rays  of  it  are  still  on  the 
road  thither. 

Greatly  in  favour  of  our  Authoress,  in  this  her  picture  of 
Germany,  was  her  residence  among  us ;  and  the  title-page 
might  be  translated  '  Letters  from  Germany'  {de  VAlk' 
magne)y  as  well  as  on  Germany.  We  Germans  are  in  the 
habit  of  limning  Paris  and  London  from  the  distance ;  which 
capitals  do  sit  to  us,  truly, — but  only  on  the  book-stall  of 
their  works.  For  the  deeper  knowledge  of  a  national 
poetry,  not  only  the  poems  are  necessary,  but  the  poets,  at 
least  their  country  and  countrymen:  the  living  multitude 
are  nota  variorum  to  the  poem.  A  German  himself  could 
write  his  best  work  on  French  poetry  nowhere  but  in  Paris. 
Now  our  Authoress,  in  her  acquaintance  with  the  greatest 
German  poets,  had,  as  it  were,  a  living  translation  of  their 
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poems;  and  Weimar,  the  focus  of  German  poesy,  might 
be  to  her  what  Paris  were  to  the  German  reviewer  of  the 
Parisian. 

Bat  what  chiefly  exalts  her  to  be  our  critic,  and  a 
poetess  herself,  is  the  feeling  she  manifests:  with  a  taste 
sufficiently  French,  her  heart  is  German  and  poetic.  When 
she  says,* 

*  Toutes  les  fois  que  de  nos  jours  on  a  pu  faire  entrer  un  peu 
de  8^  ^trangere,  les  Fran9ais  y  out  applaudi  avec  transport.  J.  J. 
Rousseau,  Bemardin  de  Saint-Pierre,  Chateaubriand,  &c.  &c.,  dans 
quelques-uns  de  leurs  ouTrages,  sent  tons,  m^me  k  leur  ins^u,  de 
r^le  Germanique,  c'est  k  dire,  qu'ils  ne  puisent  leur  talent  que 
dans  le  fond  de  leur  ftme ; ' 

she  might  have  classed  her  own  works  first  on  the  list. 
Everywhere  she  breathes  the  sether  of  higher  sentiments 
than  the  marsh-miasma  of  Sahns  and  French  Materialism 
could  support.  The  chapters,  in  Volume  Sixth,  on  philo- 
sophy, depict  what  is  Germanism  of  head  badly  enough, 
indeed ;  but  the  more  warmly  and  justly  what  is  Germanism 
of  heart,  with  a  pure  clearness  not  unworthy  of  a  Herder. 

For  the  French,  stript  bare  by  encyclopedists,  and 
revolutionists,  and  conscripts^  and  struggling  under  heart- 
ossification  and  contraction  of  the  breast,  such  German 
news  of  a  separation  and  independence  between  Virtue  and 
Self-interest,  Beauty  and  Utility,  &c.  will  not  come  too 
late:  a  lively  people,  for  whom  pleasure  or  pain,  as  day- 
light or  cloudy  weather,  often  hide  the  upper  starry  heaven, 
can  at  least  use  star-catalogues,  and  some  planisphere 
thereof.  Many  are  the  jewel-gleams  with  which  she  illu- 
minates the  depths  of  the  soul  against  the  Gallic  lownesses. 
Of  this  sort  are,  for  instance,  the  passages  where f  she 
refuses  to  have  the  Madonna  of  Beauty  made  a  housemaid 
of  Utility ;  where  she  asks,  Why  Nature  has  clothed,  not 
the  nutritive  plants,  but  only  the  useless  flowers,  with 
charms? 

*  Tom.  ii.  p.  6.  fTom.  v.  p.  100. 
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*  D'oii  yimtt  oependant,  que  pour  parer  Tautd  de  It  Dhrinit£, 
on  cbercfaerait  plutot  ks  inutiles  dean  que  les  prodnctioiis  n^oei* 
saires  ?  D'oik  vient  que  oe  qui  sert  an  maintien  de  votre  Tie  ak 
moins  de  dignity  que  lea  fleura  aana  but  ?  C'est  que  le  beau  nous 
rappelle  une  exiatenoe  immortelle  et  diTine,  dont  le  aouTeoir  et  le 
n^gret  vnrent  a  la  fois  dans  notre  cceur. 

Also*  the  passages  where,  in  contradiction  to  the  prin- 
ciple that  places  the  essence  of  Art  in  imitation  of  Reality, 
she  puts  the  question : 

*  Le  premier  des  arts,  la  musique,  qu'imite-t-H  ?  De  teas  la 
dons  de  la  Dirinit^,  Dependant,  c'est  le  plus  magnifique,  car  il  asm- 
ble,  pour  ainsi  dire,  superflu.  Le  soldi  nous  ^daire,  nous  respiroos 
Tair  du  del  serein,  toutes  les  beaut^de  la  nature  aerventcn  quelque 
fii^on  k  rhonmie ;  la  musique  seule  est  d'une  noUe  inutility,  et  c'est 
pour  oela  qu'elle  nous  ^eut  si  profondement ;  plus  eUe  est  loin 
de  tout  but,  plus  elle  se  rapprodie  de  oette  source  intime  de  not 
pens^  que  I'application  k  nn  objet  queloonque  r6serre  dans  son 
cours.' 

So,  likewise,  is  she  the  protecting  goddess  of  the  higher 
feelings  in  love ;  and  the  whole  sixth  volume  is  an  altar  of 
religion,  which  the  Gallic  pantheon  will  not  be  the  worse 
for.    Though  professing  herself  a  proselyte  of  the  new 
poetic  school,  she  is  a  mild  judge  of  sentimentality ;  t  and 
in  no  case  can  immoral  freedom  in  the  thing  represented 
excuse  itself  in  her  eyes,  as  perhaps  it  might  in  those  of 
this  same  new  school,  by  the  art  displayed  in  representing 
it.     Hence  comes  her  too  narrow  ill-will  against  Qoetbe's 
Fetust  and  Ottilie.    Thus,  also,  she  extends  her  ^ti^  anger 
against  a  faithlessly  luxuriating  love,  in  Goethe's  SieBa,  to 
uf^fust  anger  against  Jacobi's  fFoldemar ;  mistaking  in  this 
latter  the  hero's  struggle  after  a  free  disencumbered  friend- 
ship, for  the  heart-luxury  of  weakness.     Yet  the  accom- 
panying passaged  is  a  fine  and  true  one : 

*  On  ne  doit  pas  se  mettre  par  son  choix  dans  une  sitnataou  oik 
la  morale  et  la  sensibility  ne  sont  pas  d'accord ;  car  ce  qui  est  in- 

*  Tom.  T.  p.  101.  t  Tom.  v.  ch.  18.  %  Pige  180. 
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▼olontaire  est  si  bean,  qa'il  est  affineux  d'etre  condamnd  k  se  com- 
msnder  toutes  ses  actions,  et  a  yivre  avec  soi-m^me  comme  avec  sa 
vktinie/ 

Shji  dwells  so  mach  in  the  heart,  as  the  bee  in  the 
floweif-cup,  that,  like  this  honey-maker,  she  sometimes  lets 
the  ti|lip-leaves  overshadow  her  and  shut  h^r  in.  Thus  she 
not  only  declares  against  the  learning  (that  is,  the  harmonics 
and  inharmonics)  in  our  German  music,  but  also  against  our 
German  parallelbm  between  tone  and  word, — our  German 
individuation  of  tones  and  words.  Instrumental  music  of 
itself  is  too  much  for  her;  mere  reflection,  letter,  and 
science  :  she  wants  only  voices,  not  words.*  But  the  sort 
of  souls  which  take  in  the  pure  impression  of  tones  without 
knowledge  of  speech,  dwell  in  the  inferior  animals.  Do 
we  not  always  furnish  the  tones  we  hear  with  secret  texts 
of  our  own,  nay  with  secret  scenery,  that  their  echo  within 
us  may  be  stronger  than  their  voice  without  ?  And  can  our 
heart  feel  by  other  means  than  being  spoken  to  and  answer- 
ing? Thus  pictures,  during  music,  are  seen  into  more  deeply 
and  warmly  by  spectators ;  nay  many  masters  have,  in 
creating  them,  acknowledged  help  from  music.  All  beauties 
serve  each  other  without  jealousy;  for  to  conquer  man's 
heart  is  the  common  purpose  of  all. 

As  it  was  for  France  that  our  Authoress  wrote  and 
shaped  her  Germany,  one  does  not  at  first  see  how,  with 
her  <lepth  of  feeling,  she  could  expect  to  prosper  much 
there.    But  Reviewer  t  answereth :  The  female  half  she  will 

*Tom.  iv.  p.  123-125. 

t  The  imperial  '  we '  is  unknown  in  German  reviewing :  the 
'  Receruent  *  must  there  speak  in  his  own  poor  third  person  sin- 
gular ;  nay  stingy  printers  are  in  the  habit  of  curtailing  him  into 
mere  *  Rez,,*  and  without  any  article:  *  Rez.  thinks/  '  Rez.  says,' 
as  if  the  unhappy  man  were  uttering  affidavittt  in  a  tremulous, 
half-guilty  attitude,  not  criticisms  ex  cathedr&y  and  oftentimes 
inflatU  buccis!  The  German  reviewer,  too,  is  expected,  in  many 
cases,  to  understand  something  of  his  subject ;  and,  at  all  events, 
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please  at  once  and  immediately;  the  male,  again,  by  the 
twofold  mediation  of  art  and  mockery.  First,  by  art.  In- 
diflerent  as  the  Parisian  is  to  religion  and  deep  feeling  on 
the  firm  ground  of  the  household  floor,  he  likes  mightily  to 
see  them  bedded  on  the  soft  fluctuating  clouds  of  art;  as 
court- people  like  peasants  on  the  stage,  Dutch  dairies  in 
pictures,  and  Swiss  scenes  on  the  plate  at  dinner;  nay,  they 
want  gods  more  than  they  do  God,  whom,  indeed,  it  is  art 
that  first  raises  to  the  rank  of  the  gods.  High  sentiments 
and  deep  emotions,  which  the  court  at  supper  must  scruple 
to  express  as  real,  can  speak  out  loud  and  frankly  on  the 
court-theatre  a  little  while  before.  Besides,  what  is  not  to 
be  slighted,  by  a  moderated  indifference  and  aversion  to  true 
feelings,  there  is  opened  the  fireer  room  and  variety  for  the 
representation  and  show  thereof;  as  we  may  say,  the 
Emperor  Constantine  first  abolished  the  punishment  of  the 
cross,  but  on  all  hands  loaded  churches  and  statues  with 
the  figure  of  it. 

Here  too  is  another  advantage,  which  whoever  likes 
can  reckon  in  :  That  certain  higher  and  purer  emotions  do 
service  to  the  true  earthly  ones  in  the  way  of  foil ;  as  haply, 
— if  a  similitude  much  fitter  for  a  satire  than  for  a  review 
may  be  permitted, — the  thick  ham  by  its  tender  flowers,  or 
the  boards-head  by  the  citrons  in  its  snout,  rather  gains 
than  loses. 

And  though  all  this  went  for  nothing,  still  must  the 
religious  enthusiasm  of  our  Authoress  affect  the  Parisian 
and  man  of  the  world  with  a  second  charm ;  namely,  unth 
the  genuine  material  which  lies  therein,  as  well  as  in  any 

to  have  read  his  book.  Ha^py  England  !  Were  there  a  bridge 
built  hitiier,  not  only  all  the  women  in  the  world,  as  a  wit  has  said, 
but  faster  than  they,  all  the  reviewers  in  the  world,  would  hasten 
over  to  us,  to  exchange  their  toilsome  mud-shoveU  for  lig^  kingly 
sceptres ;  and  English  Literature  were  one  boundless,  self-deroor- 
ing  Review,  and  (as  in  London  routs)  you  had  to  do  nothing,  but 
only  to  9ee  others  do  nothing. — T. 
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tragedy,  for  conversational  parody.  Indeed,  those  same 
religious,  old-&8hioned,  sentimental  dispositions  must,  as 
the  peraiflage  thereof  has  already  grown  somewhat  thread- 
bare and  meritless, —  they  must,  if  jesting  on  them  is  to 
betoken  spirit,  be  from  time  to  time  warmed  up  anew  by 
some  writer,  or,  still  better,  by  some  writeress,  of  genius. 

With  the  charm  of  sensibility  our  gifted  eulogist  com- 
bines, as  hinted  above,  another  advantage  which  may  well 
gain  the  Parisians  for  her ;  namely,  the  advantage  of  a  true 
French, — not  German, — taste  in  poetry. 

She  must,  the  Reviewer  hopes,  have  satisfied  the  im- 
partial Parisian  by  this  general  sentence,  were  there  nothing 
more.* 

*  Le  grand  avantage  qa'on  peat  tirer  de  T^tude  delalitt^rature 
Allemande,  c'est  le  moavement  d'^mulation  qu'elle  donne ;  il  faut 
J  chercfaer  des  forces  poor  composer  soi-m^e  plutot  que  des 
ouTrages  tout  &it,  qu'on  puisse  transporter  ailleurs.' 

This  thought,  which*  she  has  more  briefly  expressed: 

'  Ce  sera  presque  toujours  un  chef-d'oeuvre  qu'une  invention 
te«iigk«  arrange  par  on  Fnmgais.'  — 

she  demonstrates t  by  the  words: 

*  On  ne  salt  pas  fisire  un  livre  en  Allemagne ;  rarement  on  y 
met  Tordre  et  la  m^thode  qtu  classent  lea  id^es  dans  la  tSte  du  lec- 
tenr ;  et  ce  n'est  point  parceque  lea  Fran9ai8  sont  impatiens,  mais 
paroequ'ils  ont  Tesprit  juste,  qu'ils  se  fatiguent  de  ce  d^faut :  lea 
fictions  ne  sont  pas  dessin^  dans  les  poesies  Allemandes  avec  ces 
contours  fermes  et  precis  qui  en  aasurent  Teffet ;  et  le  vague  de 
I'imagination  correspond  k  Vobscurit^  de  la  pens^.' 

In  short,  our  Muses'-hill,  as  also  the  other  Muses^-hills, 
the  English,  the  Greek,  the  Roman,  the  Spanish,  are  simply, 
—  what  no  Frenchman  can  question,  —  so  many  mountain- 
stairs  and  terraces,  fashioned  on  various  slopes,  whereby 
the  Gallic  Olympus-Parnassus  may,  from  this  side  and  that, 
be  conveniently  reached.     As  to  us  Germans  in  particular, 

'^^  Tom.  iv.  p.  86.  f  Page  45.  t  P^  H* 
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she  might  express  herself  so :  German  works  of  art  can  be 
employed  as  colour-sheds,  and  German  poets  as  coloor* 
grinders,  by  the  French  pictorial  school ;  as,  indeed,  from 
of  old  our  learned  lights  have  been  by  the  French,  not 
adored  like  light-stars,  but  stuck  into  like  light-chafers,  as 
people  carry  those  of  Surinam,  spitted  through,  for  lighting 
of  roads.  Frankly,  will  the  Frenchman  forgive  our  Autho- 
ress her  German  or  British  heart,  when  he  finds,  in  the 
chapters  on  the  'classical'  and  'romantic'  art  of  poetry, 
how  little  this  has  corrupted  or  cooled  her  taste,  to  the  pre- 
judice of  the  Gallic  art  of  Writing. 

After  simply  saying,* 

'  La  nation  Fran9ai8,  la  plus  cultiv^  des  natkms  Trfirinci, 
penche  vers  la  po^sie  imit^  des  Greos  et  des  Romains,' 

she  expresses  thisf  much  better  and  more  distinctly  in  these 
words : 

'  La  po^sie  Fran9ai8e  6tant  la  plus  dasnque  de  toutes  les  poe- 
sies modemes,  eDe  est  la  seule  qui  ne  soit  pas  r^pandue  parmi  1 
peuple.' 

Now  Tasso,  Calderon,  Camoens,  Shakspeare,  Goethe, 
continues  she,  are  sung  by  their  respective  peoples,  even  by 
the  lowest  classes  ;  whereas  it  is  to  be  lamented  that,  indeed, 

*  Nos  pontes  Fran9ais  sont  admires  par  tout  oe  qa'il  y  a 
d'esprits  cultiv^  cfaei  nous  et  dans  le  kkstb  de  TEnrf^ ;  maisilt 
sont  tout-i-fait  inoonnus  aux  gens  de  peuple,  et  aux  bourgeois 
meme  des  viUes,  parceque  les  arts  en  France  ne  sont  pas,  oomme 
aiUeurs,  natifs  du  pays  m^me  oii  leur  beautts  se  d^eloppent.' 

And  there  is  no  Frenchman  but  will  readily  subscribe 
this  confession.  The  Reviewer  too,  though  a  German,  al- 
lows the  French  a  similarity  to  the  Greek  and  Latin  classics; 
nay,  a  greater  than  any  existing  people  can  exhibit ;  and 
recognises  them  willingly  as  the  newest  Ancients.  He  even 
goes  so  far,  that  he  equals  their  Literature,  using  a  quite 
peculiar  and  inverse  principle  of  precedency  among  the 

*  Tom.  ii.  p.  60.  f  P*ge  63. 
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classical  ages,  to  the  best  age  of  Greek  and  Latin  Literature, 
namely,  to  the  iron.  For  as  the  figarative  names,  '  golden/ 
*  iron  age/  of  themselves  signify,  considering  that  gold,  a 
very  ductile  rather  than  a  useful  metal,  is  found  everywhere, 
and  on  the  surface,  even  in  rivers,  and  without  labour ; 
whereas  the  firm  iron,  serviceable  not  as  a  symbol  and  for 
its  splendour,  is  rare  in  gold-countries,  and  gained  only  in 
depths  and  with  toil,  and  seldom  in  a  metallic  state :  su, 
likewise,  among  literary  ages,  an  iron  one  designates  the 
practical  utility  and  laborious  nature  of  the  work  done,  as 
well  as  the  cunning  workmanship  bestowed  on  it ;  whereby 
it  is  clear,  that  not  till  the  golden  and  silver  ages  are  done, 
can  the  iron  one  come  to  maturity.  Always  one  age  pro- 
daces  and  fashions  the  next:  on  the  golden  stands  the 
silver ;  this  forms  the  brass ;  and  on  the  shoulders  of  all 
stands  the  iron.  Thus,  too,  our  Authoress*  testifies  that 
the  elder  French,  Montaigne  and  the  rest,  were  so  very 
like  the  present  German8,t  while  the  younger  had  not  yet 
grown  actually  classical ;  as  it  were,  the  end-flourishes  and 
cadences  of  the  past.  On  which  grounds  the  French  clas- 
sics cannot,  without  injustice,  be  paralleled  to  any  earlier 
Greek  classics  than  to  those  of  the  Alexandrian  school. 
Among  the  Latin  classics  their  best  prototypes  may  be  such 
as  Ovid,  Pliny  the  younger,  Martial,  the  two  Senecas, 
Lucan, —  though  he,  more  by  date  than  spirit,  has  been 
reckoned  under  our  earlier  periods;  inasmuch  as  these 
Romans  do,  as  it  were  by  anticipation,  arm  and  adorn  them- 
selves with  the  brass  and  iron,  not  yet  come  into  universal  use. 
A  Rousseau  would  sound  in  Latin  as  silvery  as  a  Seneca ; 
Seneca  would  sound  in  French  as  golden  as  a  Rousseau. 

Nevertheless,  it  is  an  almost  universal  error  in  persons 
who  speak  of  French  critics,  to  imagine  that  a  G^offroy,  or 

*  Tom.  iv.  p.  80. 

t  The  same  thing  Jean  Paul  had  long  ago  remarked  in  his 
Vorachuhf  book  iii.  sec.  779,  of  the  Second  Edition. 
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a  Labarpe,  in  equalling  his  countrymen  to  the  ancient  clas- 
sics, means  the  classics  of  the  so-called  golden  age.  But 
what  real  French  classic  would  take  it  as  praise  if  you  told 
him  that  he  wrote  quite  like  Homer,  like  .^schylus,  like 
Aristophanes,  like  Plato,  like  Cicero  ?  Without  vanity  he 
might  give  you  to  understand,  that  some  small  difference 
would  surely  be  found  between  those  same  golden  classics 
and  him,  which,  indeed,  was  to  be  referred  rather  to  the 
higher  culture  of  the  time  than  to  his  OH-n  ;  whereby  he 
might  hope  that  in  regard  to  various  hngueurs,  instances  of 
tastelessness,  coarseness,  he  had  less  to  answer  for  than 
many  an  Ancient.  A  French  tragedy-writer  might  say,  for 
example,  that  he  flattered  himself,  if  he  could  not  altogether 
equal  the  so-named  tragic  Seven  Stars  of  Alexandria,  he 
8till  differed  a  little  from  the  Seven  of  ^schylus.  Indeed, 
Voltaire  and  others,  in  their  letters,  tell  us  plainly  enough, 
that  the  writers  of  the  ancient  golden  age  are  nowise  like 
them,  or  specially  to  their  mind. 

The  genuine  French  taste  of  our  Authoress  displays 
itself  also  in  detached  manifestations ;  for  example,  in  the 
armed  neutrality  which,  in  common  with  the  French  and 
people  of  the  world,  she  maintains  towards  the  middle  ranks. 
Peasants  and  Swiss,  indeed,  make  their  appearance,  idyl- 
wise,  in  French  Literature ;  and  a  shepherd  is  as  good  as  a 
shepherdess.  Artists  too  are  admitted  by  these  people; 
partly  as  the  sort  x>f  undefined  comets  that  g>'rate  equally 
through  suns,  earths,  and  satellites ;  partly  as  the  individual 
servants  of  their  luxury ;  and  an  actress  in  person  is  often  as 
dear  to  them  as  the  part  she  plays.  But  as  to  the  middle 
rank,  —  excepting  perhaps  the  clerg)inan,  who  in  the  pul- 
pit belongs  to  the  artist  guild,  and  in  Catholic  countries, 
without  rank  of  his  own,  traverses  all  ranks,  —  not  only  are 
handicraftsmen  incapable  of  poetic  garniture,  but  the  entire 
class  of  men  of  business,  your  Commerce- Raihs,  Legation, 
Justice,  and  other  Raths^  and  two-thirds  of  the  whole  Ad- 
dress-calendar.    In  short,  French  human  nature  produces 
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aod  sets  forth,  in  its  works  of  art,  nothings  worse  than 
princes,  heroes,  and  nobility:  no  ground- work  and  side- 
work  of  people ;  as  the  trees  about  Naples  shade  you,  when 
sitting  under  them,  simply  with  blossoms,  not  with  leaves, 
because  they  have  none.  This  air  of  pedigree,  without 
which  the  French  Parnassus  receiveth  no  one,  Madame  de 
8ttJi\  also  appears  to  require,  and,  by  her  unfavourable  sen- 
tence, to  feel  the  want  of  in  Voss's  Luise^  in  his  Idyls,  in 
Goethe's  Dorothea^  in  Meister  and  Faust.  There  is  too 
little  gentility  in  them.  Tieck's  Stemhald  finds  favour, 
perhaps  not  less  for  its  treating  of  artists,  than  by  reason  of 
its  unpoetical,  yet  pleasing  generalities;  for  the  book  is 
rather  a  wish  of  art,  than  a  work  of  art. 

The  theatre  is,  as  it  were,  the  ichnography  (ground- plan) 
of  a  people ;  the  prompter's  hole  (souffleur)  is  the  speaking- 
trumpet  of  its  peculiarities.  Our  Authoress,  in  exalting  the 
Gallic  coulisses,  and  stage-curtains,  and  candle-snuffers,  and 
souffleurs  of  their  tragic  and  comic  ware,  above  all  foreign 
theatres,  gives  the  French  another  and  gratifying  proof  of 
her  taste  being  similar  to  theirs. 

After  so  many  preliminaries,  the  reader  will  doubtless 
expect  the  conclusion  that  our  Authoress  does  prove  the 
wished-for  mediatrix  between  us  and  France,  and  in  the  end 
procures  us  a  literary  general  pardon  from  the  latter;  nay, 
that  the  French  are  even  a  little  obliged  to  her  for  this  ap- 
proximation. But  quite  the  contrary  is  the  Reviewer's 
opinion. 

On  the  whole,  he  cannot  help  sympathising  with  the 
French,  whom  such  diluted,  filtered  extracts  and  versions 
from  the  German  must  delude  into  belief  of  a  certain  regu- 
larity in  us,  whereof  there  is  no  trace  extant.  Thus,  for 
example,  our  Authoress  begins  Faust  with  this  passage : 

'  C'est  k  nous  de  nous  plonger  dans  le  timmlte  de  I'activit^^ 
dang  oes  vagues  itemelles  de  la  vie,  que  la  naissance  et  la  mort 
^Idvent  et  pr6cipitent,  repoussent  et  ramdnent :  nous  lommet  fiuts 
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pour  travafller  k  I'aeaTre  qae  Diea  noos  reoommande,  et  dont  le 
teniB  aooomplit  1a  trAme.  Mais  toi,  qui  ne  pevx  ooooevoir  <pK 
toi-memev  toi,  qni  trembles  en  a^jprofoDdissuit  ta  ilestui6e,  et  que 
mon  souffle  fait  tressaillir,  laisse  moi,  ne  me  rappeUe  plua.' 

How  shall  a  Frenchman,  persuaded  perhaps  by  such 
f<mooth  samples  to  study  Germany  guess,  that  before  thi» 
passage  could  become  arable,  the  following  tangle  grew 
on  it: 

*  DEB  GEI8T. 

In  Lebensflathen,  im  Thatensturm 

Wall'  ich  anf  und  ab, 

Wehe  bin  und  her ! 

Gebnrt  und  Grab 

Ein  ewiges  Meer, 

Ein  wechselnd  Weben, 

Ein  glUhend  Leben, 

So  scbaff '  idi  am  sansraden  Webstuhl  der  Zett, 

Und  wirke  der  Gottheit  lebendiges  Kleid. 

FAUST. 

Der  du  diewsite  Welt  umsdiweifst, 
Geschaftiger  Geist,  we  nah'  fiihl'  ich  mioh  dir ! 

DBR  GBIST. 

Du  gkichst  dem  Geist,  den  du  begreifiit, 
Nichtmir!'* 


*  Here  is  an  English  version,  as  literal  as  we  can  make  it: 

*  THE  spiarr. 
In  Elxistence'  floods,  in  Acti<m's  storm, 
I  walk  and  work,  above,  beneath. 
Work  and  weave,  in  endless  motion ! 
Birth  and  dea&, 
An  infinite  ocean, 
A  sdzing  and  giving, 
The  fire  (^living: 

'Tis  thus  at  the  roaring  Loom  of  Time  I  ply. 
And  weave  for.  God  the  Garment  thou  leert  him  by. 
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So,  indeed,  is  the  whole  Fautt  of  Madame  de  StaiSl ;  all 
fire*coloar  bleached  out  of  it ;  giant  masses  and  groups,  for 
example  the  fFalpurgisnacht  (Mayday  Night),  altogether 
cut  away. 

The  following  passage  (^SiebenkUs^*  book  i.  sec.  7y)  oc- 
curs in  '  the  Speech  of  the  dead  Christ  from  the  Universe' 
(^SonffCf  she  more  briefly  translates  the  title  of  it),  where 
Christ,  after  saying  that  there  is  no  Ood,  thus  continues : 

*  I  travelled  through  the  worlds,  I  mounted  into  the  sons,  and 
flew  with  the  galaxies  through  the  wastes  of  heaven ;  but  there  is 
no  God.  I  descended  as  far  as  being  casts  its  shadow,  and  looked 
hito  the  Abyss,  and  cried :  Father,  where  art  thou  ?  but  I  heard 
only  the  eternal  storm,  which  no  one  guides ;  and  the  gleaming 
Rainbow  from  the  west,  without  a  Sun  that  made  it,  stood  over  ihe 
Abyss,  and  tridded  down.  And  when  I  looked  up  towards  the 
immeasurable  world  for  the  Divine  eytf ,  it  glared  down  on  me  with 
an  empty,  black,  bottomless  eye-socket ;  and  Eternity  lay  upon 
Chaos,  eating  it,  and  re-eating  it.  Cry  on,  ye  discords !  cry  away 
the  shadows,  for  He  is  not  I ' 

These  barbaresque  sentences  have  lik  e  all  the  rest,  grown 
into  the  following  cultivated  ones : 

'  J'ai  parcouru  les  mondes,  je  me  suis  ^lev6  au-dessus  de  ao- 
leils,  et  ]k  aussi  il  n'est  point  de  Dieu;  je  suis  descendu  jusqu'aux 
demi&res  limites  de  Tunivers,  j'ai  regard^  dans  Tabime,  et  je  me 
suis  6cri^:  P^,  oik  es-tu  ?  mais  je  n'ai  entendu  que  la  pluie  que 
tombait  goutte-i^-goutte  dans  rabime,  et  r^temeUe  tempete,  que 
nul  ordre  ne  regit,  m'a  seule  repondu.  Relevant  ensuite  mes  re- 
gards vers  la  voiite  des  cieux,  je  n'y  ai  trouv^  qu'une  orbitb 
vins,  noir,  et   sans  fond.     L'^temit^  reposait  sur  le  chaos,  et 

FAUST. 

Thou  who  the  wide  world  round  outflowest. 
Unresting  Spirit,  how  I  resemble  thee! 

THE  SPIBIT. 

lliou  canst  resemble  spirits  whom  thou  knowest. 
Not  me!'— T. 

*  By  Jean  Ptod  himself.  — T, 
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le  rongeait,  et  se  devondt  lentement  eQe-m^e:  redoobla  tm 
plaintet  amdres  et  d^chirantes;  qae  des  cris  aigos  dispeneotka 
ombres,  car  e'en  est  fait/ 

He  that  loves  the  French  must  lament  that  people  should 
decoy  them  over  to  us  with  beauties  which  are  merely  painted 
on  with  rouge ;  and  should  hide  not  only  our  fungous  ex- 
crescences, but  our  whole  adiposity  in  wide  Gallic  court- 
clothes.  For,  as  Goethe's  Faust  actually  stands,  every  good 
Frenchman,  outdoing  our  Authoress,  who  wishes  no  second, 
must  wish  the  first —  at  Mephistophiles ;  and  look  upon  thi» 
written  hell  journey  as  an  acted  Empedocles  one  into  the 
crater  of  the  German  Muse-volcano.  To  our  Authoress  he 
might  even  say  :  '*  Madame,  you  had  too  much  sense  to  lend 
your  Germans  any  of  those  traits^  pointes,  senteneeSy  that 
esprit,  wherewith  our  writers  have  so  long  enchanted  as  and 
Europe.  You  shewed  us,  in  the  German  works,  their  bright- 
est side,  their  sensUnHtS,  the  depth  of  their  feelings.  Yoo 
have  quite  allured  us  with  it.  All  that  offended  your  taste 
you  have  softened  or  suppressed,  and  given  us  yourself  in- 
stead of  the  poem :  tani  mieux!  But  who  will  give  us  jikw, 
when  we  read  these  German  works  in  the  original  ?  Jean 
Jacques  says,  Let  science  come,  and  not  the  deceiving  doc- 
tor. We  invert  it,  and  say,  Let  the  healing  doctoress  come, 
and  not  the  sick  poem,  till  she  have  healed  it." 

The  Reriewer  observes  here,  that  in  the  foregoing  apos- 
trophe there  is  as  cramp  a  eulogy  as  that  *  with  which  Ma- 
dame de  Sta^l  concludes  hers  on  Schiller : 

*  Peu  de  terns  apr^  la  premiere  representation  de  Gtunanme 
Tell,  le  trait  mortel  atteignit  aussi  le  digne  anteor  de  ce  bel  out- 
rage.  Gealer  p^it  au  moment  oik  les  desseins  les  pins  cmebroc- 
cupaient :  Schiller  n'avait  dans  son  ime  que  de  g^^reoses  pea- 
8^.  Ces  deux  volont^s  si  contraires,  la  mort,  ennemie  de  tons 
les  projets  de  rbomme,  les  a  de  meme  bria^.' 

This  comparison  of  the  shot  Gesler  with  the  deceased 
Schiller,  wherein  the  similarity  of  the  two  men  turns  on 

*  Tom.  uL  p.  97. 
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their  resembliog  other  men  in  dyingf  and  thereby  having 
their  plans  interrupted^  seems  a  delicate  imitation  of  Cap- 
tain Fluellen,  who  (in  Henry  V.)  struggles  to  prove  that 
Alexander  of  Macedon  and  Harry  Monmonth  are  in  more 
than  one  point  like  each  other. 

But  to  return.  Were  this  castrated  edition  of  the  Ger- 
man Hercules,  or  Poetic  God,  which  Madame  de  Staiil  has 
edited  of  us,  desirable,  and  of  real  use  for  any  reader,  it 
would  be  for  (xerman  courts,  and  courtiers  themselves :  who 
knows  but  such  a  thing  might  prove  the  light  little  flame* 
to  indicate  the  heavy  treasure  of  their  native  country; 
which  treasure,  as  they,  unlike  the  French,  have  all  learned 
German  first,  they  could  find  no  difficulty  in  digging  out. 
But  with  such  shows  of  possible  union  between  two  alto- 
gether different  churches,  or  temples  of  taste,  never  let  the 
good,  too-credulous  French  be  lured  and  baulked ! 

Nay,  the  cunning  among  them  may  hit  our  Authoress 
with  her  own  hand ;  for  she  has  written:  t 

'  Les  autenrs  FraD9ai8  de  Vancientemsont  en  g^^ral  plus  de 
rapports  avec  les  Allemands  que  les  ^crivains  da  si^cl&  de  Louis 
XrV. ;  car  c'est  depuis  oe  tems-U  que  la  litt^ratare  Fran9ai8e  a  pris 
one  direction  dassiqae.' 

And  shall  we  now,  he  may  say,  again  grow  to  similarity 
in  culture  with  those  whom  we  resembled  when  we  had  a 
less  degree  of  it  ?  A  German  may,  indeed,  prefer  the  elder 
French  poetry  to  the  newer  French  verse ;  but  no  French- 
man can  leave  his  holy  temple  for  an  antiquated  tabernacle 
of  testimony,  much  less  for  a  mere  modern  synagogue.  The 
clear  water  of  their  poetry  will  ever  exclude,  as  buoyant  and 
unmixable,  the  dark  fire-holding  oil  of  ours.  Or  to  take  it 
otherwise :  as  with  them  the  eye  is  everywhere  the  ruling 
organ,  and  with  us  the  ear ;  so  they,  hard  of  hearing,  will 


*  The  *  little  blue  flame,'  the  *  tpringwurzeV  (start-root),  &c, 
&c.,  are  well-known  phenomena  in  miners'  magic.— T. 
t  Tom.  tv.  p.  80. 

t2 
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retain  their  pdet-peacock,  with  his  glittering  tail-mirrmrB* 
and  tail-eyed,  drawn  back  fan-like  to  the  wings,  his  poor 
tones  and  feet  notwithstanding;  and  we,  short  of  sight,  will 
think  our  unshowy  poet-larks  and  nightingales,  with  their 
songs  in  the  clouds  and  the  blossoms,  the  preferable  bles- 
sing. Perhaps  in  the  whole  of  Goethe  there  are  not  to  be 
found  so  many  antitheses  and  witty  reflexes  as  in  one  moTing 
act  of  Voltaire ;  and  in  all,  even  the  finest  cantos  of  the 
MessiaSf  the  Frenchman  seeks  in  vain  for  such  poinUs  as  in 
the  Henriode  exalt  every  canto,  every  page,  into  a  perfect 
holly-bush. 

And,  now,  the  Reviewer  begs  to  know  of  any  impartial 
man,  What  joy  shall  a  Frenchman  have  in  literatures  and 
arts  of  poetry  which  advance  on  him  as  naked  as  unfallen 
E\'e8  or  Graces,  —  he,  who  is  just  come  from  a  poet-oMem- 
blee^  where  every  one  has  his  communion-coat,  his  mourning- 
coat,  nay  his  winding-sheet,  trimmed  with  tassels  and  tags, 
and  properly  perfumed?  What  will  a  Fabre  d'Olivett  say 
to  such  eulogising  of  a  foreign  literature  ?  he  who  has  so 
pointedly  and  distinctly  declared : 

*  Qui,  messienrs,  oe  que  Vlndostsn  fut  pour  I'Aste,  la  France 
le  doit  Stre  pour  TEurope.  La  Ungae  Frs]i9ai8e,  comme  la  Ssn- 
scrite^  doit  tendre  k  runiversalit^,  elle  doit  s*enrichir  de  toutes  ks 
connaissances  acquises  dans  les  siecles  pass^,  afin  de  les  tnms- 
mettre  au  siddes  futurs ;  destin^  k  sumoyer  sur  les  d^ris  de  cent 
iDiOMES  diverses,  elle  doit  pouvoir  sauver  du  nanfrage  des  temps 
toutes  leors  beauts,  et  toutes  leurs  productions  remarqoables.' 

When  even  a  De  Staiiil,  with  all  her  knowledge  of  our 
language  and  authors,  and  with  a  heart  inclined  to  us,  con- 

*  In  French  poetry,  you  must  always,  like  the  Christian,  con- 
sider the  latter  end,  or  the  last  verse ;  and  tibere,  as  in  life,  ac- 
cording to  the  maxim  of  the  Gredc  sage,  you  cannot  before  the 
end  be  called  happy. 

t  His  'Let  Vert  Dor^duPythagore  expUqv^s,  S^.^prMdh 
d'un  Ducounsur  VBnenee  de  Poieie^*  1814. 
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tioues  nevertheless  Gallic  in  tongue  and  taste,  what  blos- 
som-crop are  we  to  look  for  from  the  dry  timber  ?  For,  on 
the  whole,  the  taste  of  a  people  is  altogether  to  be  discrimi- 
nated from  the  taste  of  a  period :  the  latter,  not  the  former, 
easily  changes.  The  taste  of  a  people,  rooted  down,  through 
centuries,  in  the  nature  of  the  country,  in  its  history,  in  the 
whole  soul  of  the  body  politic,  withstands,  though  under 
new  forms  of  resistance,  all  alterations  and  attacks  from 
without  For  this  taste  is,  in  its  highest  sense,  nothing  other 
than  the  outcome  and  utterance  of  the  inward  combination 
of  the  roan,  revealing  itself  most  readily  by  act  and  judg- 
ment in  art,  as  in  that  which  speaks  with  all  the  faculties  of 
man,  and  to  all  the  faculties  of  man.  Thus  poetical  taste 
belongs  to  the  heart :  the  understanding  possesses  only  the 
small  domain  of  rhetorical  taste,  which  can  be  learned  and 
proved,  and  gives  its  verdict  on  correctness,  language,  con- 
gruity  of  images,  and  the  like. 

For  the  rest,  if  a  foreign  literature  is  really  to  be  made 
a  saline  manure  and  fertilising  compost  for  the  withered 
French  literature,  some  altogether  di£ferent  path  must  be 
fallen  upon  than  thb  ridiculous  circuit  of  clipping  the  Ger- 
mans into  Frenchmen,  that  these  may  take  pattern  by  them ; 
of  first  fashioning  us  down  to  the  French,  that  they  may 
fashion  themselves  up  to  us.  Place,  and  plant  down,  and 
encamp,  the  Germans  with  all  their  stout  limbs  and  full  ar- 
teries, like  dying  gladiators,  fairly  before  them ;—  let  them 
then  study  these  figures  as  an  academy,  or  refuse  to  do  it 
Even  to  the  Gallic  speech,  in  this  transference,  let  utmost 
boldness  be  recommended.  How  else,  if  not  in  a  similar 
way,  have  we  Germans  worked  our  former  national  taste 
into  a  free  taste ;  so  that  by  our  skill  in  languages,  or  our 
translations,  we  have  welcomed  a  Homer,  Shakspeare,  Dan- 
te, Calderon,  Tasso,  with  all  their  peculiarities,  repugnant 
enough  to  ours,  and  introduced  them  undisarmed  into  the 
midst  of  us  ?  Our  national  taste  meanwhile  was  not  lost  in 
thb  process :  in  the  German,  with  all  its  pliability,  there  is 
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Still  something  indecliDable  for  other  nationt ;  Goethe,  and 
Herder,  aod  Klopstock,  and  Lessinfr,  can  be  enjoyed  to  per- 
fection in  no  tongue  bat  the  German ;  and  not  only  our 
aesthetic  cosmopolitism  (universal  friendship),  bat  also  our 
popabr  individuality,  distinguishes  as  from  all  other  peoples. 

If,  one  day,  we  are  to  be  presented  to  foreign  conntries, 
—  and  every  German,  proud  as  he  may  be,  will  desire  it,  if 
he  b  a  bookseller,  —  the  Reviewer  could  wish  ranch  for 
an  Author  like  our  Authoress,  to  transport  os,  in  such  a 
Cleopatra's  ship  as  hers,  into  England.  Schiller,  Goethe, 
Klinger,  Hippel,  Lichtenberg,  Haller,  Klebt,  might,  sim- 
ply as  they  were,  in  their  naturaiibus  and  ponHficaHbrni^  dia- 
embark  in  that  Island,  without  danger  of  becoming  hermits, 
except  in  so  far  as  hermits  may  be  worshipped  there. 

On  the  romantic  *  side,  however,  we  coold  not  wish  the 
Briton  to  cast  his  first  glance  at  us :  for  the  Briton,  —  to 
whom  nothing  is  so  poetical  as  the  commonweal,  —  reqaires 
(being  used  to  the  weight  of  gold),  even  for  a  golden  age  of 
poetry,  the  thick  golden  wing-covers  of  his  epithet-poets ; 
not  the  transparent  gossamer  wings  of  the  Romanticists ;  ^ 

no  many-coloured  butterfly  dust ;  but,  at  lowest,  flower  dost 
that  will  grow  to  something. 

But  though  this  gifted  Inspectress  of  Germany  has  dooe 
us  little  furtherance  with  the  French,  nay  perhaps  hind- 
rance, inasmuch  as  she  has  spoken  forth  our  praise  need- 
lessly in  mere  comparisons  with  the  French,  instead  of 
speaking  it  without  offensive  allusions,  —  the  better  sernce 
can  she  do  us  with  another  people,  namely,  with  the  Ger- 
mans themselves. 

In  this  respect,  not  only  in  the  first  place  may  the  critic, 
but  also  in  the  second  place  the  patriot,  return  her  his  thanks. 

It  is  not  the  outward  man,  but  the  inward,  that  needs  mir- 

^— — ^^-^— — ^-^— ^— — — — — ^^— — ^-^^— — ^— « 

*  RonuaUiteh^  *  romantio,'  it  will  be  observed,  is  here  used  in 
a  scientific  sense,  and  has  no  conoeni  with  the  writii^  or  reading 
(fiT  acting)  of '  romances/ — T. 
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row.  We  cannot  wholly  see  ourselves,  except  in  the  eye  of 
a  foreign  seer.  The  Reviewer  would  he  happy  to  see  and 
enter  a  mirror-gallery,  or  rather  picture-gallery,  in  which 
our  faces,  limned  by  quite  different  nations,  by  Portu- 
guese, by  Scotchmen,  by  Russians,  Corsicans,  were  hanging 
up,  and  where  we  might  learn  how  differently  we  looked  to 
eyes  that  were  different  By  comparison  with  foreign  pe- 
culiarity, our  own  peculiarity  discerns  and  ennobles  itself. 
Thus,  for  example,  our  Authoress,  profitably  for  us,  holds 
up  and  reflects  our  German  Umgueursy  (interminabilities),  our 
dull  jesting,  our  fanaticism,  and  our  German  indifference  to 
the  file. 

Against  the  last  error,  —  against  the  rule-of-thumb  style 
of  these  days,  —  reviewers  collectively  ought  really  to  fire 
and  slash  with  an  especial  fury.  There  was  a  time,  in  Ger- 
many, when  a  Lessing,  a  Winkelmann,  filed  their  periods 
like  Plato  or  Cicero,  and  Klopstock  and  Schiller  their  verses 
like  Virgil  or  Horace ;  when,  as  Tacitus,  we  thought  more 
of  disleafing  than  of  covering  with  leaves ;  in  short,  of  a 
disleafing  which,  as  in  the  vine,  ripens  and  incites  the  grapes. 
There  was  such  a  time,  but  the  present  has  h€ui  it ;  and  we 
now  write,  and  paint,  and  patch,  straight  forward,  as  it  comes 
to  hand,  and  study  readers  and  writers  not  much,  but  appear 
in  print.  Corrections,  at  present,  seem  as  costly  to  us,  as 
if,  like  Count  Alfieri,  we  had  them  to  make  on  printing- 
paper,  at  the  charges  of  our  printer  and  purse.  The  public 
book-market  is  to  be  our  bleach-green  ;  and  the  public,  in- 
stead of  us,  is  to  correct ;  and  then,  in  the  second  edition, 
ivecan  pare  off  somewhat,  and  clap  on  somewhat. 

But  it  is  precisely  this  late  correction,  when  the  former 
author,  with  his  former  mood  and  love,  is  no  longer  forth- 
coming, that  works  with  dubious  issue.  Thus  Schiller  justly 
left  his  Robbers  unaltered.  On  the  other  hand,  the  same  sun- 
warmth  of  creation  can,  in  a  second  hour,  return  as  a  sun- 
warmlb  of  ripening.  Writers  who  mean  to  pay  the  world 
only  in  pkUed  coins  can  offer  no  shadow  of  reason  for  pre- 


422  MI8CXLLAKIBS. 

ferring  first  thoughts;  since  the  very  thought  they  writt 
down  must,  in  their  heads,  during  that  minute's  space,  hare 
already  gone  through  several  improved  editions. 

Still  deeper  thanks  than  those  of  the  critic  to  our  Auth<v- 
ess,  let  the  patriot  give  her.  Through  the  whole  work  there 
runs  a  veiled  sorrow  that  Germany  should  he  found  kneel- 
ing, and,  like  the  camel,  raise  itself  sdll  hent  and  heavy 
laden.  Hence  her  complaints  *  that  the  present  Germans 
have  only  a  philosophical  and  no  political  character ; —  hx» 
ther,  that  the  German,  f  even  through  his  moderate  climate, 
in  which  he  has  not  the  extremes  of  heat  and  cold  to  en- 
counter, hut  without  acquirement  of  hardiness  easily  secures 
hirasdf  against  evils  of  an  equahle  nature,  should  he  soften- 
ing into  unwarlike  effeminacy  ;  —  farther,  those  other  com- 
plaints,  t  ahout  our  division  of  ranks,  our  deficiency  in  diplo* 
matic  craft  and  lying ;  about  the  German  great,  who,  to  the 
tedium  of  the  French  themselves,  still  take  an  interest 
in  Louis  Fourteenth's  mbtresses  and  anecdotes.  §  Thus  she 
says,  II 

'  Les  AUemands  ont  besoin  de  d^daigner  pour  devenir  lea  plni 
forts;' 

and,  two  lines  lower, 

*  Ce  sont  les  seals  hommes,  peut-^tre,  auxquds  on  pouvnt 
conseiDer  Voigudl  comma  on  moyen  de  devenir  meillears.' 

She  is  almost  right.  Not  as  if,  one  towards  another,  and 
in  words,  we  did  not  set  ourselves  forward,  and  take  air, 
enough,  on  printed  paper;  — each  stands  beside  the  othen 
with  a  ready-plaited  gfarland  for  him  in  his  hand  ;  — but  in 
actions,  and  towards  foreigners  and  persons  in  authority,  it 
is  still  to  be  lamented  that  we  possess  but  two  cheeks  for 
the  receiving  of  cuffs,  in  place  of  four,  like  the  Janas* 
head ;  although,  in  this  cheek-deficiency,  we  do  mend  mat- 

*  Tom.  V.  ch.  11.         t  Tom.  L  p.  20.        %  Cbsp.  2  of  toL  i 
§  Tom.  i.  di.  9.         H  Tom.  v.  p.  200. 


APPENDIX.     RICHTBR  AND  DB  8TAEL.  423 

ters  a  little,  when  we — turn  round,  and  get  the  remainder. 
During  the  French  war,  and  in  the  peace  before  it,  there 
were  many  statesmen,  if  not  states  also,  that  considered 
themselves  mere  half'Stt^ffy  as  rags  in  the  paper-mill  are 
called,  when  they  are  not  cut  small  enough, — till  once  they 
were  ennobled  into  whole-stuffy  when  the  devil  (so,  in  miller- 
speech,  let  Napoleon^s  sceptre  be  named)  had  altogether 
hacked  them  into  finest  shreds. 

In  vol.  V.  p.  123,  is  a  long  harsh  passage,  where  the 
German  subserviency  is  rated  worse  than  the  Italian;  be- 
cause our  physiognomies  and  manners  and  philosphical  sys- 
tems promise  nothing  but  heart  and  courage  —  and  yet  pro- 
duce it  not.  Here,  and  in  other  passages  regarding  Prussia, 
where  •  she  says, 

'  La  capitate  de  la  Pmsse  ressemble  &  la  Prusse  elle-m^e:  les 
Edifices  et  les  institutions  ont  ftge  d'homme,  et  rien  de  plus,  parce- 
f{u'an  sctd  homme  en  est  rautenr,*— 

one  willingly  forgives  her  the  exaggeration  of  her  com- 
plaints ;  not  only  because  time  has  confuted  them,  and  de- 
fended us  and  re- exalted  us  to  our  ancient  princedoms,  but 
also  because  her  tears  of  anger  over  us  are  only  warmer 
tears  of  love,  with  which  she  sees,  in  the  Germans,  falling 
angels  at  war  with  fallen. 

The  Preface  gives  a  letter  from  Police-minister  and 
General  Savary  to  Madame,  wherein,  with  much  sense,  he 
asserts  that  the  work  is  not  of  a  French  spirit,  and  that  she 
did  well  to  leave  out  the  name  of  the  Empereur,  seeing 
there  was  no  worthy  place  for  him.  *  Iln^y  pouvaittrouver 
de  place  qui  fiU  digne  de  lui,^  says  the  General;  meaning, 
that  among  so  many  great  poets  and  philosophers,  of  various 
ages  and  countries,  the  Elbese  would  not  have  cut  the  best 
figure,  or  looked  diffne  (worshipful)  enough.  The  gallant 
Police-minister  deserves  here  to  be  discriminated  from  the 

*  Tom.  i.  p.  108. 
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vulgar  class  of  lickspittles,  who  so  nimbly  pick  up  and 
praise  whatever  falls  from  princeft,  especially  whatever  good, 
without  imitating  it ;  but  rather  to  be  ranked  among  the 
second  and  higher  class  (so  to  speak),  who  lick  up  any  rabid 
saliva  of  their  superior,  and  thereby  run  off  as  mad  and 
fiery  as  himself.  Only  thus,  and  not  otherwise,  could  the 
General,  from  those  detached  portions  which  the  censor  had 
cut  out,  have  dinned,  as  from  outpost  victories,  that  the 
entire  field  was  to  be  attacked  and  taken.  Accordingly,  the 
whole  printed  Edition  was  laid  hold  of,  and,  as  it  were,  under 
a  second  paper-mill  devil,  hacked  anew  into  beautified  pulp. 
Nor  is  that  delicate  feeling  of  the  whilom  censors  and  clip- 
pers to  be  contemned,  whereby  these  men,  by  the  faintest 
allusion,  smell  out  the  crown-debts  of  their  crown-robber 
(usurper),  and  thereby  proclaim  them.  The  Sphinx  in  Elba, 
who,  unlike  the  ancient  one,  spared  only  him  that  could  not 
read  his  riddle, —  (a  riddle  consisting  in  this,  to  make  Eu- 
rope like  the  TwrkUh  grammar,  wherein  there  is  but  one 
conjugation,  one  decknsion,  no  gender,  and  no  exception), 
—  could  not  but  reckon  a  description  of  the  Germans, 
making  themselves  a  power  within  a  power,  to  be  ticklish 
matter.  And  does  not  the  issue  itself  testify  the  sound  sense 
of  these  upper  and  under  censors  ?  Forasmuch  as  they  had 
to  do  with  a  most  deep  and  polished  enemy,  whom  they 
could  nowise  have  had  understanding  enough  to  see  through, 
were  it  not  that,  in  such  cases,  suspicion  sees  farther  than 
your  half-understanding.  She  may  often  (might  they  say), 
under  that  patient  nun-veil  of  hers,  be  as  diplomatically  mis- 
chievous as  any  nun-prioress. 

But,  not  to  forget  the  Work  itself,  in  speaking  of  its 
fortunes,  the  Reviewer  now  proceeds  to  some  particular  ob- 
servations on  certain  chapters;  first,  however,  making  a 
general  one  or  two.  No  foreigner  has  yet,  with  so  wide  a 
glance  and  so  wide  a  heart,  apprehended  and  represented 
our  German  style  of  poetry,  as  this  foreign  iady.    She  sees 
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French  poetry,  —  which  is  a  computahle  glittering  crystal, 
compared  with  the  immeasurable  organisation  of  the  Ger- 
man, —  really  in  its  true  form,  though  with  preference  to 
that  form,  when  she  describes  it  as  a  poisie  de  societS.  In 
the  Vorschule  der  Aesthetiky  •  it  was,  years  ago,  described 
even  so,  though  with  less  affection ;  and  in  general  terms, 
still  earlier,  by  Herder.  The  Germans,  again,  our  Authoress 
has  meted  and  painted  chiefly  on  the  side  of  their  compa* 
rability  and  dissimilarity  to  the  French ;  and  hereby  our 
own  self-subsistence  and  peculiar  life  has  much  less  clearly 
disclosed  itself  to  her.  In  a  comparison  of  Nations,  one 
may  skip  gaily  along,  among  perfect  truths,  as  along  radii, 
and  skip  over  the  centre  too,  and  miss  it. 

Concerning  the  chapters  in  the  First  Volume,  one  might 
say  of  our  Authoress  in  her  absence  almost  the  same  thing 
as  before  her  face.  For  generalities,  such  as  nations,  coun- 
tries, cities,  are  seized  and  judged  of  by  her  wide  traveller- 
glance,  better  than  specialities  and  poets,  by  her  Gallic, 
narrow,  female  taste ;  as,  indeed,  in  general,  large  masses, 
by  the  free  scope  they  yield  for  allusions,  are,  in  the  hands 
of  a  gifted  writer,  the  most  productive.  However,  it  is  chiefly 
polite  Germany,  and  most  of  all  literary  Germany,  that  has 
sat  to  her  on  this  occasion ;  and  of  the  middle  class,  nothing 
but  the  literary  heights  have  come  into  view.  Moreover, 
she  attributes  to  climate  what  she  should  have  looked  for  in 
history :  thus  f  she  finds  the  temperate  regions  more  fa- 
vourable to  sociality  than  to  poetry,  <  ce  sorU  les  dciices  du 
*  midi  ou  les  rigueurs  du  nord  qui  ibranlent  foriement  Vima- 
Agination;*  therefore.  South  Germany,  that  is,  Franconia, 
Swabia,  Bavaria,  and  Austria.  Now,  to  say  nothing  of  the 
circumstance  that,  in  the  first  three  of  these  countries,  the 
alternation  between  the  flower-splendour  of  spring  and 
the  cloudy  cold  of  winter  raises  both  the  temperate  warmth 
and  the  temperate  coldness  to  the  poetical  degree,  thereby 

*  B.  iii.  k.  2.        f  Tom.  i.  c.  5. 
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giving  them  two  chances,  the  opinion  of  our  Authoress  stmnds 
contradicted  hy  mild  Saxon j,  mild  Brandenburg,  England, 
Greece,  on  the  one  hand,  and  by  warm  Naples  and  coM 
Russia  on  the  other.  Nay,  rather  extreme  frost  and  extreme 
heat  may  be  said  to  oppress  and  exhaust  the  poet ;  and  the 
Castaltan  fountain  either  evaporates  or  freezes.  On  the 
other  hand,  regions  lying  intermediate  between  these  tem- 
peratures are  those  where  mind  and  poetry  are  met  with 
unshackled. 

In  chap,  ii,  de  Vesprit  de  ctmversationy  she  describes  vesy 
justly  the  art  of  talking  (different  from  the  art  of  speaking):* 

'  Le  genre  de  bien-^tre  que  (ait  ^rouTer  mie  conTersation  ani- 
m£e,  ne  oonsiste  pr^ds^ent  dans  le  svjet  de  conyeraatioo;  ks 
idto  ni  les  connaissances  qn'on  peat  y  d^relopper  n'en  sont  pas  k 
principal  intMt;  c'est  one  oertaine  manidre  d'agir  les  uns  sor  ks 
antres,  de  se  fiure  plaisir  r^dproqnement  et  avec  rapidity,  de  parkr 
aussitot  qn'on  pense,  de  jouir  k  I'instant  de  soi-meme,  d'etre  ap- 
plandi  (applandie)  sans  travail,  de  manifester  son  esprit  dans  toates 
ks  nuances  par  I'accent,  k  geste,  le  regard,  oifin  de  prodnire  ii 
volont^  oomme  une  sorte  d'^ectricit^,  que  foit  jaillir  des  ^tin- 
ceUes.' 

The  passage  f  where  she  counsels  the  Germans  to  ac- 
quire social  culture  and  resignation  in  respect  of  social 
refinement,  merits  German  attention.  It  is  true,  she  should 
not,  before  denying  us  and  prescribing  us  the  French  art  of 
talking,  have  said :  t 

*  L'esprit  de  conversation  a  quelqnefois  Vineonvinieni  d'alt£rer 
la  sinc^t^  du  caractdre;  ce  n*est  pas  une  tromperie  oombin^ 
mais  improvis^e,  si  Ton  pent  s'exprimer  ainsi :' 

which,  in  plain  language,  signifies,  in  this  art  there  is  one 
unpleasant  circumstance,  that  sometimes  your  honesty  of 
heart  suffers  thereby;  and  you  play  the  real,  literal  knave, 
though  only  on  the  spur  of  the  moment,  and  without  special 
preparation.    For  the  rest,  it  must  be  such  passages  as  this, 

♦  P.  68.        t  P.  81.        t  P.  70. 
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where  she  denies  us  these  moral  and  eesthetic  Gallicisms, 
allowing  as,  for  compensation,  nothing  hut  learning,  depth 
of  heart  and  thoaght ;  such  passages  it  must  be  by  light  of 
which  the  Journal  de  Paris,  finding  as  denied  not  only  the 
tromperie  combinSef  but  now  even  the  improvis^ey  has  dis- 
covered that  our  Authoress  is  a  secret  enemy  of  the  Germans ; 
who  will  surely  (hopes  the  Journal)  get  into  anger  with  her, 
though,  as  always,  not  till  late.  For  sharply  as  she  attacks 
the  French,  she  does  it  only  on  the  moral  side,  which  these 
forgive  the  more  easily  and  feel  the  more  faintly,  the  more 
she  is  in  the  right;  but  we  again  are  assaulted  in  graver 
wise,  and  with  other  consequence,  namely  on  the  side  of  our 
understanding,  which,  as  compared  with  the  Gallic,  in  regard 
to  business,  to  knowledge  of  the  world,  nay  to  combining 
and  arranging  works  of  art,  she  every  where  pronounces 
inferior. 

*  Les  Allemands  mettent  tr^-rarement  en  scdne  dans  leurs 
comedies  des  ridicules  tir^s  de  leur  propre  pays;  ils  n'observent 
pas  les  autres;  encore  moins  sont  ils  capables  de  Vezaminer  eux- 
m^mes  sous  les  n^ports  ezt^rieurs,  ils  croiraient  presque  manquer 
&  la  loyaat6  quails  se  dotvent.' 

To  form  the  plan,  to  order  the  whole  scenes  towards  one 
focus  of  impression  (effet),  this,  says  she,  is  the  part  of 
Frenchmen ;  but  the  German,  out  of  sheer  honesty,  cannot 
do  it.  Nevertheless,  our  Lessing  vowed  that  he  could  re- 
model every  tragedy  of  Comeille  into  more  cunning  and 
more  regular  shape ;  and  his  criticisms,  as  well  as  his  Emilia 
GaloUi,  to  say  nothing  of  Schiller  and  all  the  better  German 
critics,  are  answer  enough  to  Madame  de  Staiil's  reproach. 

Three  times,  and  in  as  many  ways,  she  accounts  for  our 
deficiency  in  the  art  of  witty  speech.  First,  from  our  lan- 
guage :  but  had  she  forgotten  her  German  when  she  wrote 
concerning  it,  '  La  construction  ne  permet  pas  toujours  de 
*  terminer  une  phrase  par  Peapression  la  plus  piquante  f^  • 
For  does  not  directly,  on  the  contrary,  our  language, 
alone  among  all  the   modern  ones,  reserve  any  word  it 

*  Tom.  i.  p.  84. 
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pleases,  any  part  of  speech  without  exception — nay  some- 
times  a  half-word,* — naturally  and  without  constraint,  for 
a  dessert-wine  of  conclusion?  Madame  de  Siai^l  shosM 
also,  to  inform  herself,  have  read  at  least  a  few  dosen  to- 
lames  of  our  epigram-anthologies  with  their  thousand  end- 
stings.  What  do  Lessing's  dialogues  want,  or  our  transla- 
tions from  the  French,  in  regard  to  pliancy  of  language  ? 
But,  on  the  whole,  we  always, —  this  b  her  second  theory 
of  our  conversational  maladroitness, — wish  too  much  to  say 
something  or  other,  and  not,  like  the  French,  nothing :  a 
German  wishes  to  express  not  only  himself,  but  also  some- 
thing else ;  and  under  this  something  we  frequently  include 
sentiment,  principle,  truth,  instruction.  A  sort  of  disgust 
comes  orer  us  to  see  a  man  stand  speaking  on,  and  quite 
coolly  determined  to  show  us  nothing  but  himself:  for  even 
the  narrator  of  a  story  is  expected  to  propose  rather  out 
enjoyment  in  it  than  his  own  sel6sh  praise  for  telling  it. 

In  the  third  place,  we  are  too  destitute,  complains  our 
Authoress,  of  wit,  consequently  of  bon-moiSf  and  so  forth. 
Reviewer  complains,  on  the  other  hand,  that  the  French  are 
too  destitute  thereof.  A  Hippel,  a  Lichtenberg,  like  a  Young 
or  Pope,  has  more  and  better  wit  than  a  whole  French  decade 
will  produce.  French  wit,  reflection-wit  (Reviewer  here 
perfectly  coincides  with  Jean  Paul  in  his  di'tisions  of  wit), 
surprises  with  one  light  resemblance,  and  with  its  prompt 
visibility,  like  a  French  garden,  only  onre :  British  and  Ger- 
man wit  treats  us  with  the  comparison  of  resemblances 
reflecting  one  another,  and  with  the  continuous  ecgoyment 
of  an  Englbh  garden.  For  the  reperusal  of  Lichtenberg, 
Reviewer  commonly  waits  a  year ;  for  the  reperusal  of  Vol- 
taire ten  years;  for  the  reperusal  of  French  Journalists  sixty 
years  ;  for  that  of  Hamann  as  many  minutes.  The  German 
of  spirit  is  almost  ashamed  to  be  so  light-witted  as  a  Freneh- 


*  Paul  has  made  this  very  sentence  an  example  of  his  doctrine; 
one  half  of  the  word  '  reserve'  (keben)  occurring  at  the  commenoe- 
ment,  the  other  half  (aa(/)  not  till  the  end. — T. 
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man ;  and  he  must  make  an  effort  not  to  make  an  effort.  If 
he  do  not  grudge  the  labour,  he  can  heap  up,  like  Weisse  in 
his  SatireSf  more  antitheses  in  a  page  than  a  Frenchman  in 
a  book.  Men  of  the  world,  who  in  German  are  merely 
smooth  and  correct,  glitter  in  French  with  witty  turns :  it  is 
will,  therefore,  that  chooses  here,  not  inability.  One  may 
say,  not  this  and  that  Frenchman,  but  the  whole  French 
people,  has  wit :  but  so  common  a  wit  can,  even  for  that 
]*ea8on,  be  no  deep  one. 

What  farther  was  to  be  said  against  our  want  of  French 
skill  in  talking.  Reviewer  leaves  to  the  English,  Spaniards, 
Italians,  who  all  share  it  with  us. 

The  following  passage  *  may  reconcile  the  French  with 
our  Authoress :    '  En  France  la  plupart  des  lecteurs  ne 

*  veulent  jamais  itre  imus,  ni  mime  s'amuser  awt  dSpens 

*  de  leur  conscience  litUraire;  le  scmpule  s^est  re/ugU  M.' 
In  p.  13,  she  makes  Hans  Sachs  compose  before  the  Re- 
formation; and  in  p.  14,  Luther  translate  the  Psalms  and 
the  Bible.  This  to  a  Frenchman,  who  would  show  literary, 
may  be  detrimental,  if  he  repeats  it.  In  p.  17,  she  finds  a 
likeness  between  Wieland's  prose  and  Voltaire's.  Give  her 
or  give  him  Voltaire's  wit,  conciseness,  lightness,  plianc}', 
there  can  be  nothing  liker.  Reviewer  has  a  comfort  in 
having  Wieland  called  at  once,  by  this  class  of  admirers,  the 
German  Voltaire,  and  by  that  other,  the  German  Greek :  he 
needs  not,  in  that  case,  reflect  and  confute,  but  simply  leaves 
the  speakers  to  their  reciprocal  annihilation.  For  the  rest, 
the  whole  of  this  chapter,  as  well  as  the  twelfth,  lends  and 
robs  the  good  Wieland  so  lavishly,  that  we  rather  beg  to 
omit  it  altogether.  His  Comic  Tales  are,  in  her  view,  f 
imOSes  du  Grec;  so  that  most  of  the  French  painters,  their 
subjects  being  mythological,  must  also  be  imitators  of  the 
Greeks.  In  p.  62,  she  must  either  have  misunderstood  some^ 
Germans,  or  these  must  have  misunderstood  the  Greeks, 
when  she  says  of  Fate,  in  contradistinction  to  Providence, 

*  Le  sort  (the  Greek  Fate)  ne  compie  pour  rien  les  sentimens 

♦  Tom.  u.  p.  2.        t  P.  67. 
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*  des  hommes.*  Sophocles  seven  times  says  no  to  this ;  and 
as  often  JEscbylas.  Nay,  so  inexorably  does  Fate  pursQe 
every  immorality,  especially  audacious  immorality,  that 
(unlike  Providence)  it  inflicts  the  punishment,  even  under 
repentance  and  reform.  In  p.  90,  she  calls  Klopstock*s  Ode 
to  his  Future  Love  a  sujet  mcmieri  : 

'  Klopstock  est  moins  hcoreiix  quand  il  €cnt  sor  Tamour :  il 
a,  comme  Dorat,  address^  des  vers  ^  sa  maitresse  future,  et  oe 
sujet  mani^r^  n*a  pas  bien  inspire  sa  muse :  il  fant  n'avoir  pas 
souffert,  pour  se  jouer  avec  le  sentiment,  et  quand  une  personne 
s^rieuse  essaie  un  semblahle  jen,  toiyours  une  contrainte  aecrite 
Tempeche  de  s'y  montrer  naturelle.' 

How  could  her  soul,  that  elsewhere  responds  to  all  pore- 
toned  chords  of  love,  mistake  the  yet  unloved  long-ing^, 
wherewith  the  unloved  and  yet  loving  youth  looks  into  his 
future  heart,  as  with  a  coming  home-sickness  ?  Does  even 
the  prosaic  young  man  paint  him  an  ideal,  why  shall  not  the 
poetical  incorporate  and  draw  nearer  to  him  the  dear  form 
that  is  glancing  for  him,  though  as  yet  unseen  ?  It  is  true, 
this  holds  only  of  the  first  love ;  for  a  poem  on  a  second, 
third,  and  future  love,  would  doubtless  merit  the  blame, 
which,  indeed,  she  probably  so  meant. 

The  long  passage  from  Voss*s  Louise  *  seems  intro- 
duced to  bring  even  the  German  reader,  by  the  bald  tran- 
slation, into  a  state  of  yawning;  and  the  happier  French 
one  into  snoring  and  even  snorting.  Quite  as  uneirpectedly 
has  she  extracted  from  Maria  Stuart,  instead  of  bright  lyric 
altar-fire,  the  long  farewell  of  Maria,  too  long  even  for 
German  readers,  and  only  for  the  epos  not  too  short ;  and 
rendered  it  moreover  in  prose. 

To  Goethe  she  does  justice  where  she  admires  him,  but 
less  where  she  estimates  him.  His  poems  she  judges  more 
justly  than  she  does  his  plays.  Everywhere,  indeed,  her  taste 
borders  more  on  the  German  when  applied  to  short  pieces 
than  to  long  ones ;  above  all,  than  to  theatrical  ones ;  for 
here  the  French  curtain  shrouds  up  every  foreign  one.  With 

♦  Tom.  if.  p.  82. 
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her  opinion  of  Goethe  as  a  literary  fTum,  the  Germans,  since 
the  appearance  of  his  Autobiography,  may  readily  enough 
dispense. 

Of  eh.  I5fde  Pari  dramatique,  Reviewer  could  undertake 
to  say  nothing,  except  something  il),  did  time  permit. 

Shakspeare,  in  whose  child-like  and  poetic  serene  soul 
(as  it  were,  a  poetic  Christ-child)  she  celebrates  an  ir<mie 
presque  MachiavelHgiie  in  delineating  character,  she  ought  to 
praise  less  on  hearsay,  since  neither  hearsay  nor  her  own 
feeling  can  teach  her  how  to  praise  Goethe's  Fatist,  It  is 
probable  she  knows  only  the  French  (un-souled  and  un- 
hearted)  Shakspeare,  and  so  values  the  man ;  but  for 
Goethe*s  Fatist,  too,  she  should  have  waited  for  a  French 
version  and  perversion,  to  give  him  somewhat  better  com- 
mendation than  that  she  sends  him  to  France  with. 

If  a  translation  is  always  but  an  inverted,  pale,  secondary 
rainbow  of  the  original  splendour,  Madame  de  Stai^l's,  as  in 
general  any  French  translation  of  Fausty  is  but  a  gray,  cold, 
mock-sun  to  Goethe's  real  flaming  Sun  in  Leo.  At  times, 
in  place  of  a  pallid  translation,  she  gives  a  quite  new 
speech ;  for  example,*  she  makes  the  Devil  say  of  Faust, 

*  Cet  homme  ne  sera  jamais  qu^h  demi  pervers,  et  c'est  eft 

*  vain  gu'il  se  flaUe  de  parvenir  &  P^tre  entiirementJ'  In 
the  original  appears  no  word  of  this,  but  merely  the  long, 
good,  quite  different  passage, '  Verachte  nur  vemuf^  und 
ivissenscha/t,^  Sfc,  That  weighty  omissions  have  prevented 
light  translations  in  her  work,  is  happy  for  the  work  of 
Goethe.  This  (like  Dante's  Divine  Comedy)  Diabolic  Tra- 
gedy, in  which  whole  spiritual  universes  act  and  fall,  she  has 
contracted  and  extracted  into  a  love-tale.  Of  this  sole  and 
last  zodiacal  light  which  the  set  sun  of  Shakspeare  has  cast 
up  over  Germany,  our  lady  Authoress  wishes  heartily  t  that 
another  such,  or  more  such,  may  not  be  written.  Reviewer 
ventures  to  give  her  hope  of  fulfilment  herein,  and  pledges 
himself  for  all  Frenchmen.  Consider  only:| 

*  II  ne  faut  y  chercher  ni  le  goiit,  ni  le  mesure,  ni  Tart  qui 

♦  Tom.  iii.  p.  137.  t  P.  160.  P.  127. 
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dioisiftt  et  qui  termine;  mus  si  IMmaginarion  ponrait  se  figwer  mi 
duos  intdlectuel  tel  qa'on  a  BOUTent  d^crit  le  diaot  matirid,  k 
Faust  de  Goethe  derrait  ayoir  M  compoe^  k  oette  ^Kxjiie.' 

Readeressea,  why  will  every  one  of  you  inaiat  on  thinking 
herself  a  reader? 

Her  hard  judgment  on  Faust,  Madame  had  before- 
hand softened*  by  the  praise  she  bestowed  on  Oiitz  f?en 
Berlichingen :  *  il  y  a  des  traits  de  g6nie  ga  et  M,'  not  only 
here  but  there  also,  *  dans  son  drameJ*  Less  warmly  t 
does  she  praise  the  Natural  Daughter;  because  the  person- 
ages therein,  like  shades  in  Odin's  Palace,  lead  only  an 
imaged  life ;  inasmuch  as  they  bear  no  real  Christian  Direc- 
tory-names, but  are  merely  designated  as  King,  Father, 
Daughter,  &c.  As  for  this  last  defect,  Reviewer  fancies  he 
could  remedy  it,  were  he  but  to  turn  up  his  French  history 
and  pick  out  at  random  the  words  Louis,  Orleans,  &c.  and 
therewith  christen  the  general  titles,  ^ther,  daughter;  for, 
in  the  structure  of  the  work,  Madame  de  Sta^l  will  confess 
there  are  as  firm,  determinate,  beheading  machines,  arsenic* 
hats,  poison -pills,  steel-traps,  oMiettes,  spring-guna,  intro- 
duced, as  could  he  required  of  any  court,  whither  the  eceoe 
of  the  piece  might  be  transferred. 

There  is  one  censure  from  our  Authoress,  however,  which 
Reviewer  himself  must  countersign,  though  it  tooehea  the 
sweet  orange-fiower  garland,  Goethe's  Tasso,  Reviewer  bad 
been  used  to  notice,  in  this  piece,  which  cannot  be  acted 
in  any  larger  space  than  within  the  chambers  of  the  brain, 
no  downcome,  save  the  outcome,  or  end ;  where  the  nNsal 
knot,  which  can  only  be  loosed  in  Tasso^  heart,  is,  by  cst- 
ting  of  the  material  knot,  by  banishment  from  court,  left 
unloosed  to  accompany  him  in  exile ;  and  can  at  any  hoar 
raise  up  a  second  fifth-act.  This  want,  indeed,  ia  not  felt  01 
reading  the  work  so  much  as  qfier  reading  it.  Our  Au- 
thoress, however,  points  out|  another  want,  whicb,  in  the 
piece  itself,  has  a  cooling,  at  least  a  shadowing  influence : 
that,  namely,  in  the  first  place,  PrinceM  Leonora  is  drawn 

♦  Tom.  iii.  p.  402.  f  P.  125.  P.  122. 
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not  according  to  the  warm  climate,  but  rather  as  a  German 
maiden ;  and  so  thinks  and  ponders  about  her  love,  instead 
of  either  sacrificing  herself  to  it  or  it  to  herself;  and  that, 
secondly,  the  Poet  Tasso  acts  not  like  an  Italian  accustomed 
to  outward  movement  and  business,  but  like  a  solitary  Ger* 
man,  and  unskilfully  entangles  himself  in  the  perplexities 
of  life. 

For  the  rest,  her  whole  praise  of  Goethe  will,  in  the  sour 
head  of  a  Frenchman,  mn  to  sheer  censure ;  and  her  cen* 
sure  again  will  remain  censure,  and  get  a  little  sourer, 
moreover. 

Perhaps  the  kindliest  and  justest  of  all  her  portraitures 
is  that  of  Schiller.  Not  only  is  she,  in  her  poetry,  many 
times  a  sister  of  Schiller ;  but  he  also,  in  his  intellectual 
pomp  and  refiex  splendour,  is  now  and  then  a  distant  though 
beatified  relation  of  Comeille  and  Crebillou.  Hence  his  half- 
fortune  with  the  French :  for,  in  consideration  of  a  certain 
likeness  to  themselves,  some  unlikeness  and  greatness  will  be 
pardoned.  If  Gallic  tragedy  is  often  a  centaur,  begotten  by 
an  Ixion  with  a  cloud,  Schiller  also,  at  times,  has  confounded 
a  sun -horse  and  thunder-horse  with  the  horse  of  the  Muses, 
and  mounted  and  driven  the  one  instead  of  the  other. 

The  DonaU'Nymphe  (Nymph  of  the  Danube)  obtains* 
the  honour  of  an  extract,  and  the  praise, 

'  Le  siQet  de  oette  pito  semble  phas  ing^nienx  que  popolaire; 
mais  les  seines  merveilleuses  y  sont  mil6es  et  varices  avec  tant 
d'art,  qn'elle  amuse  ^galement  tous  les  spectsteurs.' 

Reviewer  has  heard  Herder,  more  in  earnest  than  in  jest, 
call  the  Zauberjidte  the  only  good  opera  the  Germans  had. 

After  sufficiently  misunderstanding  and  faint-praising 
Goethe's  Meister  and  OttiIie,i  she  ventures,  though  a  lady, 
and  a  French  one,  to  let  fall  this  and  the  other  remark  about 

♦  Tom.  iv.  p.  36. 

t  She  finds  OttiUe  not  moving  enough ;  —  the  Reviewer  again 
finds  that  0//t7ie  not  only  moves  the  heart,  but  crashes  it.  This 
more  than  female  Werter  excites  deeper  interest  for  her  love  than 
VOL.  II.  u 
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humeur;  and,  as  it  were,  to  utter  a  jadgmeDt  (here  Reviewer 
founds  on  the  printed  words)  concerning  Swift  and  Sterne. 
Sterne's  humour,  in  Tristramy  she  imputes  to  phraseo- 
logy »  *  ^Wt  to  phrases,  not  to  ideas;  and  infers  that  Sterne 
is  not  translateable,  and  Swift  is.  Nevertheless,  both  of 
them  have  found  very  pretty  lodg^gs  in  this  country  with 
Bode  and  Waser.  Thereafter,  in  the  same  chapter  on  Ro- 
mances, she  makes  Asmus,  who  has  written  no  romance,  the 
drawbridge  for  a  sally  against  Jean  Paul. 

Her  shallow  sentence,  as  one  more  passed  on  hUn,  may, 
among  so  many, —  some  firiendlier,  some  more  hostile, — 
pass  on  with  the  rest ;  till  the  right  one  appear,  which  shall 
exaggerate  neither  praise  nor  blame;  for,  hitherto,  as  well 
the  various  pricking-girdles  (cilices)  in  which  he  was  to  do 
penance,  have  been  so  wide  for  his  body  that  they  slipped 
to  his  feet,  as  in  like  wise  the  laurel- wreaths  so  large  for 
his  head  that  they  fell  upon  his  shoulders.  Our  Authoress 
dexterously  unites  both ;  and  every  period  consists,  in  front, 
of  a  pleasant  commendation,  and  behind  of  a  fatal  mais; 
and  the  left  hand  of  the  conclusion  never  knows  what  the 
right  hand  of  the  premises  doeth*  Reviewer  can  figure  this 
jester  comically  enough,  when  he  thinks  how  his  face  must, 
above  fifteen  times,  have  cheerfiilly  thawed  at  the  first 
clauses,  and  then  suddenly  frozen  again  at  the  latter.  Those 
mais  are  his  bitterest  enemies.  Our  Authoress  blames  him 
for  over- doing  the  pathetic ;  which  blame  she  hersdf  unduly 
shares  with  him  in  her  Coritme,  as  Reviewer,  in  his  long- 
past  critique  thereof,  in  these  very  JahrbUcher^  hopes  to 
have  proved ;  and,  it  may  be,  had  that  review  of  Coriime 
met  her  eye,  she  would  rather  have  left  various  things 
against  J.  P.  unsaid.  In  p.  79,  she  writes,  that  he  knows 
the   human   heart  only  from  little   German    towns,  and 

the  male  one ;  and,  in  an  earlier  time,  would  have  intoiioBted  all 
hearts  with  tears.     But  what  always  obstmcta  a  heroine  widi  the 
female  reading-worid  is,  the  drcomstanoe  that  she  is  not  the  hero. 
*  Tom.  Iv.  p.  79. 
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(hence)  *  II  y  a  souveni  dans  la  peinture  de  ces  meurs 
*  quelque  chose  de  trop  innocent  pour  notre  siicle,*  Now, 
it  is  a  question  whether  J.  P.  could  not,  if  not  altogether 
disprove,  yet  uncommonly  weaken,  this  charge  of  inno- 
cence,— hy  stating  that  many  of  his  works  were  written  in 
Leipzig,  Weimar,  Berlin,  &c. ;  and  that,  consequently,  his 
alleged  innocence  was  not  his  blame,  but  that  of  those 
cities.  He  might  also  set  forth  how,  in  Titan,  he  has 
collected  so  much  polished  court- corrupt! on,  recklessness, 
and  refined  sin  of  all  sorts,  that  it  is  a  hardship  for  him,  -^ 
saying  nothing  of  those  capital  cities, —  to  be  implicated  in 
any  such  guilt  as  that  of  innocence. 

However,  to  excuse  her  half  and  quarter  judgment,  let 
it  not  be  concealed  that  scarcely  have  two  of  his  works 
(^Hesperus  and  Si^tenkds)  been  gone  through  by  her;  nay 
one  of  them,  Hesperus,  has  not  so  much  as  been  fairly 
gone  into:  for,  after  introducing  a  not  very  important 
scene  from  Hesperus,  the  couching  of  a  fietther's  eyes  by  a 
son,  properly  a  thing  which  every  century  does  to  the 
other,  she  tables  some  shreds  of  a  second  incident  in  this 
same  Hesperus,  but  with  a  statement  that  it  is  from  a 
different  romance.  Of  the  Rede  des  todten  Ckristus  (Speech 
of  the  dead  Christ)  she  has  indeed  omitted  the  super- 
fluous commencement,  but  also  more  than  half  of  the 
unsuperfluous  conclusion,  which  closes  those  wounds. 
Reviewer  willingly  excuses  her,  since  this  author,  a  comet 
of  moderate  nucleus,  carries  so  excessive  a  comet-train  of 
volumes  along  with  him,  that  even  up  to  the  minute  when 
he  writes  this,  such  train  has  not  yet  got  altogether  above 
the  horizon. 

On  the  whole,  she  usually  passes  long  judgments  only 
on  few-volumed  writers, — for  instance,  Tieck,  Werner; 
and  short  on  many-volumed, — for  instance,  the  rich  Herder, 
whom  she  accommodates  in  a  pretty  bowerlet  of  four  sides, 
or  pages.  The  New  Poetic  School,  at  least  August  Schle- 
gel,  whom  she  saw  act  in  Werner's  Twenty-fourth  qf 
February,  might  have  helped  her  out  a  little  with  instmc- 
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tioDS  aod  opi Dions  about  Herder  (nay,,  eyen  about  Jeui 
Paul)  as  well  as  about  Tieck ;  the  more,  as  she  seems  ao 
open  to  such  communications  that  they  often  come  back 
from  her  as  mere  echoes :  for,  strictly  considered,  it  is  the 
New,  much  more  than  the  Old  School,  that  really  stands  in 
opposition  to  the  French. 

The  thirty-second  chapter  (<ie»  BemucArts  en  AUemagme) 
does  not  require  seventeen  pages,  as  Fau^  did  to  receive 
sentence;  hut  only  seven,  to  describe  German  paintisf, 
statuary,  and  music, — not  so  much  compressedly  aa  com- 
pressingly.  Nevertheless,  Reviewer  willingly  gives  up  even 
these  seven  pages  for  the  sake  of  the  following  beaatiful 
remark:* 

*  La  musique  des  ADansnds  est  plus  vari^  que  odk  des  Ita- 
liens,  et  c'est  en  oda  peut-Stre  qu'elle  est  moins  bonne :  Tesprit 
est  oondunn6  ii  la  vari^t^,  —  c'estsamisto  qui  en  est  la  erase; 
msis  les  arts,  comme  le  sentiment,  out  une  admirsbk  monotonie, 
oelle  dont  on  voudnit  foire  un  moment  kemeL' 

The  fifth  volume  treats  of  Philosophies — the  French,  the 
English,  the  old  and  new  and  newest  Qerman,  and  what  else 
from  ancient  Greece  has  to  do  with  philosophies.  Concern- 
ing this  volume,  a  German  reviewer  can  offer  his  Germaa 
readers  nothing  new,  except  perhaps  whimsicalities.  While 
men, — for  example,  Jacobi, — after  long  studying  and  re- 
studying  of  g^eat  philosophers,  so  often  ftdl  into  anxiety 
lest  they  may  not  haVe  understood  them,  finding  the  con- 
futation look  so  easy,  women  of  talent  and  breeding,  simply 
from  their  gift  of  saying  No,  infer  at  once  that  they  have 
seen  through  them.  Reviewer  is  acquainted  with  intellectual 
ladies,  who,  in  the  hardest  philosophical  works, — for  in- 
stance, Fichte*««, —  have  found  nothing  but  light  and  ease. 
Not  what  is  thought,  only  what  if  learned,  can  women  fancy 
as  beyond  their  horizon.  From  Love  they  have  acquired 
a  boldness,  foreign  to  us,  of  passing  sentence  on  great  men. 
Besides,  they  can  always,  instead  of  the  conception,  the 

*  Tom.  iv.  p.  125. 
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idea,  substitate  a  feeling.  Id  p.  78,  Madame  de  Sta^l  sap 
quite  naively,  she  does  not  see  why  philosophers  have 
striven  so  much  to  reduce  all  things  to  one  principle,  be  it 
matter  or  spirit ;  one  or  a  pair,  it  makes  little  difference, 
and  explains  the  all  no  better.  In  p.  55,  she  imparts  to  the 
Parisians  several  categories  of  Kant's,  with  an  et-catera; 
as  it  were  an  Alphabet,  with  an  (md'SO'/orth.  If  jesting  is 
admissible  in  a  review,  the  following  passage  on  Schelling  * 
may  properly  stand  here : 

'  L'id^al  et  le  r6el  tiennent,  dans  son  langage,  la  place  de  TIb- 
telligence  et  de  la  mati^re,  de  l'imaoination  et  de  Texp^rienoe ; 
et  c'est  dans  la  r^nnion  de  ces  deux  puissances  en  une  harmonie 
complete  que  consiste,  selon  lui,  le  prindpe  unique  et  absolu  de 
I'uniTers  organist.  Cette  harmonie,  dont  les  deux  poles  et  le 
centre  sont  Vimage,  et  qui  est  renfermd  dans  le  nombre  de  trois,  de 
tout  temps  si  myst^rieux,  foumit  4  Schelling  des  applications 
let  plus  ingSnietuet.' 

But  we  return  to  earnest.  Consider,  now,  what  degree 
of  spirit  these  three  philosophic  spirits  can  be  expected  to 
retain,  when  they  have  been  passed  off,  and  in,  and  carried 
through,  three  heads,  as  if  by  distillation  ascending,  distil- 
lation middle,  and  distillation  descending:  for  the  three 
heads  are,  namely, — the  head  of  the  Authoress,  who  does 
not  half  understand  the  philosophers;  the  head  of  the 
Parisian,  who  again  half  understands  our  Authoress ;  and 
finally,  the  head  of  the  Parisianess,  who  again  half  under- 
stands  the  Parisian.  Through  such  a  series  of  intermediate 
glasses  the  light  in  the  last  may  readily  refract  itself  into 
darkness. 

Meanwhile,  let  the  former  praise  remain  to  her  unim- 
paired, that  she  still  seizes  in  our  philosophy  the  sunny 
side,  which  holds  of  the  heart,  to  exhibit  and  illuminate 
the  mossy  north  side  of  the  French  philosophy.  Striking 
expressions  of  noblest  sentiments  and  views  are  uncovered, 
like  pearl-muscles,  in  this  philosophic  ebb  and  flow.  Pre- 
cious also,  in  itself,  is  the  nineteenth  chapter,  on  Marriage 

♦  Tom.  V.  p.  83. 
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Love ;  though  for  this  topic,  fureigpi  in  philosophy,  it  were 
hard  to  find  any  right  conductor  into  such  a  discussion, 
except,  indeed,  the  philosophers  Crates  and  Socrates  furnish 
one. 

As  the  sixth  and  last  volume  treats  of  Religion  and  En- 
thusiasm,—  a  French  juxtaposition, — it  is  almost  her  heart 
alone  that  speaks,  and  the  language  of  this  is  always  a  pure 
and  rich  one.  The  separate  pearls,  from  the  philosophic 
ebb,  here  collect  themselves  into  a  pearl  necklace.  She 
speaks  nobly  on  Nature,  and  Man,  and  Eternity;*  so,  like^ 
wise  on  Enthusiasm.f  Individual  baldnesses  it  were  easy 
for  Reviewer  to  extract, — for  they  are  short ;  but  individual 
splendours  difficult, — for  they  are  too  long. 

To  one  who  loves  not  only  Germany  but  mankind,  or 
rather  both  in  each  other,  her  praise  and  high  preference 
of  the  German  religious  temper,  in  this  volume,  almost  grows 
to  pain :  for,  as  we  Germans  ourselves  complain  of  our  cold- 
ness, she  could  have  found  a  temperate  climate  here  only  by 
contrast  with  the  French  ice-field  of  irreligion  from  which 
she  comes.  Truly,  she  is  in  the  right.  The  French,  in  these 
very  days,  have  accepted  their  Sunday  as  crabbedly  as  the 
Germans  parted  with  their  Second  Sundays,  or  Holidays, 
when  forced  to  do  it.  Thus  does  the  poisonous  meadow- 
saffron  of  the  Revolution,  after  its  autumn-flowers  have  been 
left  solitary  and  withered,  still  keep  under  ground  its  nar- 
cotic bulb  for  the  awakened  spring ;  almost  as  if  the  spirit 
of  Freedom  in  this  Revolution,  like  the  spirit  of  Christianity, 
should  construct  and  remodel  every  foreign  people — only 
not  the  Jewish,  where  were  the  Nativity  and  Crucifixion. 

The  bitterness  of  the  Parisian  journal-corps,  who  have 
charged  against  this  Work  of  the  Baroness  more  fiercely 
than  against  all  her  Romances,  shews  us  that  it  is  something 
else  than  difference  of  taste  that  they  strike  and  fire  at: 
their  hearts  have  been  doubly  provoked  by  this  comparison, 
and  trebly  by  this  discordance  in  their  own  most  inward 


*  Tom.  vi.  pp.  78—^6.  f  Chap.  x. 
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feeling,  which  loves  not  to  expose  itself  as  an  outward  one. 
In  romances,  they  took  all  manner  of  religion  as  it  came ; 
they  could  charge  it  on  the  characters,  and  absolve  the 
poetess:  but  here  she  herself, — not  with  foreign  lips,  but 
with  her  own, — has  spoken  out  for  religion,  and  against 
the  country  where  religion  is  yet  no  rimigrie, 

A  special  Pamphlet,  published  in  Paris,  on  this  Work, 
enlists  the  method  of  question  and  answer  in  the  service  of 
delusion,  to  exhibit  bold  beauties,  by  distorting  them  from 
their  accompaniments,  in  the  character  of  bombast.  It  is 
but  seldom  that  our  Authoress  sins,  and,  in  German  fashion, 
against  German  taste,  as  where  she  says,* 

*  Tons  les  montons  du  mSme  troupeau  viennent  donner,  les 
uns  apr^  les  autre,  leurs  ooups-de-tSte  aux  Id^,  qui  n'en  restent 
moins  ce  qn'eUes  sont.' 

In  presence  of  a  descriptive  power  that  delights  foreign 
nations,  one  might  hope  the  existing  French  would  modestly 
sink  mute — they  whose  eulogistic  manner,  in  the  Moniieur^ 
in  the  senate,  and  everywhere,  towards  the  throne,  has  at 
all  times  been  as  strained,  windy,  and  faded,  as  its  object ; 
and  in  whom,  as  in  men  dying  the  wrong  way,  (while,  in 
common  cases,  in  the  cooling  of  the  outward  limbs,  the  heart 
continues  to  give  heat,)  nothing  remains  warm  but  the  mem- 
bers from  which  the  frozen  heart  lies  farthest. 

It  is  difficult,  amid  so  many  bright  passages,  which,  like 
polished  gold,  not  only  glitter,  but  image  and  exhibit,  to 
select  the  best  For  example,  the  description  of  the  Alps  by 
night,  and  of  the  whole  festival  of  Interlakeo;t  —  the  re- 
mark X  that  both  the  excess  of  heat  in  the  east,  and  of  cold 
in  the  north,  incline  the  mind  to  idealism  and  visuality;  — 
or  this,  *  Ce  qui  manque  en  France^  en  tout  genre^  c*est  le 
*  sentiment  et  Vhabitude  du  respect,^  § 

Still  more  than  we  admire  the  Work  is  the  Authoress, 
considering  also  her  sex  and  her  nation,  to  be  admired. 

*  Tom.  vi.  p.  11.         t  Tom.  i.  ch.  xx.         %  Tom.  v.  p.  87. 
%  Tom.  V.  p.  27.   So  likewise,  torn.  v.  pp.  11,  97, 109, 125, 207. 
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Probably  sbe  is  the  only  woman  in  Europe,  and  still  more 

probably  the  only  French  person  in  France,  that  could  have 

written  such  a  book  on  Germany.    Had  Germany  been  her 

cradle  and  school,  she  might  have  written  a  still  better  work, 

namely,  on  France.    And  so  we  shall  wish  this  spiritual 

Amaaon  strength  and  heart  for  new  campaigns  and  fic- 

tones ;  and  then,  should  she  again  prove  the  revieweress  of 

a  reviewer,  let  no  one  undertake  that  matrimonial  relation 

but 

FaiF.* 

*  Frip  is  the  snsgrsm  of  J.  P.  F.  R.,  and  his  commim  ngns- 
tore  in  sudi  esses.  —  T. 
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